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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. The stories, while somewhat derivative, offer an impressively complex, action-packed series of adventures featuring the orphaned, magical young prince Matthew, Princess Cybele, and archer Tristan. 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. 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. 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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For their love and continued support,

Book Three is for my brother and sister,

My Guardians of Fate,

Book Four is dedicated to Nic V, 

Nic was my thesis supervisor, a university professor with a passion for storytelling, and he provided many ideas and insights to this story and series, thank you, Nic.

I also must make a very special mention of and dedication to Le Minh Nguyen.

Le Minh’s tireless efforts and superb skill at creating book covers has changed my storytelling in so many wonderful ways, forever. Thank you, Minh.

Book Four Prologue

Prince of Elves

Rorighan the Elf Prince crouched low to the tall grasses blowing in the wind. His posture was alert, as his Elven Eyesight scanned the moonlit fields. He knew a demon was out there. He could feel it in his bones. Demon-Magic was always felt by Elf-Kin, since the Dawn of Ages. He was not sure what breed this one might be, but he knew it was big!

Boridrhrin the Rock Troll could be seen moving through the grasses further north. His axe showed above the tops of the grass, burning a pale crimson. It was the presence of the demon that also had Bori on edge. He knew it would be mostly up to him to form a defence for Rorighan while he worked on a powerful enough spell to destroy the demon. For now, they had split up to search further apart.

A fierce growl ripped through the night air. Both men looked to the west, where a figure was standing that must have been fourteen feet tall. He recognized the breed of demon, of a kind that had not been seen in these lands for millennia. Its face was snake-like, with eyes of jade green light. Skin that was pale as new fallen snow, with ears like batwings. The creature carried an axe similar to Bori’s, glowing pale golden in the darkness. It did not have a tail or horns, so it must be a Ronin-Khali. 

It was a sure sign that the Lord of Vampires had returned. Demons like this had remained locked beyond the Void for thousands of years. This creature could not have escaped without the aid of Drahkuhl or one of his minions. And right now, Rorighan had no idea how he was going to defeat it. He was Prince of Elves, but his magic was still quite limited.

The demon began to sniff at the air, then started to move in a direct line towards Rorighan. He froze momentarily, true fear creeping in. Then he stood with bow in hand, an arrow of blinding blue light notched to the string. His bow was nothing compared with the legends of weapons such as the Hyperion Bow, but the first three shafts of light he let fly hit the legs and groin of the creature in translucent blasts as the demon stumbled in its stance.

Rori wondered what Magic-Spells might be of some use against the demon, but it would seem the contest would depend upon whether Bori could overpower the Khali. As Rorighan’s boots of aqua light flickered across the field to meet up with Boridrhrin, the demon quickened its pace with the axe-haft leaning against its right shoulder. They couldn’t let the demon roam the lands unchecked, but it was unlikely they could defeat it. He hated binds like these that tested his honour. 
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The Docks Master

Eldarus reclined in an armchair, sipping a fine port and smoking a little green tea with mint in his long-stemmed pipe. A jet of blue flame burst from his thumb to light the bowl. The mint flavour could be tasted and was quite refreshing. A platter of venison sausage sliced bread and cheese sat on the small table between Eldarus and Farimus, the one-eyed Docks Master refilling their glasses all too quickly from a crystal flagon Eldarus kept locked away for special occasions.

They were nearing the southern ports of Myanmar and would soon dock and set out on their immortal horses in search of Matthew and his dragon. Except for the mountain crossings on the borders, their immortal bred mounts should move fast enough to get them to Matthew in a further two weeks. Eldarus was still anxious over reuniting with the boy, but he took the time on this early evening to celebrate with drinks and snacks.

‘What has me worried,’ Farimus said with a frown, ‘is how do we stop the Vampire King from bringing across more demons? If that Jinn-Magician is too much for even you to handle, what hope is there if they bring across an entire legion of Hell-Spawn?’

The king parrot on his shoulder squawked ‘Legion!’

‘Indeed,’ Eldarus admitted with a sigh. ‘Time is of the essence. We must find the boy and fast!’

‘I’ll have your back if we face any mortal folk,’ Farimus said, ‘but against magic kind I have little hope of helping.’ He paused a moment, as if wondering whether to speak up again. ‘Calaflan may be of some use for us. Whenever I’m running from an enemy, he speaks in my ear, a tiny whisper of words to tell what o’clock my enemy is on as he spies over my shoulder. Perhaps this will be helpful when running from demons and sprites.’ 

The bird leaned in towards the pirate’s ear now, making soft ticking sounds like a grandfather clock.

‘It sounds like it could be useful,’ Eldarus admitted. ‘Once we find Matthew, we need to return to Britannia as fast as possible.’

‘You mean return by ship?’ Farimus asked.

‘I believe we may have a better option,’ Eldarus said. ‘I’m sure you have heard the name Cloudwalker?’

Farimus continued to frown, grumbling, ‘Did you know I’m no good with heights?’

‘I’m afraid there is no time for anything else,’ Eldarus replied.

‘How do you know where to find the boy?’ Farimus asked.

‘I know who he is with,’ Eldarus replied, raising the three rings on his fingers as he said, ‘but I soon learnt that the three Guardians and their Spirit-Guides of Fate can be tracked with these rings.’

‘So,’ Farimus glared at the rings with his one eye, ‘you sense them?’

‘I know what direction they are from wherever I’m standing,’ Eldarus said.

‘They will fetch a good price then,’ Farimus said in a considering tone.

