
Chapter Thirteen 

Exploring More of 1st Floor and the Crypt 

 Bonnie had began screaming for my attention for a few minutes. I felt bad as I had been 

investigation and trying to get a better understanding of what was happening that I had just failed 

to listen and pay attention. That was one of my bad habits that I was trying to break myself out of 

and be more attention though I did find out a little bit about the Queen Mother and the Jungle 

Master. Still, Bonnie was my best friend and she needed help and I felt bad for taking my time to 

respond. It took me a minute to remember where we were and what we were doing and of course 

I could not help but look at myself again and as I did I became disappointed as I saw I was back 

in my original jungle clothes that we got while in the village.  

 Despite my disappointment, I was relieved to know that Bonnie was not in trouble. If she 

had gotten hurt or was in trouble, I doubted I would have ever forgiven myself. Bonnie, was just 

amazed by what she was seeing at as I was when I was in the throne room. When I entered the 

room I noticed that there were several tables with old wooden chairs that were on the verge of 

completely disintegrating. Like it was in the throne room old dead vines and weeds covered the 

column that were on both sides of the room. The tables were covered by old vines and dead 

plants. 

 “What is the matter Bonnie?” I asked. 

 “I can’t help but feel that we are being watched,” Bonnie said. 

 “Why do you say that?” 

 “Really Alex. Don’t tell me you don’t feel it.” 



 I paused for a minute. It was not that I felt that we were not being watched. I knew it was 

possible and even very likely that someone was watching us though I was not sure who it was at 

the time being. Rather I was still somewhat confused about what I had seen. I had been taken 

back in time, to the past, and saw things that only deepened the mystery for me. Was the man, 

Jarrick, the Jungle Master we had faced or was the Jungle Master we faced earlier a zombified 

version? I mean I saw the jungle people when we fought them in the jungle and the appeared to 

be skeletons that were covered by plants whereas the jungle people I saw in the past were 

actually people. I could not help but wonder if the same thing was true with the Jungle Master 

and if it were what happened to the real Jungle Master and jungle people?  

 “What’s the matter Alex?” Bonnie, said slight concern on her face as she saw me pause 

again for a moment. “You act like you’ve seen a ghost.” 

 “Perhaps I have. Bonnie, I need to tell you something,” I said.  

“Go on Alex,” Bonnie said. 

“When I was in the throne room I got transported back in time,” I said. 

“Time traveling now Alex,” Bonnie chuckled as we sat down in two old chairs. “But 

given what we have seen and done so far nothing is out of the possibility. What happened? What 

did you see?” 

“I don’t think I traveled to the too distant past. Maybe like the last thirty or forty years I 

would say. All I know is the temple was not ruined as it was now and I got to see the Queen 

Mother and the Jungle Master and they had actually had names,” I began. 

“Oh really. This sounds interesting,” Bonnie said. 

“You know the more I think about everything the more I am coming to realize what this 

temple is. This temple Bonnie is more to the jungle people than perhaps we even realize. Perhaps 



Bonnie this temple represents everything about the jungle people’s civilization and society,” I 

said. 

“You don’t think they lived here too,” Bonnie asked. 

“Perhaps. I mean look at this room. If I did not know any better I would have guessed this 

was a classroom of sorts,” I said. 

“Chairs, desks and a board,” Bonnie said as she pointed to a board that was in the front of 

the room. “It makes sense. But surely they would not have had a temple full of classrooms.” 

“Maybe not. Perhaps they also had other uses. The first room is the throne room and I am 

going to guess is where all the most important ceremonies occurred,” I said.  

“What else did you see?” Bonnie asked. 

“The Jungle Master and the Queen Mother were getting married. They had exchanged 

their vows and gave each other rings,” I began.  

“Rings,” Bonnie said. 

“Yeah one had a ruby and one had an emerald,” I said. 

“One being green and representing the jungle and nature and one being red and 

representing fire and life,” Bonnie said. 

“The rings represented unification between the two people. The Jungle Master whose 

name was Jarrick and the Queen Mother whose name was Kaarina believed the rings meant 

everlasting peace to their people. It certainly brought peace for at least the Jungle Master and the 

Queen Mother. Or least that was how I saw it,” I said.  

“Hmmm,” Bonnie pondered. “I wonder.” 

“Wonder what?” I asked. 



“I wonder if those rings were more than just representation of peace between the people,” 

Bonnie asked. 

“You don’t think someone stole them and is using them to control the Jungle Master and 

his people,” I said. 

“It is possible. We do not know anything about the rings to say if someone is using them 

or not or if the rings were stolen or destroyed. Again, think about it Alex. We also do not know 

enough about the village people or the jungle people to say with absolute certainty what is real or 

what is not,” Bonnie said. 

“We know the jungle people and the Jungle Master is real,” I said as doubt began to creep 

into my mind. 

“That is not what I am talking about,” Bonnie said. “Remember back when we were at 

home and it was just the three of us. We were certain it was always just going to be three of us.” 

“You were also certain you were falling for your boyfriend,” I joked. “The only time I 

saw you together the two of you were smooching and going toing to town. Like nothing else 

mattered.” 

“Ha ha,” Bonnie laughed as she took her hand and smacked the back of my head. 

“Ouch,” I said before laughing with her. 

“Becoming quite a joker I see. That was something I never expected. You see back then 

we expected you to be the most logical person. You had the most scientific background and were 

always the one studying the animals and environment and while Kasey and I were sort of 

goofing off and not taking school as seriously as we should have,” Bonnie, said as tears again 

fell down her face. 



“It is okay. The important thing is we are here and are together and as I promised you, we 

will find Kasey,” I said. “You are right Bonnie. Nothing is certain. That begs the question as to 

what is it that we really know? Do we really know anything? I would like to think so but right 

now I am not so certain. I have never felt so confused. It is like the truth is near yet so far away.” 

