The Great Dalaam Water Crisis

The new king of Dalaam beheld his country from the sacred hilltop of Mu.  It had been almost a year since he was inaugurated as leader, yet now this youthful ruler faced a difficult struggle.  Shutting his eyes softly, Poo found solace in his meditation as the winds wrapped around his still body, and clouds gathered around the mount beneath him…

Sometime later, Poo could hear a familiar voice requesting his presence from down below.  After climbing down the many ropes that lead up to the summit, he greeted his master with a warm smile.

“So, my king,” the master began, following a courteous bow.  “Have you yet to devise a proposal that will restore the welfare of our village?”  At this, Poo frowned slightly, and diverted his eyes to the soft grass below them.


“I have not, master.  Not yet,” he replied meekly.  The master’s countenance turned solemn.


“Now, my king,” he continued prudently.  “I know that you are fully aware of our nation’s troubles, but… The water supply; it is becoming scarcer as the days pass.  Our reserve will certainly not last for much longer.  In the meantime, I highly suggest you go— “

“—I understand, master.” Poo interjected.  “But what am I to do?  The bottled water that we have consumed for centuries is no ordinary beverage; you and I know that well.  I have spent countless hours, without end, seeking the wisdom of my forefathers, that I may uncover the secrets of this ancient drink.  And yet, still I must look out at these poor people, my people, and watch them helplessly wait for me to solve this predicament.  But how can I end this difficulty, and restore the water, if I do not even know from where it originated?”  

Poo lamented with a heaving sigh.  Turning away from his teacher, he sat down on the familiar green turf and attempted once again to immerse himself in meditation.  He hoped to make contact with one of his ancestors, or perhaps the Spirit of Mu, for guidance.  But Poo’s anxiety had been clouding his ability to concentrate for some time now, much to the detriment of his people; not even the Brain Stone was enough in enabling him to gather his thoughts.  
Eventually, Poo felt his master’s hand setting upon his shoulder.  “Come; let us go to the palace,” he said.  “You will find an answer there.”  And so, Poo was led through the many halls of his castle, and soon he and his instructor arrived at a large chamber filled with ancient Dalaamese texts.
“The royal archives?” Poo asked upon entering.

“Of course,” his master replied.  “You seek the wisdom of your forefathers, correct?”  Poo nodded affirmatively in response.  “So, what better place to find their wisdom than in the very writings they recorded during their lifetimes?”  At this newfound realization, Poo suddenly felt slightly embarrassed.
He’s right!  How could I have overlooked something so obvious? Poo thought to himself.  But then again, he had never been much of a reader in the past, let alone a historian.
Poo’s master now turned to leave.  “Well, I wish you luck.  Study hard,” he said on his way out.

Nevertheless, Poo decided that it was in his kingdom’s best interest for him to give himself a history lesson regarding significant events in Dalaamese antiquity.  Sorting tirelessly through timeworn passages, scrolls, and manuscripts, he finally came across a piece that intrigued him.  
“Hmm… the ‘Great Storm’,” Poo mumbled to himself as he flipped through the pages.  
The document, dated only as 159X, recorded a harsh and long-lasting tempest that raged relentlessly over Dalaam in the remote past.  The storm was apparently activated by two ancient Dalaamese spirits, and evil ones at that.  Fortunately, the citizens of the floating village, being infinitely clever in their ways, had devised a method to capture some of this rainwater (and use it for their own future convenience) by holding emptied pots, bottles, buckets, and cups over their heads out in the pouring rain.  The containers filled almost instantaneously, leaving the small community with enough water for generations to come.  The Dalaamese then compiled all of this sacred liquid into a large well, which was dug inconspicuously (for the people knew this water, being created by spirits, had special properties, and would be sought out by the Eaglelanders and the Foggylanders).  The proud citizens soon waged a war against the two demons, being eventually annoyed by the unceasing precipitation, and subsequently banished them to the caves of Pink Cloud.  Then, they sealed the spirits away indefinitely with the so-called “carrot key”.  The Dalaamese also decided to throw the aforementioned key off the edge of the land in a small box, so that no one should ever find it and unleash the fiends ever again.  Meanwhile, the people of Dalaam have been enjoying their sacred beverage ever since, and have even added it to popular Dalaamese cuisine.
Wow.  I never would have guessed…  Poo thought to himself.  At least now he had the perfect plan to restore the water reserve.  Clearly, these ancient demons were none other than Thunder and Storm, whom Poo had defeated alongside the other members of the Chosen Four not too long ago.  Of course, Thunder and Storm were immortal spirits, therefore Poo should still be able to find them somewhere deep within the confines of the Pink Cloud Cavern.  After adorning himself with his sacred garments, and brushing up slightly on his PSI skills, Poo entered this familiar cave of his past…
The king treaded softly and slowly over the damp ground.  Now deprived of his previous companions, Poo was somewhat less prepared to take on the inhabitants of the hazardous Pink Cloud, let alone its mighty rulers, Thunder and Storm.  The Thunder Mites were of little concern, and luckily Poo had brought along some provisions for this endeavor.  After slashing, freezing, and burning his way through Pink Cloud, all the while sustaining his PSI with the Magnet ability, Poo finally came across the corridor where he had last fought Thunder and Storm…
Was the king nervous?  Not quite; he had a trick up his sleeve.  In fact, as soon as Poo came face to face with the vengeful spirits, he had a feeling that this battle would take little more than a minute or two.

Thunder and Storm rushed at Poo vehemently, but the youth had dodged their attacks and countered powerfully with ease.  Once his opponents finally exhausted, the boy put his ruse into action.  Focusing all of his energy on the wearied fiends, Poo utilized his “Mirror” technique, and assumed their identities!  Now, with his new form, Poo raced out of the cavern, and back into the village.  Rising high into the clouds, the king unleashed a downpour like no one in Dalaam had seen for 500 years.  Moments later, the jubilant villagers dashed out of their abodes, and witnessed the wonderful sight.
Needless to say, the water reserve was refilled, and remained as such for years to come.  Poo has also started reading more often.

The End
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