‘The rings do not really belong to you, Pirate Trader,’ Eldarus said. ‘But fear not. You shall be rewarded in gold and jewels for your find. However,’ and this made Farimus pout in question, ‘you know I will have to hand these over to the children when I am done with them.’

Farimus grumbled a moment, before he looked to Eldarus to ask, ‘Can you throw a new ship in the bargain?’

Eldarus chuckled as Calaflan squawked, ‘New Ship! Bargain!’

‘A new ship it is then,’ Eldarus conceded. ‘I may be able to offer something more. These rings and other enchanted items have allowed me to increase the Levels of my Angel-Spells.’

‘Meaning what?’ Farimus asked.

‘Hand me that hammer,’ Eldarus said. ‘Put it at my feet.’

Farimus moved to unstrap the heavy chrome coloured hammer’s handle that was wrapped in a thick red leather cord. When he lifted the thing, he grunted, then moved a few steps to place the heavy hammerhead in front of Eldarus. 

The wizard placed his hand around the tip of the haft, that was a cylinder of grey steel with a smooth cap. Immediately he opened Five Rings of Power, that of Water, Fire, Earth, and Air, but also Spirit, summoned and Siphoned from all the natural elements in his surroundings. Wood from the ship for Earth. The light of the lanterns for Fire. He did not have to look far for Water on a sailing ship. And the Air was all around them. For Spirit he used his own, but also explained to Farimus that this enchantment would be bonded to the Pirate Trader as his personal weapon. It was his anyway, but this would infuse Angel-Magic with the steel of the hammer. He then used the Power of Division to create three hundred of each Ring, increasing the strength of his spell by that number.

‘You say you are no use against demons, vampires and such villainy?’ Eldarus asked. ‘Well then, this hammer is being enhanced with the Spirit of El’Tihir. The Power of Odin, Ra, Raijin, these gods and their magics are nothing compared with the Power of El’Tihir and the One True God.’

Farimus rubbed his dark beard as his one eye stayed focused on the light that spread from the three rings on Eldarus’ fingers, through the haft of the hammer and into the head. It was a rectangular slab of alloys a foot long and half as high and wide. On the back of the hammerhead was a thick steel spike a half foot long.

‘But the Angel-Magic I am using, which originates from the Lord, also flows through these lesser gods. But they are truly only Angels and Higher-Angels, formed by the Power of the Many-Faced God eons ago. El’Tihir was the grandson of Ardua, and this pure form of High Magic that flows through them both is known as the Bolt.’

When he was done with the enchantment, he closed the Rings or Funnels that he had used for the wielding of magics. He told Farimus to place a hand on the weapon, and when he did that dark eye flared a moment with blinding light. Calaflan cried out and flapped his wings like he’d been hit by a bolt. He had not explained until now, but the first to touch the weapon would not only be bonded to it. The weapon would also strike down lower-level demons and vampires and would seriously wound some higher-level enemies. But the spell Eldarus had created would provide Farimus with extra strength, vitality, and endurance in the battles they were to face.

‘This power I bestow upon you, Farimus, for allowing me to wield these enchanted items.’

‘I call that a fair deal,’ Farimus grumbled like a bear awoken.
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Perseus and Cybele

Cybele did not find it easy to keep up with her travelling companions. Perseus, the Demi-God, and Hermes the God, were hiking across the island at such a pace she was sweating and aching from head to toe trying to keep up. And she could hike! Each time they began to outpace her, they slowed a little, allowing her to keep up while gritting her teeth in agitation. Maybe the Phoenix would one day allow her to fly. That would teach these two for showing off to her.

When they made camp in the early evening, Cybele’s blisters were bleeding and drying to her socks. She removed the socks with some care, when Perseus looked her over to say, ‘I can make a salve for your feet, if you like?’

‘What is it made of?’ Cybele asked.

‘It is plant based,’ Perseus said. ‘I may have to hunt around to find any though.’

‘I may be of some assistance,’ Hermes said, moving to her side to sit and look over her wounds. ‘A little God-Magic should heal these wounds in short order,’ he said. Then he placed his hands above her feet, waved them about a few times while speaking some soft enchantment. Gold light moved from his hands into her legs, feet and toes. It was warm and soothing. Moments later, he breathed deeply, apparently at the end of his spell.

‘We call it Angel-Magic,’ Cybele said with surprise, as she looked over her now cleaned feet and legs, that were blister and pain free.

‘We gods are a little arrogant, perhaps,’ Hermes replied. ‘Gods, Angels, whatever you like to call us, we are all touched with the Spirit of the Many-Faced God in some special way. It is that Spirit of Ardua that allows me to heal your wounds without effort.’

‘Where are we going, anyway?’ Cybele asked.

‘I think you know the story,’ Hermes said. ‘We must seek out the Three Grey Women who hold the crystal eye. They are all three of them blind, you see, and they cannot see without placing the eye in their head.’

‘Why do we need them again?’ Cybele asked. She knew the story, but she wanted to hear it firsthand.

‘They will tell us how to find the Nymphs, who will tell us how to find the enchanted wallet, which is vital in this quest, as it will hold Medusa’s severed head. Even when cut free from her body, the head will still be alive, and will still turn men to stone with her gaze.’

‘Yeah, like the story,’ Cybele agreed. ‘I see you are clearly a Magician of sorts,’ she said to Hermes. ‘But prove to me you are Hermes the God. Do something no ordinary Magician could accomplish.’

‘I am not one for such theatrics,’ Hermes said, standing with the weight on his staff. ‘But very well,’ he said, then turned and leapt into the sky, high as an eagle that hovered above them. He stood there, with those winged boots holding him aloft, as the eagle circled him three times. Then he landed with a heavy thud amidst a cloud of dust.

