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Introducing
The Journeys of

Hope, the Angelfish
“Vision in Darkness”
by

Kevin Scott Collier

Chapter One

The Search

Once upon a time there was a little angelfish named Hope. She
lived in a vast ocean, deep and wide. Her appearance was not akin to
other fish, for she had wings where fins should be.
Though strangely out of place, Hope made friends wherever she
journeyed. For, wherever she ventured, she inspired others and fostered
blessings.
So it was, one day, Hope the angelfish journeyed far in search of
a mythical creature known as One-Eye-All-Seeing. She knew not what
it was, but rumor had it that the creature lived near the western edge of
a continental shelf near Africa.
Legends told of the creature’s ability to turn the waters dark, and
its grip was fierce and unmerciful.
But, folklore also spoke of the monster’s wisdom and faith
in all things. Hope was perplexed, but curious, as she imagined any
living being named One-Eye-All-Seeing had to possess admirable and
inspirational attributes.
When Hope arrived at the location, she was greeted by a family
of blue whales who invited her to their cove. The angelfish paled in size
next to the great mammals, but equal to their enormous size was the
greatness of their hearts.
Hope was tired, and welcomed the invitation from her gracious

hosts.
“We feed on the kelp in the cove, please help yourself,” said the
father whale. “What is your name, tiny angelfish?”
“My name is Hope,” the angelfish replied. “I have journeyed for
many weeks in search of a legend.”
The father whale looked at his wife and three children and the
group began to snicker.
“Sorry,” the father whale said. “My name is Walter. This is my
wife Wilma, and my children Willy, Walton, and Wanda.”
“Pleased to meet you,” Hope replied. “But, why did you all laugh
when I said I seek a legend?”
“Because, little Hope, legends are a thing in your mind,” Wilma
replied. “They are not something you will find around here.”
The three children giggled and huddled around Hope looking at
her up close.
“Are you a nutty fish?” Willy asked.
“William, that was uncalled for,” his mother shouted. “Now, you
apologize to Miss Hope, as we do not insult our guests!”
“I’m very sorry, Miss Hope,” Willy muttered.
“It is not crazy to seek something beyond what you know,” Hope
explained.
Walter nodded in agreement.
“The ocean is a big place,” the father whale observed. “There are
many things we do not know. But, the cove and the shelf harbor few
secrets. Life is pretty peaceful here, and uneventful.”

“Don’t you children know it is rude to stare at another?” the
mother whale muttered.
Her three children then backed away from Hope a few inches, but
continued to observe the fish.
“Then, none of you has ever heard of a creature named One-EyeAll-Seeing?” Hope inquired.
Everyone in the family shook their heads without a clue.
“Has the water during the day around the shelf or in the cove ever
become as dark as the night?” Hope asked.
Suddenly, the group shuddered.
“How do you know of this?” asked Walter.
“I have only heard of this,” Hope relayed. “But, I do not know
it.”
“Daddy, it is true, she knows of the darkness in the water which
comes and goes,” said Walton.
“What else have you heard?” the father whale asked.
“The creature I seek is said to have an unforgiving grip, too,”
Hope explained.
“Daddy, I’m scared,” said Wanda with concern.
“I will make sure no harm comes to any of you,” Watson declared.
“There is no danger anywhere around here. Not even the dark waters are
a threat. It is an oddity, yes, but not a danger!”
Hope observed the three children swim over to the security of their
mother.

“Go to see Hamilton,” father whale suggested. “He’s a hammerhead shark who lives south of this cove, along a shallow bed of rocks.”
“Does he know of what I seek?” asked Hope.
“He’s into fables and folklore, and he’s always telling stories,”
said Watson. “I try to keep the children away from him because what he
says scares them!”
“He’s not d-d-dangerous is he?” Hope stammered.
“Who? Hamilton? Bah!” Watson scoffed. “He’s just an old storyteller, and a very humble and kind shark. But his imagination is a little
too grand for the likes of my impressionable kids!”
Hope snickered as she glanced at the children huddled close to
their mother. “I thank you for your hospitality, and the help on my
journey,” said Hope. “I must be on my way.”
“I certainly pray whatever is the source of the dark water doesn’t
hurt our little friend,” the father whale mumbled to his wife and children
as they bid Hope farewell.