“Well Alex, there is one thing that is certain,” Bonnie said. 

“Yeah and what might that be?” I asked. 

“Well two things,” Bonnie said as she pulled me closer to her. To my surprise, and yes I 

was not expecting it but I will not say I did not enjoy it as I did, we shared another kiss. “First, 

we still have more investigating to do.” 

“Agreed,” I said. 

“And secondly Alex, you will lead us through the temple,” Bonnie said. “You seem to 

have more of a knack than I do to not to be scared easily.” 

“Listen to me Bonnie,” I said as I could tell she was getting sad again. “You may not 

know it but yes I do get scared.” 

“You do but you fought the Jungle Master bravely and stood up to them in the jungle,” 

Bonnie said. 

“I did what I need to. But yes Bonnie, I do get scared. Look, I am scared even now. I am 

scared that we might not ever see Kasey again,” I said. 

“Cool. I did not know you got scared,” Bonnie confessed. 

“Oh, I do get scared Bonnie and I would be lying if I said I was not scared because I am 

but I promise you will we investigate and get to the bottom of what is happening and we will 

find our friend Kasey too,” I said.  

“Okay,” Bonnie said. 



“Now, if I remember my words correctly, I said we would have a dinner and date after all 

this was said and done. I still intend on having that dinner but I am thinking about having the 

date right now,” I asked. 

“You mean now,” Bonnie asked appearing shocked. 

“There is no time like the present. A full-blown tour of an ancient temple. Booby traps 

and all,” I said, cheerfully. I wanted nothing else than for Bonnie to cheer up and to get focused 

again. I needed her as much as she needed me. She in my view was as much important to the 

success of the mission and journey as I was. Yes, I was scared, and I am not afraid to admit it, 

but I needed to be strong for both of us.  

“Booby traps and all,” Bonnie replied cheerfully. “Done deal mister. Time to go 

investigate.” 

“That’s the spirit,” I said as she grabbed by the hand and we began to investigate rest of 

the temple. 

************************* 

For the next several hours, though it felt like days and even weeks, Bonnie and I began 

searching the temple room by room. We did not know what to expect or what we would find but 

surely with 3 floors and each floor being chock full of rooms we would have found something. 

The other rooms on the first floor mostly were like the first room Bonnie had looked in. They 

were all classrooms, so we were almost certain that the first floor was dedicated to the education 

of the jungle people. I say most of the rooms on the first floor were dedicated to education as 

there were a couple that were not. One of the last rooms that we looked at on the first floor 

appeared to have been a cafeteria of some sorts as Bonnie and I looked and saw several tables 

and chairs as well as the place where the meals were being prepared. 



“They were not unlike us,” Bonnie said. 

“So, what happened?” I asked myself. 

Bonnie and I walked out of the cafeteria. If you were looking at the map to the temple the 

cafeteria was the room in the most northwest portion of the first floor of the throne room. We 

slowly walked to the room directly opposite of it which was the only room we had not visited on 

the first floor. The room that was the most northeast. And as soon as we entered the room Bonnie 

and I immediately wished we had not. 

“Oh my,” I said. 

“You’re not kidding,” Bonnie asked. 

“What in the world is that doing here on first floor? I mean those kids would have had 

nightmares seeing this,” I said. 

Without a doubt this room was a crypt that was full of tombs. We saw several tombs that 

was lying side by side. The question of who the tombs belonged to raced though my mind until I 

looked up and saw a message that was on the wall. 

Here lies the Jungle Masters of the Past 

Only the most honorable here are cast 

Each Jungle Master you see before you 

While different are all true 

 “I wonder what that means,” Bonnie said as she read the message. 

 “It means the only Jungle Masters that are buried here are the most honorable,” I said. 

 “Which means that not all Jungle Masters were honorable,” Bonnie added. 

 “Very good Bonnie. You are catching on quickly,” I congratulated her. “It also means 

that not all are dead either.” 



 “What did you say was the name of the Jungle Master you saw in the past?” Bonnie 

asked. 

 “Jarrick,” I replied. 

 “Jarrick,” Bonnie repeated as she went through the names on the tombs. It took her no 

more than a few minutes to check all the tombs names. 

 “Well,” I said. 

 “Jarrick is not buried here,” Bonnie said. 

 “Or he is still alive,” I added. 

 Bonnie and I gulped in fear at the realization of that. If Jarrick was still alive, and it was 

possible given we had no concrete evidence indicating he had not died or been killed, the 

question was where was he?  

 “I am starting to think this was a waste of time,” Bonnie complained. She had nearly 

stormed out of the room when she tripped, and she fell onto the ground the tomb she was beside 

suddenly opened up. 

 “Are you alright?” I said as I gave Bonnie my hand and lifted her back up. 

 “Yeah. Me and my clumsy self as usual,” Bonnie said. 

 I laughed but quickly stopped as Bonnie gave me a quick frown. 

 “Hey, what is that?” Bonnie asked as she found a ring that had a huge emerald in the 

middle of it. 

 “I’ve seen that before,” I said. 

 “One of the rings,” Bonnie asked. 

 “Yeah. The question is where is the other one?” I asked. 

 “Maybe on one of the other floors,” Bonnie replied. 



 I gulped again. Bonnie was correct. The other ring was very likely still here in this temple 

but trying to find it I knew would be like trying to find a needle in a haystack. We still had a lot 

of exploration to go but my fear again subsided knowing that I was here with my best friend 

Bonnie and that certainly made all the difference. It was not easy being leader but knowing the 

support I had made it easier as we continued to explore the temple.  


