
 



The return of the 

power crystal 
By lylli 

 Before I can tell you this story, you must 

understand the characters. Golfa is superman’s 

pet goblin, and the checkered ghost is a very 

misjudged character. Anyway, this is what 

happened in the very beGinninG…… 

“You must bring me the power crystal!” said the Checkered 

Ghost in a terrifying tone of voice. “Otherwise Superman will take 

over.” 

“But I don’t know where it is!” whined Golfa.  

Golfa was about two and a half feet tall and looked like a 

younger version of Yoda. His orange robe started swaying in the 

cold breeze of the cave. His big, pointy, stiff ears started 

trembling. 

The Checkered Ghost stomped its foot on the floor. “We’ve 

looked on the Bridge of Death and the Lake of Blood. That only 

gives you the Volcano of Diamonds, the Village of Traps, the 

Cave of Mirrors, and my lair to-…. Wait a sec.” the Checkered 

Ghost checked his phone. “I have just been informed that my 



ummm, my co-worker, has sent people to explore the Volcano of 

Diamonds, the Cave of Mirrors, and my lair. So… GO TO THE 

VILLAGE OF TRAPS!!!!!!!!!!!!! Just so you know, you will pass 

these places on the way.” 

Golfa said, “I hope I don’t die.” 

 The Checkered Ghost told Golfa to leave, and he scurried 

right out. 

Chapter 1 
After about three hours, Golfa scurried right by the Cave of 

Mirrors and then entered. “Oooooh,” he said. “Pretty.” 

Soon, Golfa was completely lost in the kaleidoscope of 

reflections. Out of anger, he broke a mirror. 

 “WHOA! STOP! WHO DARES DISTURB THE ELF 

OF THE CAVE OF MIRRORS?” said a squeaky voice from 

about a yard away.   

“Ummm, I do!” said Golfa with a giggle. 

“Well, then,” said the elf. “Stop it!” 

“Only if you will go with me on my quest,” said Golfa as he 

was about to punch another mirror. 

“For what? Are you trying to find something? Or 

someone?” asked the elf. The elf stepped out from behind a 

mirror, and Golfa could see him clearly now. He was wearing red 

and green striped leggings, a red turtleneck with green collies on 

it, and shoes that jingle-jangled when he walked. He also wore a 



green and red baseball cap that said “Go Santa! Ho, ho, ho!” on 

it. 

“It’s a something, and that something is the power crystal,” 

answered Golfa. 

“Well, I lost the power crystal long ago, when I was the 

keeper of the power crystal and the king of elves, that is until 

Santa came in and took my job, and boy, was I grateful when I 

didn’t have the entire elf population along with the power crystal 

to worry about and then I really took over as the keeper of the 

power crystal and then it got stolen by Superman who made it so 

only him and his pet goblin would get super powers and… that 

wouldn’t happen to be you, would it? Are you Superman’s pet 

goblin? If so, you must have powers, and gosh, are you a fully 

trained flier? Can you teach me how? Oh, I would die to fly!” the 

elf said. “Oh, sorry, was I babbling?” 

“A little,” said Golfa 

“Anyway, who are you going to give the power crystal to after 

you find it?” asked the elf. 

“I was planning on giving it to the Checkered Ghost, but if 

you have any problem with that, then I’ll…..” 

“Oh, not at all, not at all,” interrupted the elf. “We are really 

old friends. We’ve been through a lot together, and we even have 

the same name. Well, almost.” 

 “You’re name is the Checkered Ghost?” asked a 

confused Golfa. 



“No, silly. My name is Dallin, her name is Denise,” said 

Dallin. 

 “Wait, the Checkered Ghost is a girl?!?!?!” shouted Golfa. 

“Yep,” said Dallin. 

“Where does her deep, dark voice come from?!?” asked 

Golfa, frustrated and confused. 

“She uses a voice changer, set to terrifying dog,” Dallin says, 

obviously proud of himself. “I know because she’s told me 

herself. Now about that quest, do you want me to go or not?” 

“Are you kidding me? Yes, I want you to go! You know 

everything about everything! You know everything about nothing! 

You know everything about anything! And you know everything 

about something!” said Golfa, as Dallin took a bow. 

Dallin quickly guided them out the cave of mirrors like it 

was child’s play.  

Golfa pointed to the volcano in the distance. “I know where 

to go.” 

 

Chapter 2 
 “Let’s get going!” said Dallin, longingly looking at the 

Volcano of Diamonds. “I want to get there already!” 

 “We’ll get there eventually,” said Golfa, knowing what 

Dallin was talking about. 



Eventually, after two hours of walking, they reached the 

Volcano. 

