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In this series opener, Hammer’s prose evokes the romantic diction and mythological complexity of the high fantasy genre, sometimes to an eye-rolling extent: - Kirkus Reviews

...the author gets things started with an admirable economy. It’s a 93-page novella, and readers will meet most of the major players by Page 6...so far the pacing is brisk and the world, if not completely unique, is quite fun. – Kirkus Reviews

This story may not prove to be a crossover hit like some of the books that inspired it, but readers who love the fantasy genre will find much here to enjoy. – Kirkus Reviews

A derivative but skillfully executed and engaging fantasy. – Kirkus Reviews

Hammer writes with energy—the characters rush from one danger to another, always with high stakes and mysterious artifacts involved. –Kirkus Reviews

The author’s narrative technique of rapidly shifting viewpoints from chapter to chapter echoes a similar tactic by some of the bestselling writers in the fantasy genre, and for good reason: It keeps the story hurrying along in a compulsively readable way. Hammer is likewise skillful at changing tones; one chapter can be filled with high-stakes sorcerous tension, and the next can be, equally convincingly, lighthearted – Kirkus Reviews

Readers encounter a very inventive world—one that features everything from Jinns to Greek mythology to Shaolin monks to the Monkey King, and in which the legions of Caesar can easily end up fighting hordes of vampires. Readers already up to speed on the many ongoing plot threads will find this volume a tense and fast-paced addition to Hammer’s engaging fantasy world. – Kirkus Reviews

Hammer does a good job of orchestrating the book’s suspenseful ending, which leads readers right on to the next installment. – Kirkus Reviews

A colorful and hyperactive section of a larger multicultural fantasy epic. - Kirkus Reviews

Over the four books of L.A. Hammer’s Heroes of Legend series, the author draws from an impressive wealth of sources, including Eastern philosophy, classical mythology, early horror literature of the West, as well as standard, Tolkienesque fantasy elements that form the bedrock of the narrative structure. – BlueInk Reviews

The stories, while somewhat derivative, offer an impressively complex, action-packed series of adventures – BlueInk Reviews

In their quest to defeat a vampire king named Drahkuhl (the nod to Bram Stoker’s legendary baddie hardly feels coincidental), they find a rich and varied troupe of allies, from the wizard Eldarus to white wolves and dragons (nod to Game of Thrones) to an emperor named Caesar (nod to ancient Roman history) to gods, goddesses and spirits pulled from such avenues as ancient Celtic mythology, Buddhism and the Greek pantheon of gods. – BlueInk Reviews

Taken singly, the four books of the series feel rather hurried as the author works to fit a surprising amount of action, plot and intrigue into the novella form. Yet Hammer’s overarching vision for his characters has a sense of cohesiveness. Even as the heroes shuttle between adventures in short bursts and rapid perspective shifts, the format offers readers the space to find connections between the separate stories and elements. – BlueInk Reviews

It's a rapid-fire approach that may feel a bit cursory for longtime fantasy fans. For newcomers to the genre, however, especially young readers, Hammer offers a rich fusion. Although many of the ingredients here are familiar, including the sometimes-clichéd writing style (the books offer many boilerplate grandiose descriptions of prophecies, saviors and end-of-world standoffs between good and evil), Hammer delivers a fun romp featuring plentiful magic, action and larger-than-life-characters. – BlueInk Reviews
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A Father’s Sorrow
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Cybele was staring out across the ocean, looking back towards Bear Isle where countless warriors, as well as lions and wolves had remained to protect their leaders as a brave sacrifice. It pained her to consider those losses, each life so precious and unique, soldiers that were sons, fathers, brothers and uncles to those that loved them. She knew how dangerous her next move could be, but despite this, she used the Tears of Zeus that still flowed through her veins, to rewind time completely.

At this point, the two massive clouds that held most of Rodin’s and Caesar’s forces, began to move backwards through the air. She felt Wukong struggling to resist her power, and when she looked to the Great Sage, she saw his face was troubled, and he looked about in wonder. She realised then that this Monkey King was also apart from the constricts of time itself, as he could still see and move and think in real time, even though the others on the clouds moved backwards through time without any form of awareness of what was taking place.

‘This is dangerous!’ Wukong cried, his voice echoed through the skies like a soft rumble of thunder. ‘You are putting all of our lives at risk!’

‘I have to try,’ Cybele said with arms crossed, in a proud stance as she faced off against the strength of this heavenly creature. Eventually Wukong gave in, and the clouds moved swiftly through the air to return above the northern tip of the island where the battle between men and demons still raged. The sun was rising, but this did nothing to deter most of the demon breeds that continued to pour out through the northern and southern Demon-Portals. There were new breeds she spotted in clusters also, tall and powder white like the Khali, only these creatures had black bull horns, long tails, and they wielded staffs of dark magic that they hurled in red spurts at the warriors still defending their ground.

As the clouds settled back on either side of the high hill, more warriors rushed to safety, but the demon armies were charging in, hacking and slashing to cut through the ranks of soldiers with a burning rage. The Deity Sifu still hovered in the skies above, hurling down rain of lightning bolts that struck the front lines of Khali and other demons.

‘I hope you know what you’re doing,’ Wukong said to Cybele, as archers standing on his cloud released volleys that rained dark upon the demon ranks.

‘I know I have to save these men,’ she argued. ‘Do you think you could use this time to search for Lord Tristan?’

‘I cannot sense his location,’ Wukong said with a frown. ‘I also believe I will be needed here to help you.’

She raised an eyebrow at his remarks, as she replied, ‘Well, now would be a good time.’