Chapter Two

Myth or Truth?

Hope came upon a shallow bed of rocks down the coastline, and a
school of rainbow colored clownfish darted around her.
“How many jellyfish does it take to make a jar of jam?” one clown
fish asked Hope.

“Pardon me?” Hope said politely.
The other clownfish began to giggle.
“Did you hear about the oyster who wouldn’t confess?” another of
the group asked Hope.
“No,” Hope responded.
“He clammed up!” the fish replied. “Get it?”
The rest in the group all chuckled wildly.
“Have you heard about the hammerhead shark that lives among
the rocks?” Hope inquired.
“I’ve never heard this joke before!” one clownfish remarked.
“It’s not a joke, it’s a question,” Hope explained.
“I think she means Hamilton,” one of the fish whispered to
another.
“Up there,” said a clown fish pointing with a fin. “Near that old
grounded wreck of the fishing trawler.”
“Thank you,” said Hope, adding, “How many clownfish does it
take to tell a funny joke?”
The school stopped still in the water and stared at each other with
confusion, as Hope swam away snickering to herself.
The water became shallow to a depth of only a few feet when
Hope came upon a large grey fish resting on the bottom.
“Excuse me,” said Hope, attracting the attention of the beast.
The large fish turned its head to reveal its hammer shaped head.
“Well, what do you know, a legend comes to life,” the elderly
shark remarked.

“Who? Me?” Hope said timidly.
“There is a fable that spans the oceans of a tiny white angelfish
who possesses the spirit of our Creator,” the shark explained, “and her
head is crowned with a golden halo.”
“I am not a fable, nor myth,” Hope snickered.
“No, but I serve notice to all doubters,” the shark said. “A trace of
truth lives inside of even the most outrageous tales.”
“I am Hope, the angelfish. You must be Hamilton,” the angelfish
said.
“I am Hamilton, and, I have heard many wondrous tales of you!”
Hamilton chuckled. “Is there something I can help you with?”
“I seek the creature known as One-Eye-All-Seeing,” Hope
explained.
“Ah, yes,” the shark shuddered. “He is the one who casts dark
water upon us.”
“You have heard of him?” asked Hope.
“Only tales, but I have never chanced upon him, thank God!”
Hamilton said.
“He is reported to live near the continental shelf, have you never
sought him out?” Hope inquired.
“Some things are best left undisturbed, Hope,” Hamilton said
anxiously. “I do not make it a habit to snoop around where danger
lurks.”
“Then, the creature One-Eye-All-Seeing is indeed dangerous?”
Hope inquired.

The hammerhead shark got up close to Hope to reveal some
startling secrets.
“I have heard it shriek at times and scream out loud,” Hamilton
whispered. “It growls, and then casts out its wicked darkness to blind
all, for he has but one eye himself.”
“But, has the monster ever pursued anyone, or come into the cove
or near land?” asked Hope.
“No,” Hamilton replied. “It’s out there, at the bottom of the shelf.
Some claim it lives in a gorge.”
“If it is a danger, wouldn’t it have attacked those who live near the
coastline?” Hope inquired.
“It has not to my knowledge. But it is best not to provoke what
rests in our deepest fears,” Hamilton surmised.
Hope sighed, and imagined she had perhaps misjudged the
mysterious creature’s true demeanor.
“Part of the folklore also claims the monster possesses wisdom
and faith in all things,” said Hope.
“It is part of the mystique surrounding the creature, but, please
be cautious, little Hope,” Hamilton warned. “Sorting myth from reality
rests with those who uncover the truth. I just pray it is the truth you
seek.”
Hope then bid Hamilton farewell, and swam out into the ocean’s
depths.