That’s when they heard a slightly less squeaky but very girly 

voice saying, “You can’t have it! I’m not telling!” 

“She might be talking about the power crystal,” whispered 

Dallin.   

 “You’re very talkative,” Golfa whispered back. 

They tiptoed to the Volcano, listening as they went.  

The girly voice kept saying, “No! No! No!” 

That’s when they saw her. The most beautiful creature on 

the face of the earth. 

“She’s beautiful!” said Golfa with awe. 

“It’s as if she’s a mini heaven,” said Dallin. 

“Oh, hullo,” said the girl, revealing her accent. “I’m 

Stephanie, the blue haired fairy. Who would you chaps be?” 

“Uhhh….” said Golfa and Dallin at the same time. 

Stephanie giggled. “As I said, I’m the blue haired fairy. I 

helped Pinocchio find Gepetto, his father. Now, if I could know 

your names, I could help you.” 

“I’m Golfa, he’s Dallin,” said Golfa at the same that Dallin 

said, “I’m Dallin, he’s Golfa.” 

Stephanie giggled again, which turned into a laugh, which 

turned into a chuckle, and pretty soon she was rolling around on 

the grass, laughing big, unladylike laughs. 



“She’s laughing at you,” said Dallin to Golfa. 

“I’m pretty sure she’s laughing at your squeaky voice,” hissed 

Golfa. 

“No, sillies! I’m laughing at what Cleopatra is doing!” 

laughed Stephanie. 

“Who’s Cleopatra?” asked Dallin and Golfa at the same 

time. 

“Cleopatra is my pet dragon, and she loves the volcanic hot 

springs water,” Stephanie said, pointing to a blue and green 

Iguana dragon.  

The dragon had blunt teeth with some jagged edges. Her 

long, glittery wings looked as if they had all the souls of the fish 

that surrounded her on them.  

“By the way, why are you coming by these parts? You could 

get killed!”  

“Sweet that you’re worried, but I’m a man!” said Golfa. 

“Oh. Suppose you don’t need a mother, or anybody to love 

you, or give you tummy tickles,” sighed Stephanie. 

 “We know the way,” Dallin lied.   

“Seems you don’t need a guide, men,” Stephanie sighed. 

 “On second thought, we need someone to guide us to the 

Village of Traps,” said Golfa. Dallin gave him a look of 

admiration. 



 “Cleopatra knows the route well,” said Stephanie. “We 

could take you!” 

  

Chapter 3 
As the trio hopped on Cleopatra’s back, she sped off. Past 

all the dangers it would’ve taken them so long to walk through. 

Speeding through the clouds, they got some in their mouths. 

“Lucky. These clouds are cotton candy flavored,” said 

Stephanie. With that, she opened her mouth good and wide for 

the bright pink clouds to drift in. Cleopatra did the same. 

“Take a break, Cleo,” said Stephanie. 

Cleopatra did as she was told and they landed in a field. 

They saw almost immediately a pair of chipmunks, and the 

chipmunks went back and forth saying, “You broke it!” 

As they saw Stephanie, they ran to her, one saying, “Lucas 

broke your acorn bowl!” and the other, “Emery broke your acorn 

bowl!” 

“As I tried to say before I was cut off,” said Stephanie, 

shooting the chipmunks a dirty look. “Dallin, Golfa, this is 

Emery, and this is Lucas.” She pointed at Lucas. “He’s the 

troublemaker.” 

“Hey!” said Lucas. 

“He broke your acorn bowl,” Emery said again. “His paw 

prints were all over it.” 



“And she’s the tattletale,” said Stephanie. “Almost as bad as 

a troublemaker.” 

“Ha,” said Emery. “Mommy said I’m better than you.” 

“Let me rephrase that,” said Stephanie. “A tattletale is just as 

bad as a troublemaker.” 

“Ha,” said Lucas, at the same time that Emery said, “Hey!”  

That’s when they saw the craziest things that Glerpendorf, 

the lord, ever created 

It was a group of talking fruit. There was a banana, an apple, 

a cantaloupe, an orange, a bunch of grapes, a mango, a peach, 

and leading them was someone who looked like a schoolteacher. 

“I’m Mr. Gregersen,” said the schoolteacher. “And this is 

Banana Aiden, Apple Ethan, Mango Acacia, Orange Larissa, 

Bunch o’ Grapes Lylli, Cantaloupe Vraj, and Peachy Kyler.” 

