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Prologue - Unwhere  
Julia: (gasp) Wait… what is this place? Is anyone here? Where even is… here? This is all so 
confusing.  
 
Owl: Well, I am here, and you are here. Here is everything and nothing all at once. It is both the 
beginning and the end of time itself. It is forward and backward, left and right, up and down, and 
diagonal, of course. But it is also still, nothing, empty.  
 
Julia: Who… who are you?  
 
Owl: (laughs) The real question is “hoo” are you? (he laughs again.)  
 
Julia: You’re… an owl?  
 
Owl: More or less. But I find you much more interesting. You seem like you’re just… full of 
stories! Go on. Tell me a story.  
 
Julia: A story? Yeah… okay, I’ve got one.  
 

Time 
 

Long ago, in a far off, yet distantly familiar land, there stood a large kingdom. It was 
magnificent; stone towers standing tall, boasting some of the most intricate craftsmanship one 
would ever see. In the spring, the fields would be covered with the most beautiful wild flowers, 
all blooming in various shades of yellow, orange, and pink. And in the winter months, a pure 
white layer of the softest snow would cover the ground like a down blanket. Farmers would grow 
their crops in large green and brown fields and tend to their flocks of sheep, while traders would 
sell their various wears in the marketplace. Children would play in the streets, making up stories 
of sailing on the high seas or fighting dragons for mounds of golden treasure.  
 



Of those children, was a small girl named Julia, who dreamed of fighting things ten times 
her size, and always winning. From the moment she was born, she would imagine glorious 
technicolor worlds where evil was vanquished and good would always prevail. Little did she 
know that, not only would the very evils she dreamed of one day be on her doorstep, but good 
would be unable to conquer it.  

That humid summer day, a strange gale began to blow and a dark cloud swept over the 
hills of the kingdom. This was no ordinary cloud; it seemed to have a face. A mean, hungry, 
wicked face. People fled from their homes as the dark clouds began raining destruction down on 
the beautiful kingdom. Soon after the storm subsided, the world seemed empty and still, the 
feeling of terror still hanging over the land.  

Years passed. The people believed the evil had moved on but they soon learned that 
this was untrue. Over time, they yielded less and less crops. The livestock became unable to 
bear young, until there were hardly any lambs come spring. People moved away, traders 
stopped visiting, and worst of all, the children ceased to play, their dreams turning to nothing but 
nightmares and tragedies. The color drained from the world, leaving everything a sickly gray. 

As fear grew, so did Julia. She was determined to fix it all; to restore beauty to the land 
where she had planted her roots so long ago. In her determination, she taught herself to fight 
and to hunt. She learned to track and to hide. She became smart, witty, wise, and strong, 
remaining  ever kind. The rulers of the kingdom called upon her, knowing of her great potential 
and gentle heart. They had a quest for her, one that would require great sacrifice. “We are 
running out of time.” The king had said, stroking his long white beard. “The kingdom is falling 
apart and our people are afraid. We need you Julia, now more than ever before.”  

A strange traveller had come to the kingdom, passing along a story from a neighboring 
village that told of a relic with the potential to defeat the Darkness. Her mission was to find this 
artifact, and bring peace back to her people. She accepted of course, finally having the 
opportunity to live the adventure she’d always dreamed of. Julia knew it would be a difficult 
journey, but the safety and joy of her people was worth any price she might pay. With a look of 
determination that would frighten even the bravest of creatures, she made plans to set out 
towards the ruins of the old temple where the relic was rumored to be hidden.  
 

Farewell 
Julia was a young woman, very capable and independent. She was well trained and 

overly prepared, but still nervous for the trials to come. At her request, the king hosted a small 
gathering of her closest friends and family in celebration of her bravery. All of them seemed to 
know that this journey was not going to be easy, and there was a chance she may never return.  

She greeted her visitors with grace and love, happy to see them, even if it was for the 
last time. They feasted that night and made merry, singing songs and sharing stories of daring 
adventures and magical beings, passing the evening with laughter.  

Her two childhood best friends were there, Wesley and David. She reminisced with them 
over their years together, of all the stories they’d invented right in their own backyard. None of 
them had ever believed that they would come true, let alone that one of them would actually 
experience the things they had imagined. Julia was about to become a real adventurer, and the 



boys couldn’t have possibly been more proud of her. They embarrassed Julia by singing a song 
the three of them had made up as children about a princess who slayed dragons.  