Chapter Three

The Cloud of Cover

As Hope began to descend down the continental shelf into the
ocean’s depths, she suddenly came upon a cloud of darkness.
She attempted to swim around it, but its expanse was too wide.
Suddenly, it engulfed her, and she saw nothing but black.
“Oh, my goodness!” Hope gasped.
But, the cloud did not choke her breathing. And, it did not sting her
eyes. But it did make Hope unaware of her orientation.
She tried to straighten herself.
Then, she heard a deep groan coming from below.
“One-Eye-All-Seeing,” Hope gasped.
Then, the bottom of the ocean began to stir, and roar, and shake!
Hope navigated to the surface as fast as she could and trembled
with fear.
“Oh, Lord is this evil below me,” Hope cried out, “or is there
goodness in this beast?”
Hope swam to the shore and rested at the mouth of a stream.
A voice then startled her.
“You’re trembling,” the voice said. “What gives?”
Hope looked around her, but saw nothing.
“You must be new around here,” the voice added.
Hope carefully surveyed her rocky surroundings, but nothing

unusual caught her eye.
“Over here, kid!” the voice whispered.
Hope examined the rocks and weeds around her with her eyes a
squint, but the search revealed nothing.
“On top of the rock, to your right,” the voice mumbled.
Hope turned her head and stared closely at the rock, and suddenly,
it moved.
“Yikes!” Hope shouted, as she backed up.
“What’s up, kid?” the creature said. “Have you never seen a stone
crab before?”
Hope then slowly paddled up to the rock, and gazed at the crab in
awe.
“You blend right in with the stone surface,” Hope observed. “I
would have never seen you unless you had revealed yourself to me.”
“It’s God’s gift to me, little angelfish,” the crab explained. “It’s
called camouflage!”
“Camouflage?” said Hope with confusion.
“It protects me from danger,” said the crab. “No one can cause
harm to another which they cannot see!”
“I see,” Hope said with understanding.
“But, before you couldn’t,” the crab laughed. “My name is Obie.
And who might you be?”
“I am Hope,” said the angelfish. “I come from a far place seeking
a creature known as One-Eye-All-Seeing.”
“I know him, and, what a sad situation that is,” remarked Obie.

“Do you mean how he turns the waters dark, which brings fear
into the hearts of others?” asked Hope.
“That’s only camouflage,” Obie explained. “It’s to conceal his
presence. No one can do harm to another which they cannot see!”
“Then, he is not a monster?” Hope inquired.
“What he is, Hope, is trapped! I and some others tried to get him
out of there, but he is just too large,” said Obie. “It took a while just for
me and my friends just to earn his trust.”
“He doesn’t cast dark water upon you and your lot?” asked Hope.
“He only does so to protect himself,” the crab explained. “It is he
who fears others.”
“Then, he is not a monster?” said Hope.
“He is neither a myth nor a monster. What he is, Hope, is trapped
in the gorge at the bottom of the shelf,” the stone crab sighed.
“I must go back to him,” declared Hope. “I just encountered him,
but I let fear overwhelm me.”
“You let ignorance overwhelm you,” the crab said admonishingly.
“He has lost everything but wisdom and faith in all things.”
“Well, then he needs a little Hope, too!” said the angelfish.
And Hope swam back out into the ocean with the courage and
tenacity to confront the creature.

Chapter Four

Overcoming Obstacles

As Hope began to descend down the continental shelf into the
ocean’s depths, she again came upon a cloud of darkness.
It was One-Eye-All-Seeing, attempting concealment.
Hope stopped and remained silent and stationary.
She made not the slightest move, and floated with patience.
After a while, the light began to reappear, as the dark cloud
dissipated.
Hope cautiously looked down, and saw a huge yellow and orange
eye staring up at her from out of the gorge.
Hope took a deep breath, but remained motionless.
The creature blinked, keenly aware of Hope’s presence. It, too,
remained cautious, hesitant whether to cast out more dark water.
Then Hope noticed the creature’s eye began to grow heavy, and its
eyelid fluttered.
One-Eye-All-Seeing was in distress, and perhaps even in despair.
Hope then whispered gently.
“To despair is to turn your back on God,” said Hope.
The creature rumbled as it emitted a large sigh.
“I asked God to give me hope,” the creature muttered.
“So it is that He sent me to you!” the angelfish replied.
“What is your name, small one?” the creature asked.

glow.

