“Enter or Flee”

By Nathan R. Petrie
He stared down at the pit, dark and foreboding as it was. As it mesmerized him a thought came to mind; it wasn’t a pit really, more like a crater filled with darkness. But the evil he sensed in that place gave it that feeling. Deep or not, it would be called a pit. 

Before him was a three foot pillar of earth, and as described a crater of sorts was at its top. Filling the crater, its depth undeterminable, was murky, dark, and mysterious water. He wasn’t sure what gave him that feeling, the one of mystery and evil, but it was an emotion that he couldn’t shake. 

Something was awry in the atmosphere of this place. Something was wrong.

There was no wind, no sound, but the place he was in was certainly not quiet. Something buzzed, and if not loud in the air it was thunderous in his mind. It was a sound like drums, warning him, taunting him.
He wrenched his eyes away from the darkness of the water, but found that it brought about great pain not to look. Reluctantly he surrendered to the call of the dark water, and peered into its depths once more.

The sea of darkness was still, calming. The water was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen—wonderful, amazing, and breath-taking. Literally, he had found it hard to breathe. And the more he stood enthralled by the water, the more difficult it became.  

He knew this, yet something inside of him begged him continue to gape. The water filled his mind. It was all he knew.  

The water started to ripple, though nothing had disturbed it. It moved with its own power, its own purpose. It bounced rhythmically. Droplets spilled from the side. The man felt compelled to touch it.

He reached his finger in, just barely pricking the surface of the small pool. Just as his finger passed under the surface the water’s bouncing ceased, all its movement stopped. His disturbance had no affect on the pool. Not a single ripple appeared. 
This only added to its allure. 

The wind picked up ever so slightly and a slithery voice came with it. Its tone was thin, whispery, and filled with mystery, yet at the same time it was beautiful and noble. 
“Willlllliammm,” it called. The voice seemed to pull at him. “William, step inside.”
William wanted to look around, desired more than anything to turn and find the one speaking to him. But he couldn’t, wouldn’t, turn away from the dark waters. He touched the pool again. Still no disturbance. The water absorbed his every move. 
“William!” the voice snapped. “Step inside!”

The man pricked the water again, letting the whole of his hand fall through this time.
At that instant thunder clapped and lightning flashed. A reptilian form appeared in the sky. It had leathery wings as black as pitch and a long tail and neck protruded from a wide body.

The black dragon hurtled to the ground across from the man. When it spoke, William was able to turn from the water. The dragon gave him the same awesome feeling as the pool.

Its claws kneaded the soft and fertile ground. Its eyes were a bright blue, a wondrous contrast to its black-as-night scales. It spoke melodically. 

“Does my pool excite you? Is it enticing?” the creature asked in a song-like voice. It took a step closer, and William didn’t resist. “Does it call to you, hmm?” 

It circled around the pillar, dipping a claw into its small sea of darkness. A sly grin was on its face. “What did it say?”

Without a second’s hesitation William responded. He gave his answer to the creature before him. “It told me to step inside.”

“Step inside, hmm? Enter the pool, yes? And why do you not?” The dragon lifted its head questionably, staring at the man. He lowered it and absently ran his talon in a circle within the waters midst. The water moved when the dragon touched it.
William played with his fingers. Something was wrong, he’d felt it from the beginning. His heart suddenly raced, and sweat came to his brow. Why was that? What was causing this? The dragon was no threat…nothing was going on that wasn’t alright…wonderful…perfect. But something held him back. Something held him from diving wholly into the pool. 
“It is evil,” he said simply.

The dragon didn’t look back up, keeping up that childish grin. “Evil? And what has given cause to such an assumption?”

The man bit his lip, his mind threatened to blur. William clung to it. What was going on? The images before him, the pillar, the dragon, they started to fog up. Why was this happening?  

He covered his face with his hands. “I don’t….I’m not….it just is.”

The black dragon lifted his talon out of the pool and reached it out toward William. “The pool is a wonder is it not? That is something that it ‘just is’. You have reached inside of it. You are not harmed as I can clearly see. What is evil? What has given you cause to believe this? Why do you fear what you know to be glorious? The pool is majestic, wondrous, beautiful. Why would you consider it fell?”  