She sat most of the evening with her mother, Catherine and father, Ben, who beamed at 
their only child with immense pride and joy. She knew all they saw was that wide-eyed little girl, 
hair in pigtails, head in the clouds. They grinned and laughed, making the most of the feast set 
before them. But Julia knew them all too well. She could see the touches of fear behind their 
old, grey eyes. The moment they thought no one was looking, they would glance at each other, 
sadness creasing their old faces. But she was looking because, well, of course she was. She 
talks to them and dances with them into the night, trying to keep their spirits high. And in the 
morning, they were the first people who arrived to bid farewell to their little girl.  
  

Castle Gate 
When dawn broke, Julia, her parents, Wesley, David, and the king gathered at the castle 

gate to wish Julia well. In the ancient tradition of their kingdom, gifts were to be given to the 
traveller, wishing them good luck, good health, and a safe return.  

Wesley and David stepped forward first, offering her a glass flask with a dragon 
engraved on the side. A cork was tightly squeezed into the cylindrical neck of the bottle. Inside 
was an almost fluorescent blue liquid. It was a potion with healing properties, good for several 
uses but only when one is in the greatest of need. She gave both boys a small  kiss on the 
cheek, teasing them not to make too much trouble without her.  

From her mother, Julia received a silver necklace with a small owl shaped pendant. “For 
you to fly on swift wings and to remind you to keep a level head, letting your wisdom guide you. 
Come home to me.” her mother had said, tears welling in her eyes.  

Julia’s father presented her with a shield, telling her that it belonged to him and to his 
father before and to his father even before that. It had seen many battles and many wars, and 
had brought safety to those who had wielded it. She strapped it to her back, and gave her father 
a solemn nod. He then swept her up in a large, warm embrace. She was startled by the hug, for 
her father had never been a particularly affectionate man. But she leaned into him, thankful for 
this small moment of peace.  

Finally, the king offered her a large silver sword, the handle encrusted with sapphires 
and emeralds. “This is the Sword of the Great Battles. Many brave knights have carried this 
blade. May it always strike true.” Julia held the sword in her hand, feeling its weight and its 
power. She smiled at the king, thankful for the beautiful present, and sheathed it at her hip. She 
turned to face the rising sun, a gentle breeze blowing from the East. “Well, goodbye.” was all 
she said as she set off under the blanket of grey sky.  
 

Solace 
As Julia began her journey, she took stock of the world around her. Her first stretch of 

travel was through a thick, dark forest, but she knew the area very well, considering she had 
spent a lot of time playing here. She paid careful attention to her footfalls, keeping her steps 
nearly silent so as not to alert any nearby creatures. A family of birds were singing a good 
morning song in their cozy nest. A pair of squirrels chased each other up a tree. As she trekked 
deeper into the woods, she caught glimpses of deer, a family of bunnies, and, what she thought 



might’ve been the glitter of a fairy wing. Even after all these years of living in a world coated with 
a sickly gray tint, she still had her imagination.  

She pictured herself a hundred feet tall, so that even the tallest trees were no higher 
than her ankles. In one large step, she would have been able to arrive at her destination, no 
trouble at all. Or maybe it was the other way around. Maybe the trees were hundreds of feet tall, 
blacking out the sun with thick branches and leaves, while she was no more than 3 inches high. 
She may have felt tiny, but she would pay it no mind. At least, if a rainstorm started, she could 
take shelter under a giant mushroom and burn pine needles to make the most delicious smelling 
fire.  

Or what if she was a horse? A beautiful chestnut colored stallion with 4 long, powerful 
legs and a billowing mane of dark coarse hair that would stream behind her as she galloped 
towards the ruins. She would stop at a creek and crane her long neck down, drinking from the 
fresh, cool mountain water. 

Or how about, instead of a horse, she could be a bird? A beautiful lark that would sing its 
song and fly with immense speed through the air. She would swoop through the branches and 
up into the sky until she could feel the sun on her feathers and the wind beneath her wings. She 
would float, the currents of the breeze lifting her up higher and higher until she would come 
rushing towards the ground like an arrow. Faster and faster she would fall until the last second 
when she would pull up and feel a rush in the pit of her stomach.  