‘Impressive,’ she admitted. ‘Well, maybe I believe you.’

‘I assure you I am Hermes,’ he said.

‘Looks like a God to me,’ Perseus said with eyes bulging.

‘Can you magic us up some dinner perchance?’ she asked with a cheeky grin. ‘I’m pretty darn sick and tired of cheese and stale bread.’

‘I’m sure the mighty Perseus can rustle up some bush tucker for the three of us to share,’ Hermes said with a smile. ‘A few plump rabbits perhaps?’

‘But I have no bow and arrows,’ Perseus replied with a glum expression.

‘Take mine,’ Hermes said, pointing to a bow that glowed with silver light. Cybele was certain it hadn’t been there a moment before, so maybe he was a god.

‘Can I try,’ she asked. 

‘If you wish,’ Hermes said.

She picked up the bow, when Perseus was suddenly at her side saying, ‘I had better go with you.’

‘Why,’ she asked.

‘Well,’ he said, looking down for a moment, ‘I may be more able to find a target.’

‘Are you seriously suggesting you are a better shot than me because you’re a boy?’

‘No, no!’ he said looking quite distressed. ‘That came out all wrong.’

‘I’m pretty sure that is what you were saying,’ she said with a narrowed gaze. ‘You just flex your big muscles and the bunnies come jumping on your spear?’

‘No!’ he said sounding flabbergasted. ‘Princess Cybele, please will you let me escort you?’

‘I can handle myself,’ she said.

‘I consider it my duty, Cybele,’ Perseus said. ‘If you really are who you claim to be, fate is more dependent on you and your quest than my own.’

‘Suit yourself,’ she said. ‘But try to keep up.’ Then she looked at Hermes to ask, ‘Arrows?’

‘That bow is a cousin to the Great Hyperion,’ Hermes said. ‘It uses the Magic of Fire to create arrows of silver light for those that are able to wield it.’

‘Cool,’ said Cybele, drawing back the string as a shaft of silver flame in the shape of an arrow formed between string and bow. She held it a moment, and then the arrow changed from silver to golden and crimson. When she released the arrow without firing it, she saw that the bow had also turned a metallic scarlet.

Hermes laughed as he said, ‘Crimson arrows! I think this one might be who she says she is.’

‘Oh Perseus,’ she called as she moved off into the scrub. ‘Be sure to cover up your big shiny shield, won’t you?’

‘Try not to hold the arrow too long,’ Hermes said as they walked away.

‘Why not?’ she asked.

‘It increases the force of the blast,’ he said. ‘Good for fighting demons and such folk, not so good for poor little bunnies.’

‘Good tip,’ she said.

‘Do not stray too far,’ he called, ‘there are many kinds of monsters on these islands, not many so foul as Medusa, but take care.’

‘Good thing I brought my sword then,’ Perseus said to her.

‘If you say so, Son of Zeus,’ she said teasingly. The light was fading, and she was famished. She thought it likely she would be having cheese and bread again tonight.
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Lord Rodin

It had been more than three weeks since Rodin had that remarkable dream, the morning after the vampire attack on his camp. That strange being Quartz had told him many things, about past, present, and future. Quartz had explained there were some things he could not disclose to him at that time, but his words were welcome as a plan unfolded of how to possibly hold back and destroy the vampire curse in one swift stroke.

Since that day he had been readying his men. Though Rodin’s heart was still aching at the loss of his dear friend Abel. He had finally sent word back to his people at Old Kohl’s Shire. The letter was brief, and intended only for his son Tristan, and Elysia, Abel’s daughter to read. On the brown parchment it read:

The Vampire King has indeed returned. Double the Watch. Fortify all defences.

Tell Elysia that her father is no more. Tell her there was no other way.

Be brave, Tristan Golden-Arrows.

The letter was sent by sprinter-hawk two weeks past. He had struggled to put those words to paper for several days after meeting with Quartz. He knew he was not a scholar. He was bred for war and bloodshed; he did not know any other way to put it. The part about Golden-Arrows was put there deliberately to intrigue his son, as it had been Abel’s ghost that told him of the many great deeds Tristan had performed during his absence. It would make Tristan wonder.

Rodin was gathering a vast army on the western shores of Britain. First, they would gather the three Spirit-Wardens and their Spirit-Animals, along with the few magic folk that remained in this world. Then they would invade Bear Isle and slaughter every vampire they could find. Quartz had explained a plan for destroying the Vampire Lord, but Rodin knew there were parts to this plan the man had kept to himself. There were ancient ruins on the island, and they were a construct of Old Magics that had been used to imprison Drahkuhl many an Age ago. Quartz had explained that this magic fortress may hold the key to defeating Drahkuhl, but again the man had been cryptic about how.

Rodin had not sent anymore scouts to the island, though he itched to gain more intelligence on Drahkuhl and his forces. Quartz had told him many things, but one fact that Rodin could hardly believe to be true, is that the son of Utred Eaglehawk had befriended the Great Sage Equal of Heaven. And that this godlike creature was in fact more monkey, than man. On top of all that, the pair of them had apparently flown on a cloud to the Chin territory. It was unfathomable, but it had triggered childhood memories of stories of Sun Wukong, that at the time he had believed to be only fairy tales.

He had sent orders for Tristan and Elysia to begin the journey towards his camp. He feared to risk letting them travel without him, but his need to protect this shore kept him at his post. Supplies and reinforcements were moving in day by day. Time was of the essence. He would need to move on Drahkuhl soon if the plan was to work. It would require all three Spirit-Animals, he knew that much, and an army of tens of thousands of soldiers might not be enough to face these devils. It was not like him to do so, but Rodin sat in his tent and began to pray. 