The larger cloud remained on the ground, and was still fully formed, as Wukong raised himself to a higher vantage point on a smaller cloud of his own. Cybele watched him move into the air to hover close to Sifu, and she guessed what happened next was some kind of link between them. Sifu threw a thick bright bolt of energy at Wukong’s Golden-Hooped Staff. The skies came alight with ten thousand blazing blue bolts. As thunder ripped through the air like a raging Titan, Cybele looked to the battlefields where those bolts struck ground, vaporizing demon flesh and bone as a foul burning stench flowed on the breeze.

Rodin was still screaming for his son, Tristan, and when the great Rock Troll Bori released his grip from the man, Rodin drew his blade and charged into battle with Stonepaw at his side. The battle still raged all around her, but Cybele stood watching with frustration as Rodin sprinted across the fields with the King of Wolves, before the two of them were surrounded by Ronin-Khali wielding all manner of blades, pikes and scythes. He slashed at calves of the massive demons, before a heavy club smashed Lord Rodin into the earth.

At this point, Cybele rewound time again, only around Rodin and his wolf, to return him to the cloud in a backwards sprint. When he stood on the cloud again, she was at his side and lecturing him on his foolishness. She replayed his terrible fate before him in a kind of magic mirror, that replayed time without bringing the two worlds together, where he saw himself running across the field before being clubbed to death. The Phoenix had shown her how to create the Mirror of Time Spell, by instinct, explaining that this way was safe, but joining the same person of past, present or future in the same time and place was very dangerous. These explanations came to her in a similar way to a mind-link with any trained lion, thoughts, ideas and even words transferred through a psychic channel of sensory information. When Rodin saw his own fate replayed for the third time his heart sank. 

‘You are no use to your son, or to any of us if you go and get yourself killed, my Lord!’ she shouted amidst the thunder.

Rodin hung his head in shame, his posture slouched as he nodded and then sheathed his blade. ‘I can’t leave my son behind,’ Rodin said, his visage stricken with anguish.

‘We will find a way to rescue Tristan,’ she said. ‘We just need to find him, and then I will do all that is within my power to save him.’

Chapter 1
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Ten Kings
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Elysia sat cross-legged in front of a game of Mah Jong. She was a fast learner at most games, and King Yama had been disappointed to learn how fast she could be. So far, she had beaten him twelve times out of fifteen games.

‘Minds like yours are hard to find,’ Yama mused while staring at the board. ‘If you stay with us much longer, I imagine we will need to start chiselling you out an eleventh throne.’

Elysia laughed and waved the compliment aside. ‘You honour me, King Yama, but let us talk again of the possibility of returning me to the world of the living.’ She smiled broadly, her entire being formed only of a burning light that traced her clothing and features.

‘You are persistent, child,’ King Yama replied. ‘But first we must wait to hear what my Brother has learnt of your father, Abel Rallinghier, who is now by great misfortune a ghost in purgatory.’

‘Yes, but I fear my father may not be able to lend the assistance that I need here and now,’ she said. ‘Surely there is some other way that we can speed up the process a little?’

‘My dear young lady,’ Yama said, ‘you really need to start learning a bit more about the ways things work around here.’

‘Meaning what exactly?’ she asked with a pout.

‘Like the fact that these matters take time, even in the most ideal of circumstances. Furthermore, your own situation is tied up with the battle on Horse Hill. Due to a number of changes this morning, that battle could be raging on for some time.’ Yama’s eyes flared golden each time he spoke of Bear Isle, Elysia had already guessed he saw those visions of the battle taking place when his eyes burned bright.

‘Then I must return to help my people!’

‘That is exactly the point I am making,’ Yama sighed, ‘the time and place of your death is something even a time traveller would have difficulties finding a solution for. So much that took place after your death, was dependent on your battle with the Jinn-Magician shortly before then.’

‘So, if not time travel, what then?’ she asked. 

‘There is a way,’ Yama said with a sad expression. ‘But it has been tried before, and always there was a cost involved.’

‘A price to pay,’ she breathed. ‘A cost for Tristan and a cost for me?’

‘I would rather we play a few more games,’ Yama said, drawing his attention back to the board. ‘Then I must attend to other duties for the remainder of the day.’

‘You said you would help me write letters to those in Higher Office.’

‘Dear Elysia,’ Yama said, ‘you may write as many letters as you wish, and I’m sure you will be convincing. But the fact remains that these matters cannot be decided on a whim. I will be sure to seek any word of your father while I am away.’

Chapter 2
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A Young Wolf
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Drahkuhl watched the boy Tristan, sleeping inside the small boat with his sabre-wolf at his side. Drahkuhl watched through the eyes of Romedon, often known in these lands as the Black Magician, the Necromancer was a slave and puppet for Drahkuhl, because of the mind controlling powers of the crystal sphere Drahkuhl held in his palm.

Romedon had used a spell to help the boy drift off to sleep, soon after they both entered the boat and left the Island of Horse Hill. The wolf stayed awake, certainly to watch over the boy, but Drahkuhl had taken the boat through a number of portals through space, synchronizing the magic of the Jinn-Magician, Romedon’s and his own, Drahkuhl had taken the boat far beyond sight or reach of those fools that still fought on the northern tip of the island.

Drahkuhl was hiding far below in those ancient ruins now, after fleeing with the Wolf Ring, which was increasing his own magic, but not enough to escape the island without further aid. 

Suddenly the boy began to wake, and Drahkuhl stared through the eyes of Romedon as the young Lord Tristan sat upright, rubbed his eyelids, then stared about in confusion.

‘How did we get so far from the island?’ he asked.

‘You were asleep for quite a while,’ Romedon began, ‘but the truth of the matter is, I had to use a kind of bridging magic, to take us far from that island and that wicked Monkey King.’
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