Maybe, Julia would befriend a dragon, or a fairy, or a unicorn. And they would lead her 
to a secret hideaway where they kept gold or trinkets. Maybe she’d meet an old witch who 
would grant her one wish and one wish only, but with a price. Or maybe a band of pirates would 
steal her away onto their ship and- 

But, none of those things were real. None of them were real and none of them were 
possible, so why even bother imagining? Maybe she should just go home if she was going to 
get so carried away. And, with that thought, Julia could feel the darkness creeping up on her, 
wrapping its long, cold fingers around her spirit. She was determined to fix this. And suddenly, 
Julia realized how very alone she was.  
 

Julia 
Owl: Her determination is impressive. She sounds like a very admirable person.  
Julia: Thank you… Wait I’m sorry, how rude of me. I never asked your name.  
Owl: I’m known by many names. Some call me the Dream Owl, or the Owl of Time, some call 
me know-it-all.  
(They both chuckle)  
I am the ever wise, all seeing and all knowing guardian of dreams. No one’s ever really asked 
my name before so suppose I don’t really have one.  
Julia: Oh! Well, then I’ll give you one. How do you like Nocturne?  
Owl: I like that very much! Thank you. 
Julia: No thank you, Nocturne. (pause) Before I continue the story, may I ask you a question?  
Owl: Of course. That’s what I’m here for.  
Julia: Why? Of all the people in the world, why am… why is she the one who has to fix this? 
Surely there’s someone else.  



Owl: Sure there is. There are lots of possibilities. But none of them have her heart. She is ready. 
She is willing. And she is not going on this journey for self gain or to solve something for her 
needs and her needs alone. She is worried about her people, first and foremost. And the 
dreamers. The darkness took them away, but she is willing to bring them back to me. So, she is 
right for the job. Many other people have tried, sweet Julia. But none of them have been as 
selfless as you.  
(brief pause)  
Well, go on. What happens next?  
Julia: Right… the story.  
 

Owl Temple 
Julia stopped just outside the entrance of the temple, admiring the stone work which, 

after all the years of being abandoned was now covered in thick, leafy vines. The vines crawled 
up two large pillars, making them look like trees to an uncareful eye. Above the door was a 
carving of an owl and the words “Enter ye seekers of wisdom, knowledge, and truth.” Julia 
cracked a small smile, and stepped into the entrance of the building.  

She took a moment to let her vision adjust to the dim lighting of the crumbling ruins and 
then looked around. Covering the stone walls were hundreds of paintings, carvings, and statues 
of owls, all of them various sizes and all made with different materials. She suddenly understood 
why they called this place The Owl Temple. Some of the owls looked poised to attack, while 
others looked half asleep. She felt certain statues staring directly at her, but when she looked 
their way, the heads were always turned. One particular statue that caught her eye was a tiny 
white marble owl with glittering amethysts for eyes. She examined it closely, careful not to 
disturb it from its perch. There was also a very large, beautifully carved wooden owl with leaves 
layered on its back, creating a feathery texture. She saw several paintings on a canvas that 
looked like they were done by some… younger artists who just wanted to contribute to the 
collection. Some of the art looked ancient, while some of it looked as if it had just been placed in 
the temple yesterday.  

As Julia made her way towards the front of the temple, she could feel the eyes of every 
owl staring daggers in her back. She knew from legend that the temple would have to deem her 
pure of heart and of intention in order to provide her with what she needed. So, she knelt down 
at the foot of the steps leading up to the altar and closed her eyes. She began to say a silent 
prayer to whoever was listening. “Please,” she thought. “Help me find what I need to save my 
people. Let them have peace again. Grant me the strength and the wisdom I need to return the 
world to what it once was so that everything can be as it was. Give the children back their fun. 
Please.”  
 