The King of Wolves sat by the brazier, its dark coat glistening with morning dew. Stonepaw had started to hunt at night since the vampire attack. It seemed the wolf was eager to find more of their kind, a proud watchdog with the heart of a lion.
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The Father’s Words

Tristan sat beside Elysia on the fountain in the courtyard with the large orange and white fish that broke the surface whenever he threw their feed to them. Elysia was still reading that awful letter Tristan’s father had written. Tristan had only read it once, and that was enough. The Vampire King had returned, but what was equally tragic for Elysia, is that her father was no more.

The letter did not explain what had happened to Abel Rallinghier, but Tristan suspected it had something to do with the discovery that vampires had returned to their world. Elysia had cried while reading that letter for the first few days, now she just read over it with a blank expression as if she were still in shock and wanting answers.

‘You won’t learn anything new just by reading that over,’ Tristan said.

‘I know,’ she replied in an irritated tone. ‘I’m just looking for clues that I can’t find.’

‘I’m so sorry, for you, Elysia,’ he said.

‘Don’t be,’ she replied. ‘My mother died years ago; I am used to the pain. Why do you think I try so hard to be the best at everything? I’m trying to make up for the loss of her, and now my father is gone too.’

He reached out to touch her shoulder, but she did not respond, did not even flinch. She just sat and stared into that letter as if she could decipher some special code that would tell her what she needed to know.

‘You don’t have to hide your pain,’ he said in a soft tone. ‘I know how much it hurts.’

Suddenly she shuddered, and turned to throw her arms around him, making soft sobbing sounds as she sniffed away the tears. At that point it was like a dam broke in Tristan’s eyes. All the pain of losing his mother sprung up anew, compounded by Elysia’s loss and the fear for his father’s safety. They sat there till the sun was going down. No Wolf Guard disturbed them, but he knew now that they were watching. They were always doing their best to protect their young Lord and Lady, but he also knew his arrows of gold were the only power that could save them. He needed to find a spell to restore the Replenishing Quiver, or their time would soon run out.
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An Old Wizard

Feligrihir sat in the more comfortable armchair that had been provided for him, in his cell with adequate cheese, crackers and brandy to keep him satisfied. He heard a knock at the cell door, before a guard opened the door to allow young Tristan and Elysia to enter. They looked worse for wear, and he knew why. Word had spread fast of the fall of Elysia’s father, even as far as Feligrihir’s place of captivity, thanks to Pastor Rook.

He had received word of it only hours after the letter from Rodin had arrived. There had been other instructions separate to the letter, that the forces of Old Kohl’s Shire were to mobilise and head for the western shorelines where Rodin and his men stood guard.

‘Welcome, children,’ Feli said, ‘please, sit, and we can discuss the plans ahead.’

‘We leave in the morning,’ Tristan said with puffy eyes. The two of them had been crying, and it was more than understandable. The Ana’nitia had returned. The world was facing a terror the likes of which they had not seen for millennia. Neverend the Snow Wolf also entered beside Tristan and sat at Feli’s feet with his face resting on his paws.

‘I am sorry I cannot make the journey with you,’ Feli said. ‘If it were possible, I would be there to protect you both.’

‘Is Pastor Rook joining us?’ Elysia asked.

‘He has decided to remain here to try to stand between Bishop Wilfram and myself. Tensions are building, and who knows what tricks that Old Buzzard may attempt while the captains and lieutenants are away fighting.’

‘You think he would try to execute you without a trial?’

‘Of course, he will try,’ Feli said, ‘but do not fear. Old Rook has some sway with the Church folk. He will do what he can to ensure I am here to be judged by Caesar.’

‘We would stay to protect you too, if it were possible,’ Elysia said.

‘I will be alright,’ Feli replied. ‘Take your enchanted items, keep an eye on each other. Do not stray from the armies that serve to protect you.’ They both nodded amidst sniffles with solemn expressions.

‘I hope you two are not getting sick?’ Feli asked.

‘Just emotional,’ Tristan replied.

‘Pastor Rook managed to find a few extra old relics for the two of you,’ Feli said with a grin. Then he leaned over to lift a silk cloth of aqua that he unwrapped to reveal another quiver that he handed to Tristan. ‘This one does not use the Power of Division,’ Feli said, ‘but the arrows may be enchanted with some magic to do some damage to that Jinn-Magician. I’m hoping he does not show up again, but he very likely will.’

‘Thank you,’ Tristan said, drawing one of the arrows from the quiver to inspect the arrowhead that appeared no different to any other kind.

‘Try refilling it if it does work against the demon,’ Feli said. ‘It may still infuse the arrows with some form of magic simply by being held in the quiver.’

It was called the Sun-Spear Quiver, so Feli believed from his texts that it might infuse arrowheads with a little Fire-Magic. He explained this to the two children as he reached for another longer wrapped bundle. This was a crimson silk cloth, and he unfurled it to reveal a short child sized staff with a blue opal stone at the tip. The staff was simple carved wood, but Feli knew this staff was also enchanted.

‘This is the Bolt-Stone Staff,’ he explained. ‘The legends say for the right wielder, it emits a short blast of energy that may be damaging to demons and perhaps also vampires.’

‘But I don’t know how to wield magic,’ Elysia said, as Feli handed her the staff.

