Chapter Eleven: 

All The Help We Can Get


Robert peacefully rolled over in his comfortable bed. Sadly, his comfortable bed only went so far and he fell off it. However, he did not wake anyone around him up. Head aching, he walked to the window. The moon was still in the sky, and was nowhere near setting. Now restless, he decided to take a walk around the quaint inn. As he passed through the quiet hallways, he noticed a lit room behind a cracked door. He quietly opened the door and peered in.


He saw Ashley scribbling on a piece of paper. As he leaned forward to get a closer look at the drawing, he noticed that it was a drawing of Ray. It was apparently unfinished, but from what he could tell it looked something like this:
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He gawked at how good the drawing was, how much of a resemblance it bore to the subject. He decided to walk into the room. Ashley did not notice his presence as he picked up other sketches and looked at them. He was amazed at how good they were for someone of her nature. He then remembered the old Flarian proverb, “Jalan tilya forlorna hal olas gralana” which is the equivalent of the old cliché, “Don’t judge a book by its cover.” 


As he laid another paper down, it knocked another paper off which fluttered down and landed on Ashley’s head. Robert recoiled, expecting her to be surprised, but she did not move an inch. She merely reached up and grabbed the paper off of her head. 


“I knew you were in here. Contrary to popular belief, I’m not an idiot,” she said. “Now, I’m not too sure about you.”


Robert smiled at her quip. She had still not turned her head to face him, but she said it in a fairly friendly voice. He responded simply, “You’ve got some nice drawings here. Is this what you do in your free time?”


“Yes, but they’re not nice at all. They suck, each and every one of them.”


“No, no, no! They don’t suck at all! They’re great, each and every one of them.”


“You may think that, but I suppose beauty is in the eye of the beholder.” 


“I guess so.” Robert said, and he noticed that the drawing that had fell was not a drawing. It was a poem. He picked it up and read it.

I lost it all. 
I lost the interest.
I lost the feeling.
I lost the will.
I lost everything.
I search the universe,
The emptiness just gets worse.
Another day, another year,
Another smile, another tear.
More questions, more gaping holes,
More lies, more made-up roles.
Insanity builds, sanity breaks.
Sleepless nights, a bigger toll this takes.
No matter how hard I'll try,
It still makes me want to die.
If I find a lead, I'm taken to a wall.
It's just no use... I lost it all.


Robert was amazed at how deep the poem was, considering that earlier that day that very same person had poked his hair in sheer, pure, unadulterated amazement. He opened his mouth to speak but no words came out. The poem pierced his soul, forced him to look deep into himself in order to look deeper into her.


“I guess you wrote this.” Robert said matter-of-factly.


For the first time she turned her head and looked at the poem he had picked up. She sighed listlessly and simply said, “I don’t just draw, I write. But they fall into the same category: pure--” 


Robert quickly interrupted, “Gold. Pure gold. This was…beautiful. I’ve been though so much in my life and I can’t put it into words, but you can. My skill is fighting, yours is writing.”


“You’ve got the rhyme part down good.” Ashley responded with a smile.


Robert smiled back. There was a bit of awkward silence between them, then Robert embarrassedly said, “Well, I better go get some sleep. You should too.”


“I think I will. Thanks for visiting me tonight.” Ashley said.


“You’re welcome.” Robert beamed as he walked back to his bed, feeling even better about everything.

*
*
*
*
*


For the first time ever, Robert woke up first. He went downstairs to get some breakfast, which he smelled from his bed. His sense of smell was not as good as Sheena’s, but he decided to give it a try.


“Waffles, toast with grape jelly, and orange juice.” he said. It was a wild guess, practically.


“Wow, Robert, you’re up awful early. Oh well, I need someone to test these waffles and toast and orange juice I fixed.” Karrie said.


“What kind of jelly is with the toast?” Robert asked, surprised at how right he was. But was he totally right?


“Uhh, strawberry I think.” Karrie said, as Robert smacked his forehead in exasperation.


An hour later, the others awoke and came down to eat breakfast. The table seemed like family, though, as everyone nonchalantly talked about anything and everything. Before everyone was done, Ashley got up from her seat and announced something.


“Karrie, Amanda, Stacy, Rebecah. I’ve enjoyed the four years I’ve spent here with you, but I feel that it’s time for me to move on. It’s for the better, and I know I’ll be very well taken care of.” she announced to the shock and awe of everyone at the table.


“Ashley! You can’t do that, after all we’ve been through together. You can’t just…leave like that.” Rebecah said dismally.


“I have to. This may be a shot in the dark, but these guests of ours aren’t quite normal. My Ashley sense is tingling. I‘m going to travel with them on their adventure, and I‘m going to aid them in any way I can. I just can‘t waste what little of my life here, drawing and writing. No offense of course. I want to do something with my life, even if it ends up in death.”


The reaction at the table was simply flabbergasted.


“How do you know that!?” Amanda.


“I don’t want you to leave…” Karrie.


Stacy said nothing.


“You have an Ashley sense?” Rebecah.


Robert, Ray, and Shane were blown out of their socks. This came as a complete surprise to them all. After careful consideration, and weighing the pros and cons, Robert finally said this:


“We need all the help we can get. Welcome aboard.”