Relic 
As she said this, a soft rumbling began from the front of the temple, and a stone slab on 

the furthest wall began to lower. It revealed a secret opening, holding what could only be the 
Holy Relic. Exactly the thing she was looking for. She carefully stood from her kneeling position 
and moved towards the statue, taking slow, measured steps. The relic seemed to emit a sort of 
magical vibe, a healing energy. She could feel it coming at her in waves. As she approached the 



relic, a rush of excited thoughts came into her mind, causing her stomach to fill with butterflies. 
This was it. This was the very thing that would banish the evil and solve all of their problems. It 
was right there in front of her and all she had to do was reach out and grab it. After all this was 
over, maybe she could continue going on adventures. Maybe next time, if there was a next time, 
she could bring her friends along. What a wonderful trio they would make, out on the open road, 
saving the world by vanquishing evil. Just like they’d always wanted. She could go back to her 
parents and help her mother tend the garden and help her father with his bookbinding. She 
could maybe go out and see more of the world, since she’d spent most of her life cooped up 
and afraid of the evil lurking just outside her window. All she had to do was reach out and take 
the relic. But as she grew closer, she hesitated, her thoughts rapidly becoming anxious and 
panicked. What if the relic was a trap? What if she didn’t know how to use it properly? What if 
she made a mistake? What if this whole adventure was a mistake? She slowly moved her hand 
towards the object, her mind reeling, her heart racing. She nwrapped her fingers around it, lifted 
it from the place where it rested and …  

Nothing happened. The world seemed to stand completely still. After a few moments, 
Julia realized she had been holding her breath and also clenching her fist very, very tightly, the 
relic tucked safely inside. 

She unfurled her hand, taking a closer look at the object. It was a silvery metal shape 
with multiple sides, about the size of her palm. On each face, different markings were etched 
into the surface and colored in with golden ink, but they didn't seem to mean anything. She held 
the relic up to the light, turning it every which way to try and make sense of the design. She 
pinched it in her fingers and twisted it around. Upon doing this, she realized that the sides 
actually moved and could be turned. Ah-ha! It was a puzzle.  

Julia set to work, twisting the sides over and over again, matching up the lines of the 
carving until it started to look like… something. As she turned it one last time, the pieces 
snapped into place. She could see the face of an owl, with large, wise eyes staring back at her. 
Just then, the eyes began to glow with a blinding white light, which seemed to fill up the whole 
room. Suddenly, she looked down and found herself floating, the floor melting away into the light 
along with the rest of the temple. The whole world seemed to blaze with this brilliant healing fire. 
A sudden gust of wind swirled around her, ruffling her hair. The world seemed to be righting 
itself. She saw flashes of color as pieces began to fall back into place. She could see the world 
appearing again, like a painting on a canvas, brush stroke by brush stroke. But then she saw a 
tiny flash of dark. Out of the corner of her eye, a crack opened up in the light like an inky 
lightning strike. The world seemed to… twitch for a moment, everything shifting and flashing 
before righting itself again. But now there were more cracks. Dark fractures everywhere, splitting 
the light into pieces and then suddenly…  
 

Unwhere 
She was in a completely empty space. Time seemed to freeze entirely as she floated in 

this pitch black void. She lost all sense of direction, not knowing which way was up or down. 
She was just… floating. Fragments of the world appeared drifting around her, still flashing 
strangely with sharp jagged edges, instead of the soft strokes she’d seen just moments ago. 
What happened? Where was she?  



Julia opened her hand, making sure she still had the relic. She saw it’s cold golden eyes 
staring up at her, but she could feel it wasn’t dead. The shape hummed slightly with energy like 
a tiny creature. She slipped it into her pocket for safe keeping. Looking around again, Julia felt a 
sudden sense of dread in her chest, heavy as a boulder. “I broke it.” she said, aloud. “I broke 
the world.”  

“No you didn’t. It was already broken. But you can fix it. Just… believe.”  
 

Stellar 
There wasn’t time to ask where the voice had come from or who it belonged to because 

Julia could feel the darkness around her start to shift. It was coming alive. She could feel it in 
the corners of her mind, telling her to crush the relic, destroying all of her chances to save the 
world. She pushed the urges away, instead focusing on the small metal object. Thinking hard, 
she was able to form a solid floor to stand on, rather than aimlessly floating. “Ah, cool.” she 
chuckled to herself. Before she had time to do anything more, the dark began taking shape, 
forming into a large beast that shifted and moved like a snake. It had two glowing eyes and a 
mouth full of hideously sharp teeth. 