‘Try it,’ he said, as her small hand gripped the staff and immediately the opal stone burned a bright aqua blue. ‘Don’t go firing it in here,’ Feli said with brows raised, ‘but it looks like you are suited to wield it. It may be the proximity to the Maiden’s Ward that has ignited its magic. Or perhaps one of Tristan’s enchanted items. Do you have the stone with you, Tristan?’

‘It’s here,’ Tristan said, holding the stone aloft as the aqua opal of the staff began to emit a pulsing blue light. Neverend lifted his head to sniff the air a few times, then slumped his posture once again.

‘How do I fire it?’ Elysia asked.

‘Magic is often attuned to the mind of the wielder,’ Feli said. ‘But the best way to learn now is to practice.’

‘Outside?’ Elysia asked.

‘Yes, outside, please,’ Feli said, then he gave a deep sigh. ‘I cannot come with you, so you had best go find Pastor Rook. Perhaps he can help you understand how to wield the staff.’

‘But we only just got here,’ Tristan said. ‘We wanted to spend the evening with you, to say farewell.’

‘Very well then,’ Feli said. ‘GUARD!’

The guard opened the door slit to peer through as he called, ‘What is it, Feli?’

‘I want to walk the grounds with Lord Tristan and Lady Elysia,’ he said. ‘I promise to return by midnight.’

‘Bishop Wilfram would skin me alive,’ the aged jailer said.

‘Best not to tell him, then,’ Elysia said, as she took Feli’s hand and pulled him out of the chair.
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Caesar and Samlet

Samlet Adrobi stood on deck of the massive warship that was the command ship for Caesar and his armies. Caesar stood by his side, staring out into the flat horizon as their five hundred ships made the voyage towards Britain. The weather was calm today, and the skies bright blue. Despite this Sam was on edge like never before.

They had decided to make the journey without Princess Cybele. Caesar said if she could not be found there was no option but to make haste towards the real danger. Sprinter-hawks had reached the ships to report of definite vampire incursion involving Lord Rodin and his men. 

‘You still worry for the princess?’ Caesar remarked, glancing his way. The man stood with a straight spine, resplendent in gold and white cloth with burnished armour across his chest.

‘I can do very little other than worry!’ Sam insisted. ‘There is also little hope of success unless Cybele returns.’

‘It is strange,’ Caesar remarked. ‘What are your theories on the matter?’

‘It must be the Red Phoenix Bird,’ Sam replied. ‘It has powerful magic within it, but I do not understand how it works. Perhaps it uses old Portal-Magic. Perhaps she is already at our destination.’

‘A rather wild thesis,’ Caesar said with a grimace. ‘What about that Magician Demon? What if he has her and our hopes are already dashed?’

‘I don’t like to even contemplate that notion,’ Sam said. ‘We must find a way to contact her. To bring her back from wherever she has gone to.’

‘Any ideas?’

‘None,’ Sam breathed.

‘Then we shall have to leave it in the hands of the gods,’ Caesar said.

‘Gods?’ Sam asked. ‘That’s risky even for you. What will you do when we reach the trial of Feligrihir the Magician?’

‘I’m thinking it over,’ Caesar said gazing out to sea once more. ‘Let me know if you come up with anything new.’
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A Young Lord

Tristan carried both quivers with him now, one golden, one more bronzed-golden, the new one. He wondered as they walked whether fixing the Replenishing Quiver would mean he could use both quivers to dual enchant and enhance each arrow. It was a fascinating idea, and Feli agreed it may be possible. But how would he mend the damage to the Replenishing Quiver’s enchantment? 

They roamed the Inner Palace Courtyards, gardens and fountains surrounded them in the moonlight. Elysia carried that staff that still pulsed with blue light, seemingly in tune with a vibration that was running through the Push Stone in his palm. He wore protective gauntlets and gloves that should prevent him being badly burnt if the stone should heat up again. He carried his bow in his other hand, moving swiftly across the paved stone and crushed stone pathways.

They arrived at an open space within the courtyard, surrounded in a distant square by hedges running in straight lines with peach trees positioned inside the corners. Lamps on high poles kept the space adequately lit, and the three of them stood in a line at one end of the square. 

‘Stand together, I think,’ Feli said to the two of them. Elysia was holding Neverend on a leash with her left hand, while she aimed the staff at the hedges on the far side. Neverend had more than doubled in size since the first night that the Jinn-Magician attacked their castle. It had been a few months since then, and if he kept growing at this rate, he would be too big to control with any leash! Even too much for the Wolf Guard. Sabre-Wolves grew much larger than normal wolves. They were a prehistoric breed that were used to the ice and snows of the Northlands. 

Tristan moved beside Elysia, and the Push Stone began to pulse in his fist. Elysia appeared focused as a blast of pure clean light burst from the tip of the staff, striking the hedges some forty paces away in a burst of blue flames. Elysia grinned wildly and leapt into the air with glee.

‘Splendid!’ said Feli. ‘I wonder, what would happen if Tristan held the staff with the stone in the other hand?’

Tristan reached out to accept the staff after putting his bow over his shoulder. The moment his hand touched the staff, it shuddered as a bolt of lightning blasted the hedges to blistering blue heat.

‘On second thought perhaps not,’ Feli said with a frown. 

Neverend sat at Elysia’s feet looking undisturbed by the magic. Only sniffing the air a few times after each blast. Tristan was beginning to believe Neverend could smell magic. 

What could that mean? he wondered. How can we use that to our advantage?

‘Well,’ Elysia said, waving the tip of the staff in small circles a few times before she smiled at Feli to say, ‘it works!’

‘How did you make the magic?’ Tristan asked. ‘Did it just happen for you?’

‘No, I had to concentrate,’ she said. ‘What does that mean?’ she asked Feli.