Lylli seemed to love dress-up, because she was wearing 

sparkle slippers. Aiden was wearing a bow tie. Ethan was wearing 

a black tuxedo because he thought it was a funeral. Vraj seemed 

to be the funny dude, because he was wearing two ties, one was a 

neck tie and the other a bow tie. As if that wasn’t enough, he also 

wore ballet slippers. Larissa was wearing rainbow boots with grey 

socks. The socks went up to her waist and had hearts on them. It 

sounds crazy, but she was actually quite fashionable. Acacia 

looked like she had just escaped from the cotton candy factory. 

Her hair was pink and froofy, her shoes had pink fur swirls on 

them, and her blanket that she held in her hands had pink and 

blue fluff on it. Kyler was wearing a party dress and party shoes. 



Mr. Gregersen was dressed in a tee shirt that said “Colorado” on 

it and casual men’s brown pants. 

“It’s my birthday today,” said Kyler. 

“Nice,” said Dallin. 

“Cool,” said Golfa. 

“I know!” said Kyler. “My birthday is the best birthday 

because it’s mine!” 

“For crying out loud!” said Mr. Gregersen. 

“For crying out loud!” repeated Acacia. 

“Oh my Glerpendorf!” said Dallin. 

“Oh my Glerpendorf!” repeated Acacia. 

“Oh poop,” said Dallin. 

That’s when Cleopatra flew through. After this incident, 

everyone would know Dallin’s secret that even he didn’t know. 

“AAAAHHHH!” shouted Dallin as Cleopatra flew barely 

an inch from his face. 

Dallin threw out his arms to protect his face. As he did so, a 

blast of orange flames thrust from his hands! Nearly burning 

Cleopatra, he screamed, “THIS IS AWESOME!!!!” 

You might think I was crazy if I said we aren’t done with new 

superpowers yet. Well, we’re not. 

Golfa took a step toward Dallin as the flames got bigger. 

One of the flames took Golfa into the air. As that happened, 

Golfa started spinning. He came down as the same old Golfa, 



except for one thing: now he had a magical scar that would give 

him an unknown superpower.  

The next moment, a strike of lightning hit a tree and then 

the tree started talking! “Welcome to your future,” said the tree. 

“You have been given a superpower of your choosing, because 

only a true hero can survive a blast like that.” 

“What kinds of superpowers are of choice?” asked Golfa. 

“Well, you can have returning powers, love powers,” started 

the tree. 

  “Love powers?” asked Golfa, looking at Stephanie. 

   “Is that what you want?” asked the tree. 

   “No,” said Golfa. “Love comes from the heart, not 

powers.” 

   “Awwww,” said everyone else. 

   “I think returning powers would be helpful, but I can’t pick 

until you explain,” said Golfa. 

   “Returning powers would allow you to retrieve things that 

are within a mile of where you are,” explained the tree. 

   “How far are we from the Village of Traps?” asked Dallin. 

   “We’re about a half mile from there,” said Stephanie. 

  “How soon can I get my powers?” asked Golfa. 

   “NOW!” shouted the tree as lightning struck him again. 

The tree was normal again. Silence filled the air. 



Chapter 4 
   “I wonder what Denise a.k.a. the Checkered Ghost for 

those of you who don’t know,will think about this,” said Golfa 

sarcastically. 

   “Uh huh,” said Dallin. 

   “Yeah right,” said Stephanie. 

    “Can I talk for 2 seconds without getting interrupted? 

Please?” asked Mr. Gregersen. 

   “Sure,” said Acacia. 

   “I just want to let you know that during this journey, I have 

been fascinated that Lylli hasn’t spoken yet.” 

   “What, am I usually a chatterbox?” asked Lylli. 

   “Uhhh,” said Ethan, who was still wearing his tux. “Is this a 

funeral or a wedding?” 

   “Whoa. Okay, that’s just creepy. By the way, it’s neither,” 

said Lylli. 

   “Is it a party?” asked Ethan. 

   “NO!” said everyone else. 

   “It must be a fun park,” said Ethan. 

   That’s when Glerpendorf himself appeared and said, “No, 

no, no! This is not a fun park! Bye!” 

 “Let’s go to a fun park!” said Ethan. 



 “Who would say no?” asked Kyler. 

 “Me! I haven’t gotten us the power crystal yet! Okay, does 

anyone know how to use powers?” asked Golfa. 

 “Put your pointer fingers on either side of your head, and 

the power crystal should start floating in front of you,” said Mr. 

Gregersen. 

 Golfa did so, and sure enough, there it was. 

 “FUN PARK TIME!!!!!!!!!” shouted everybody. 

 that’s how the story ends, with 

everyone in multiple sports cars driving 

around the fun park. Tune in for more great 

adventures of Golfa and his friends! 
 