Julia pulled her shield from her back and unsheathed her sword. The creature lunged at 
her and she effortlessly rolled to the side, dodging it’s bite. As it raised its head to strike again, 
she lunged at it with her sword. But she passed right through the dark cloud, not seeming to 
harm it at all. She cursed under her breath, trying to think up a new solution. Distracted, Julia 
didn’t see the creature form itself a big clawed hand, which slashed at her shoulder. She felt a 
sharp sting as the claws broke skin. She yelled up at the creature, “So you can hurt me, but I 
can’t hurt you? That doesn’t seem fair!”  

She heard a low deep chuckling and a horrible voice gargle, “Fair? Who said anything 
about fair?” It’s open, laughing mouth came towards her and she quickly lifted her shield above 
her head to block it. Julia peeked out after the beast recoiled, and noticed she’d broken a few of 
it’s teeth. So she could hurt it, but only when it made itself solid. Taking a small moment to think 
as it was dazed, she felt a warm sensation in her pocket. Of course. She dropped her shield and 
pulled it out, deciding to distract the beast. In the blink of an eye, a large swarm of owls 
swooped in from nowhere and circled the snake monster’s head.  
The creature roared, snapping at the birds. Seizing the opportunity, Julia lunged forward with 
her sword, plunging it deep into the creature’s chest. The monster writhed in pain, turning its 
attention towards Julia now. She stared it dead in the eyes, a sly grin creeping onto her face. 
Behind its head, she conjured a large hammer, poised to fall. “How’s this for fair?” she quipped 
as the hammer dropped, squishing the creature and dispersing the cloud. As it disappeared, the 
broken pieces of the universe began swirling around her, snapping back into place. She 
watched in awe as the relic lifted her up into the air, using her energy to piece everything 
together. For a moment, the world turned bright white. Julia dropped to her knees. Everything 
was still. The world was finally whole. But now she was stuck in this… unwhere.  
 

Home 
Julia: So that’s it.  
Owl: Is it?  



Julia: That’s the end of the story. You asked me for a story and so I gave you one. Or more 
specifically, I gave you my story. Not the most creative of ideas and definitely not the happiest of 
endings, but something nonetheless. Nocturne? 
Owl: Hm?  
Julia: Is this… death?  
Owl: Not… exactly. But, much like death, it is eternal.  
Julia: So, I can’t go back.  
Owl: No. You can’t. (pause) I’m sorry, Julia.  
Julia: No… it's… it’s okay. As long as I know they’re safe. That I saved them.  
Owl: I can promise you that they are and that you did. Everything has been undone. Would you 
like to see it?  
Julia: Yes I… I would. Thank you. (pause) (soft gasp) It’s beautiful.  
 

Credits 
“It Is The Nature Of Dreams To End: An Audio Narrative” is presented to you by Lunar 

Light Studio. The role of Julia was performed by Lillian Kraack and the role of Nocturne was 
performed by Reeder. The script was written by Lillian Kraack. The music is from the album “It Is 
The Nature Of Dreams To End” by Reeder, which can be found on SoundCloud and Bandcamp. 

To keep up with all of our content, find us on Twitter, Tumblr, SoundCloud, and 
Facebook and join in the conversation! If you liked what you heard, consider becoming a patron 
of our podcasting by donating to us on Patreon! We are but humble college students, and any 
and all financial support would be much appreciated! Links to all of this information and more 
can be found on our website, at www.lunarlightstudio.com. 

Are you a fan of Buffy the Vampire Slayer? Feel free to tune into WatcherCast: An 
Unofficial Buffy Podcast, now available on iTunes and all your other favorite podcasting apps. 
WatcherCast is currently updating once a month, so be sure to check in soon for more amazing 
content!  

Also, coming soon to Lunar Light Studio, crystal gems, tabletop role-playing games, and 
animated motion pictures! Don’t miss out on all the good things we’ve got coming your way!  

Finally, a huge thank you to Reeder for all of his support and his beautiful music and 
voice. This was truly a wonderful collaboration and would never have been possible without him. 
May this be the first of many!  

Thank you again for listening to “It Is The Nature Of Dreams To End: An Audio 
Narrative.” Safe travels, brave adventurers.  
 

http://www.lunarlightstudio.com/