‘It means you have High Magic in you,’ Feli said. ‘Your mother also had the gift in her.’

‘So does Tristan also have the same Talent?’ Elysia asked. ‘Is that why it reacted to his touch?’

‘I don’t know,’ Feli said. ‘Could be the enchanted items you carry, as I mentioned before. As a Magician I can say I have never sensed any potential to wield in Tristan.’

‘I’m sorry,’ Elysia said to Tristan.

‘Why be sorry?’ he asked. ‘I never wanted to be a Magician,’ he shrugged his shoulders.

‘You would make a fine Druid, I think,’ Feli said. ‘You have a good memory for medicinal plants and herbs and how to use them to heal and ease pain or stop infection. These types of skills are vital in times of war and peace. You could make a fine living out of it.’

‘Won’t I always have a fine castle and servants?’ he asked, almost in a joking fashion.

‘Sorry,’ Feli said, as if catching himself mid-thought. ‘That seems a suitable test, children. I really should be getting back to my cell.’

‘We will walk you there,’ Elysia said, as Tristan stared at the Magician wondering what was behind those comments. Did he think Tristan’s father was in significant danger? What secrets were the elders keeping from him?
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Pharoah’s Daughter

Cybele stepped lightly along the moonlit path with the Bow of Hermes in her grasp. They had caught no game, only finding some vegetables and herbs to make a stew. She was irritated, not that she hadn’t been successful at hunting, it was way too dark by the time they set out anyway. She was feeling frustrated and anxious to return to her time and her people. Her father was still a prisoner of Drahkuhl in that future timeline. She had to rescue him. But the fact that time was now malleable, gave her some hope that she might be able to save her father.

She was also frustrated that she could not summon the Red Phoenix, and she did not know why. Something was blocking, each time she reached out for the bird, it resisted. Perhaps instead it was the bird that was resisting, keeping her here for some reason.

Suddenly a terrible creature cried out in the distance. It was the high-pitched whine of a banshee type supernatural being. The cries of more sounded in the distance, moving her way.

‘Get behind me!’ Perseus said, standing before her with sword drawn and shield raised. The closest of the four banshees blasted a mist of magic that flew in a cloud of light to smash against the shield. A fierce hiss and clang sounded, as bright magic blasted out from the shield to spread and incinerate the first banshee. The others flickered a few moments but then flew towards them, their evil cries wailing in the air. Cybele drew an arrow, and instantly the Phoenix appeared at the arrowhead. She released, and the bird smashed through the last three ghosts in a chain of laser light. At that same moment, she stumbled, seeing the arrows strike from sidewards, and upside down, as she tumbled...then awoke...she was in a ditch, a man standing over her. Her vision was blurred, but the man wore armour that shone like polished gold, dragon’s wings at the temples of his helmet. He removed the helmet, she couldn’t move, but he spoke softly, she felt safe, and began to sleep. She dreamed that she had travelled to the past and met the great hero Perseus. Those dreams brought alarm! She did not know why. She dreamed of the Red Phoenix; its powers were hers once more.

*** 
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Perseus stepped into the light of the campfire where Hermes hovered in prayer position. The god glimmered with enchanted light as he meditated with orbs glowing bright golden in his skull.

‘You were attacked?’ Hermes asked, his gaze still burning beacons.

‘Cybele disappeared,’ Perseus said. ‘She fell, and I was right there to catch her, but then...she vanished!’

‘Do not fear, young Perseus,’ Hermes said. ‘That girl has her own purpose to fulfill. We may see her again, I cannot say.’

‘Did we need her to succeed in this quest?’

The light faded from the god’s eyes. ‘I’m not sure.’
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The Wolf

Cybele woke, the sky above was still dark, but the stars shone brightly. She was not in a ditch she realised, but in fact a series of trenches. She lay on a pallet and blankets, and as a nurse woman saw her waking, she went away, and soon returned with the man in golden dragon armour. He was very tall, dark of hair and eyes with a strong handsome face. He held up a lantern to her face and asked, ‘How do you feel?’

‘Better,’ she said. ‘Where am I?’

‘Britain,’ the man said. ‘You do not know me, but I have known you a long time, Cybele.’

Shock must have filled her visage as she looked up to ask, ‘And who are you?’

‘Matthew Eaglehawk, King of Britain,’ the man said, and her eyes must have truly bulged at that. The boy king Matthew that was in exile from Britain? Was this the same man?

‘You do not understand your powers yet,’ Matthew said, ‘but you must be sure by now that the Phoenix can help you time travel. It is a power you both have, as you and the phoenix are linked. Just as it is with Utredius and me.’

A dragon’s roar filled the night air, northwards beyond a stretch of forest that bordered the trenches to the north and northeast. It sounded like a beast as big as a mountain.

‘There is much we need to discuss, but you must remember this first and foremost,’ Matthew said, ‘The Black Magician is a traitor, controlled by Drahkuhl. He will betray you, but you must tell no one of this. I only tell you, as I will leave it to the Mother of Time to work out how to fix things. Remember that some events cannot be changed, as they would alter the fabric of the timelines to the point that the world may be altered completely.’

She sat staring in startled wonder. Then asked, ‘But if I can tell no one, how am I supposed to stop the Black Magician?’

‘You cannot stop him!’ Matthew hissed. ‘You must not. All must go the way it did before. I only know if we had learnt that Romedon was corrupted by Drahkuhl we could have had a better chance.’

He sat staring at her with a stern expression before he said, ‘Secondly, the demon armies have returned. They have broken through the Void, and they plague our lands and the world. Europe is swarming with vampires that pick off even veteran soldiers like wolves to sheep.’