“My name is Hope!” said Hope.
Then, the halo over Hope’s head began to strike a bright warm

The creature responded with a squint of his eye at the brightness
as the light shown deep down into the gorge revealing the beast.
“Why,” Hope gasped. “You are not a monster at all. You are a
squid!”
“Yes,” the squid sighed. “Leave it to the smallest among us to
witness the truth beyond a wreckage of myths.”
“May I approach?” Hope inquired.
“You may,” the squid replied. “But, I doubt one tiny fish can alter
the crisis that has overcome me.”
Hope drew closer, and noticed the squid’s tentacle arms were
lodged beneath his head encumbered by rock debris.
“The rocks are much too large for you to move,” the squid
observed.
“No obstacle is too great when your Creator guides you,” Hope
replied.
Hope surveyed the gorge, and looked for any openings, and found
a small cavity she could traverse down into. Some points were so
cumbersome; Hope feared she would become trapped as well. But, she
moved on.
Soon she saw through a narrow tunnel the squid’s legs above her.
“Faith!” Hope cried out, startling the squid.

“How did you get b-b-beneath me?” the squid stammered with
surprise.
“I had faith!” the angelfish cried out.
Each time Hope cried out the word “faith” with conviction, the
tiny halo atop her head grew brighter until it became aglow with searing
heat. The heat began to generate bubbles which pent up beneath the
squid, and in every nook and cranny beside the creature.
“Hey, what are you doing down there?” asked the squid with a
giggle. “Are you trying to tickle me out of here?”
Indeed, the effort appeared to be doing just that. Not only did the
concentration of bubbles cause the squid to be pushed upward, but the
shaking from the laughter displaced the rock debris around him allowing
him to rise above the gorge.
The squid stretched out his great number of arms, and sighed with
relief.
He was now free!

Chapter Five

The Vision of Faith

Hope swam out from what had once been the squid’s trap and
came up beside of him.
“That was a miraculous act of kindness!” the squid cried out.
“How can I ever repay you?”
“Well, there is one thing you can do,” Hope replied. “No one has
the name of One-Eye-All-Seeing.”
“Is that the name attached to the myth concerning me?” the squid
snickered. “My name is Hopkins.”
“If you’ll pardon my curiosity, I can see you have but one eye,”
Hope observed. “Do you see more than others with it?”
“Perhaps you have heard there is always a trace of truth even in
the greatest of myths,” Hopkins said. “With an eye so large, you might
think the mythical name hints of extraordinary sight. But, there is a big
difference between sight and vision.”
“Sight is vision,” whispered Hope.
“No, Hope,” Hopkins whispered back. “Sight is what you see with
your eyes. But, vision is what you see with your heart and soul.”
“You mean a spiritual sight?” asked Hope.
“Correct. My vision comes from my faith. My wisdom comes
from my faith, too,” Hopkins explained.
Hope nodded her head with understanding, and stared down at the

gorge which had trapped the squid.
“But, what kind of wisdom could you possibly take away from
this horrible experience?” Hope inquired.
“There is fear in the unknown,” Hopkins whispered, “but, there is
salvation in the unknown, too. Your eyes may deceive you and cast you
into fear, but always trust in the vision of faith!”
The squid then began to slowly swim out further into the ocean,
and Hope tagged along curiously.
“I must go find my family,” said Hopkins.
“Can I come along?” asked Hope.
“No, Hope,” Hopkins said, as he took two of his massive arms and
gently held the angelfish by her face. “Your destiny awaits you in the
unknown. But, fear not. Much like the ink I cast out into the water, even
in the darkest of times, the cloud of fear and uncertainty will dissipate.
Let your heart and soul guide you always, and you will forever inspire
others.”
The squid’s tentacles left a delicate rosy glow to Hope’s face as
Hopkins released the angelfish. Hopkins then departed, swimming deep
into the darkness of the ocean.
Hope peered into the blackness of the depth, and then straightened
herself out.
She began to swim to the surface where the sun shines brightly.
She knew not where she would be called upon to venture next.
But, she would go forth without the weakness of fear, but with the
strength of faith!

The End

Kevin hopes that you enjoyed the introduction of
Hope, the Angelfish.
Look for many more Journeys of Hope, coming soon in
both picture book and chapter book formats.
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