It held the tip of its wing before him, reaching out as if to offer a hand. “Come, step inside, and enter in. The pool has called to you.” 
William grasped the wing of the wise dark dragon. It all made sense, the pool was gorgeous. He’d touched it…nothing had happened. But something inside of him still felt that sense of dread. 
Slowly, he set one foot beneath the pool’s surface. 

The water was cool, calming, and felt amazing. He relished in that feeling. Oh how he loved it!

“Is it good? Does the water feel nice?” the dragon asked with a smile, still clutching the man’s arm.

William nodded and brought up his second foot to go in next.

Lightning flashed again, this time white and pure. And in the place of thunder a commanding voice cried out, “Beware, undecided one, lest you fall into a pit that you cannot climb out of!”  

William held his other foot over the water. That feeling of dread overwhelmed him. He was forced to turn from the dragon. He called out into the darkness, “Who said that?”

The dragon also peered into the darkness of the coming storm. “It is no one.” He touched the man’s leg. “Come, enter.” 
He turned back to the pool, staring at the reflection of himself that he saw. It was warped, and gave his face a green tone. He wanted to vomit. Yet something still drew him into it.  

The pool began to churn again, as it had before, spitting up drops of green. The dragon became impatient. “William, enter in. There is no time to lose!”

Out of the clouds came a neighing, that of a horse save only nobler.  It held the man back. His foot shook above the waters. William had never heard a sound like it. It rivaled even that of the dragon’s voice. 
A shining white horse landed before the dragon and William. Wait…it was not a horse. Feathered wings were nestled next to the creature’s hide. This thing was a Pegasus! 
When it opened its mouth to speak the storm clouds cleared and the sun was revealed, though light remained hidden from the dragon. “Fell snake, must you entice those who know no other path?” It lowered its head and stared the dragon in the eye. “Must you drag others on the way you have chosen?”
The dragon growled, glaring at the Pegasus. “Yours is the way of tyranny!” 

The winged horse stamped the ground. “Mine is the way of freedom! Of glory! Of light! Yours is one of imprisonment, of harrows, and of darkness. Your fate has been sealed.” He turned towards William and dipped his head. “Son, you have not known me, but I have known you.”

William felt a sense of peace, looking into the deep blue eyes of the Pegasus. The winged-horse did know him, and gazing at him William felt that he knew the creature just as well.

“Do not listen! Step to the pool!” the dragon helplessly cried.

The Pegasus kept on talking. “But by now you have already felt the evil of this pool, this dragon, this act. And though you have tried to rid yourself of the command to enter you have utterly failed.” The dragon smiled at this, William stared back at the pool. The Pegasus stamped the ground with more force. “Resist it William! You do not have to enter! You can flee! The choice is yours for I will allow both!”

“Enter the water! There you will find enjoyment!”

The winged horse looked with love and compassion upon the struggling form of William. “Flee this place, my son, and you will never be forced to die. Turn from this snake and you will find hope!”

William gazed at the water, its alluring darkness now lost. At the center of the pool the water began to turn red, slowly expanding to fill the entire pillar with this new liquid. The man could smell it now; it was blood.

Swifter than William was ready for the blood shot up through his body, starting at his leg and then hurried to cover him fully. In only seconds he was covered in blood.

The dragon’s eyes burned red hot, he was loosing him! “William dip yourself into the pool, there you will be cleaned. There you will find happiness! Enter!”

The Pegasus reared up and kicked the dragon hard in the head then turned back to William. “Come to me, my son. Flee this place and your red shall be made white.” 

William turned to the dragon and watched him writer on the ground. The creature lost its wings, its feet, until finally it remained only a snake. Its head was crushed to the floor. 
He twisted back to the majestic and shining Pegasus. The light shone behind it. 

Should he surrender his love for the water and give his love wholly to this Pegasus? Could he do this thing?
The winged horse stepped closer. “I will give you the strength, you will never be overcome.”

William lifted his hands to his head once again, tears streamed down his face. The time had come for him to decide.
Enter the pool? Or flee? 