‘How did this happen?’ she asked.

‘We had a victory on Bear Isle, shortly after we first met you, Tristan and I,’ Matthew had a distant gaze for a moment. ‘Drahkuhl was defeated, but not destroyed. We thought we might have sent him back to sleep for a millennium or more, but then he returned with a vengeance. The Jinn-Magician grew more powerful and aided Drahkuhl until our forces were eventually overrun.’

‘How can I stop all of this?’ she asked.

‘You can’t,’ he said. ‘But the power to alter time is a very great boon. Use it well, and there will always be hope for us.’ He coughed a moment. ‘Thirdly, know that the boy you meet as Lord Tristan no longer exists. He is now only known, as the Wolf. He has become...a Monster, and he blames me for... Anyway, together with that cursed Snow Wolf, they cause me many troubles.’

Just then a soldier made a bird whistle from the tree line. Matthew’s face became stricken. ‘It’s the Wolf!’ he cried. ‘Everyone down! Get down!’ He dove for Cybele as more shouts sounded all throughout the trenches. The howl of a great sabre-wolf sounded from the forest, then the beast crested a raised plateau with a male figure by his side.

In the moments before Cybele was dragged from the bedding, she saw the man wore forest green, a thick purple scarf around his neck, and a knot of purple plumes in his green pointed cap. Even from such a distance she could see the man was devilishly handsome. But her vision had improved dramatically since she last wielded the Phoenix, both for distance, closeup, and night vision. She saw that he was filled with hate like venom.

Matthew rolled her onto her feet, and they crouched low as soldiers surrounded them in the trench.  Suddenly a roar of flames rushed through the trench, blasts of molten arrows that burned brightly thudded into the sides of the trench and flames erupted like a dragon’s breath. Matthew had Cybele over his shoulder and was charging so fast her vision blurred in the blazing heat.

The roar of the massive dragon sounded again, returned by the growl of the wolf.
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Mother of Time

Caesar stood on deck in the morning light, rain falling in a gentle drizzle with overcast skies. He waited to reunite with the Princess of Tegea, who had been found asleep in her own bed within the cabin quarters of the warship. It was a wonder, but no stranger than the way she had vanished completely weeks before. He mulled it over while waiting for her to arrive on deck.

She was joined by Samlet Adrobi and her pet lion, Krell, who had been brought onto the command ship before they set sail. Cybele stood tall with a proud expression, meeting his gaze with fierce... contempt? He chuckled to himself as he looked her over. ‘No wounds, no scars,’ he remarked. ‘And yet you arrive onboard our ship seemingly from out of nowhere in the middle of the night while fast asleep. Curious indeed. You’re not into any form of witchcraft, are you?’

‘No Caesar,’ she said, ‘I believe it has something to do with the Red Phoenix.’

‘Yes, your tutor Samlet Adrobi also thinks this way,’ Caesar said. ‘Very well, Princess. I will do all I can to keep you from those who would declare this as an act of heresy.’ 

‘How long till we reach Britain?’ Cybele asked.

‘We are less than a week away,’ Caesar said. ‘I have received reports by sprinter-hawk from Lord Rodin of Loxley. The Vampire King has certainly returned, and if we fail in this attempt, all may be lost.’

‘Sam told me you allowed him to summon Ra,’ Cybele said. ‘Does this mean you will give Feligrihir the Magician a full pardon?’

‘I am considering something of the sort,’ Caesar said. ‘We face a desperate future; our fate hangs in the balance. If I must renounce my right to rule the Empire to serve a greater good, I may introduce new laws to allow for controlled Summoning of Elder Gods.’

His gaze was hard as he asked, ‘So where did you go?’

‘Caesar?’

‘When you vanished all this time,’ he said. ‘Where did you go?’

‘I’m not really able to explain right now,’ she said with a nervous smile.

‘I command you to tell me this instant!’ he threw a little spittle with that too. He did not like it when people denied him anything. Especially the truth.

‘Very well,’ she said. ‘I seem to have visited two timelines, one in the ancient past, one in the not-too-distant future.’

‘I see you are telling the truth,’ Caesar said with a narrowed gaze. ‘But I think it means you must be mad.’

‘I know I wasn’t dreaming,’ she said. ‘You even said yourself, it would be impossible to arrive here on the ship, asleep in my bed without some form of Portal-Magic. I believe the Phoenix is also able to travel through Time-Portals. This seems the only explanation for what I saw and heard.’

‘And what did you see?’ he asked. ‘Where were you?’

‘You’re not likely to believe it,’ she said, ‘but I met a young Perseus, then in the future I met a king...’ she stalled at that, as Caesar asked, ‘Which King?’

‘I think it best I withhold some details,’ she said. ‘I was told that everything must go the way it did before, but...’

‘What is it?’ he asked.

‘I can’t say right now,’ she said. ‘There are things I know, but it would damage the fabric of space and time if I tell too much. This is all I really know so far.’

‘I don’t like secrets,’ Caesar said, then he let it be for now. ‘And who was this Perseus fellow?’ At that the girl’s jaw nearly hit the deck.

‘Oh, God-dammit!’ she yelled in confusion and disbelief. ‘Are you telling me you have never heard of Perseus who beheaded Medusa?’

‘I have heard of Medusa,’ Caesar said. ‘A foul creature that once dwelt near the Island of Seriphus. I know nothing of any Perseus.’

‘He was the son of Zeus!’ Cybele cried jumping up and down. ‘A Demi-God!’

‘Well, if he was, I still have never heard of him,’ Caesar said with a sigh. ‘Why do you worry so girl, did this young hero steal your heart?’

