Giygas was in the shell, watching the fight go along as planned. Pokey was doing well as a henchman, but something seemed wrong... He was too excited, too hyper... Giygas's conciousness swirled away inside the fragile orb. It was hard to focus on anything. So much of his mind seemed to be connected with that boy... That boy. How had his Nightmare Rock failed him? Until recently he'd been able to influence the evil desires of the boys mind. Albeit, the first sanctuary had removed most influence, but occasionaly he was able to strike pangs into the boys heart. To cause a sense of longing or despair about his home. Unfortunately that was very short lived. It didn't take much for the boy to overcome such temptations. His mother's voice would always break Giygas' hold on him and he would have to retreat back to the island in the boys' mind.

All alone inside his mind he was able to see all of the desires and thoughts the boy had. Of course, it was far too late to incorporate most of these into his plan. So many would work so excellently, but by the time Giygas had seen them, the boy had conquered the fear, or done away with the wish. But from the vantage point inside the Sea of Eden, Giygas could also see the pure power of the youth. All the energy the boy had. Occasionaly this would fluxuate. Giygas had no idea of what it could possibly be. Well, he had some idea. Obviously it had to be the secret of Psycokenisis that that damnable George had stolen from him so long ago... So long, and yet at this time, it hadn't even happened yet. But something was wrong. It wasn't the controlled flow of attack, nor was there any emotional outburst to coincide with such a fluxuation. Irregardles, Giygas slowly started to stockpile what energy he could. Little bit by little bit. Piece by piece, until he felt fairly certain that he could use some of this power himself in his new container. Unfortunately, it could never be his new container...

It wasn't until the boy came to his own mind to find inner strength that he discovered what the fluxuations were. The boy projected himself infront of Giygas's Nightmare Rock. The boy had trudged through the shallows of his evil and arose, dry, on the shores of the untainted island where Giygas dwelled. Giygas tried to slowly let his power leave the statue, to let it influence the pure mind. Or failing that, create a long, sharp pain. Such things were trifles to his advanced mind. But that was his old mind, his old will. The power he struggled to collect escaped him in a violent flash. It felt good, but surely the boy couldn't keep using it like this. By all rights, the explosive output should've destroyed his mind and body years ago.

Needless to say the boy won. It was his mind after all. Very few battles can be lost in your own conciousness if you will it to be so. 

Back to the matter at hand, his henchman seemed overly zealous. He was nearing the switch to his containment. What was he talking about... Power! He was bragging about power! Oh, only now in this final setting did Giygas realize the mistake he'd made, gaining such a foolish boy as his henchman. A boy who so desperately wanted to show everybody what he could do. A boy so hung up with greed and a lust for power that he'd stop at nothing to gain and flaunt what he had. Giygas tried with all his might to stop the boy, but it was too late. The influences in his frenzied mind were just background noise. No amount of persuasion at this point could stop him... If only-

This was Giygas' last cognative thought. In a dream like state he could see the battle rage on. The boy whose power he had borrowed looked up at his gaseous form. Power... power...power power power power power... He could show them power. Unimaginable power. Reaching back into what was once his memory he pulled out a feeling. A feeling so good he had to share it. With everybody. It lashed out, his "body" convulsed in pain and pleasure. It hurt... it hurt... He was h.a.p.p.y...