‘NO!’ she retorted. ‘Well, I mean...maybe.’ Caesar noted the expression that crossed his young General Antony’s visage at those words. He stood portside with an alert posture. Caesar was not so blind to not see the love that would grow between these two.

‘The Gorgons destroyed many villages and cities on those islands in ancient days,’ Caesar mused. ‘You are saying in the original timeline that this hero Perseus defeated Medusa. So, the timelines have already begun to alter? You must be especially careful with this power of yours.’

The girl cringed with arms crossed in fury. ‘I’m going to my room!’ she snapped, then stalked away with Sam and her pet lion in tow. ‘Send fruit!’ she called over her shoulder.

‘Fruit and flowers, then,’ Caesar called back, ‘to celebrate the return of our hero and her spirit-guide. The Red Phoenix is a sacred creature. We must find a way to use its magic to heal these rifts forming in time and space.’ He was hoping for at least a thumbs up. Instead, she gave him the middle finger! ‘Full of fire,’ he breathed to himself in amusement.
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King Matthew

Matthew stood on his own cloud now, separated from Le Minh and Sun Wukong, Wukong also towing Zhu Bajie along on his own cloud to Matthew’s Five-O-Clock. Minh hovered in the skies around Matthew’s Seven-O-Clock, with Utredius soaring on his Eight. But Matthew was quite a way further in front of everyone else. His cloud was grey and angry with latent lightning bolts, occasionally grumbling with thunder by some Elemental Magic.

His cloud was over seventy feet above the earth now, passing over rice paddies on hillsides of green with water shimmering like black molasses reflecting the wet grey sky. Thunder boomed from all around them, as Wukong’s High-Magic increased to match that of Matthew and Utredius. The dragon screeched amidst winding blue bolts. A shuddering buzzing mass of bright blue-white flame fell from the heavens to strike Matthew’s Shield-Spell, surrounding his cloud. He had taken a little Elixir before setting out, and this was the first time he had reached this Level of High-Magic. He was now at Level Fourteen. 

Minh had shared the news with Matthew this morning also, that his old mentor Eldarus the Magician would be arriving at the Chin Temple any day now. Matthew was both relieved and elated to consider the next stage of their adventure was to begin, that and the hope to find his old carer alive and well. He wondered if it would be okay if he gave Eldarus a hug right away, when they first see each other. Then he thought maybe that would embarrass the old Wizard in front of Le Minh and Wukong.

Where the lightning grounded beneath his sky-sailing cloud, rents of fire were torn in the fields, where onlookers rushed for safety. Minh moved beside his cloud to say, ‘That is enough for today. Your mentor will arrive soon, I sense him now, off the south coast. He is strong, your friend. I wonder, does he carry any enchanted items that increase the volume of his Raiden Bowl?’

‘His staff makes him pretty powerful,’ Matthew admitted. ‘That must have something to do with his Grail Reserve.’

‘No,’ Minh said, lidded orbs burning silver, ‘I sense that he carries something other than the staff. Something has increased his Levels of High-Magic since we last met.’

‘Sounds great,’ Matthew said, arms spread wide with sideways falling raindrops. ‘Can we eat?’ At that last, Bajie snorted awake after napping on the towed cloud with his back against his Unfillable Satchel. ‘Time to eat?’ Bajie asked.
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Tristan the Brave

The morning after the night of testing the staff, Tristan and Elysia led the march towards the western shore of Britain where they would reunite with Tristan’s father Lord Rodin. The line of horses rode four abreast on the open road, some armoured, some light cavalry. Carts and wagons brought supplies, and thousands of soldiers marched on foot. They were emptying a large part of their home defences, but Lord Rodin had insisted the real threat lay where he was camped. The Lord of Vampires had Arisen, and his minions had already been making their way to the shorelines of Britain. It was an invasion.

Elysia was mostly silent during the journey. She kept her chin tucked to her chest, staring downwards at the saddle. She would still be in pain over the loss of her father. Maybe she always would. He attempted casual conversation several times, but she was not interested. Neverend paced at the hooves of the horses and was given free rein to race back and forth across the roads and fields as they travelled. Over one thousand of the larger breeds of sabre-wolves and hundreds of the normal smaller breeds led the march further ahead and scouting on all sides.

Tristan kept the new quiver and the old strapped to his shoulders. He believed the new quiver would offer some aid at defeating the Jinn-Magician. But he had not had the chance to test those arrows.

It was a nervous time for them both. Feligrihir and Pastor Rook were both staying at Old Kohl’s Shire. They had lost their mentors, Elysia her father, and a constricting pain in Tristan’s chest warned of the chance that they may lose others. He was anxious to get to his father and serve as his protector. Time was running short. They needed a plan to solve this problem before it grew beyond containment.
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Memories of Quartz

Quartz sat alone on the benches of Stonehenge, in a land that was neither real nor imagined. The sky was midnight black, littered with stars and a pale full moon. Quartz had attempted to link with the mind of Lord Rodin several times this day, and each time he felt that connection blocked by some special form of magic.

He realised at one point that it was a powerful relic of the Old Ways, that Drahkuhl must have discovered. This magic stone, the saliketh stone, that was its name, this stone had been used to block Quartz from communicating with those he wished to aid. It kept Quartz locked away in a prison of wards and spells.

He feared greatly for Lord Rodin, and the world, if he could not find a way to reverse the spell. Drahkuhl was growing stronger every day. Soon Quartz would be overpowered and forced into a realm beyond the laws of time and space. He would be shut away without any ability to aid his people. What concerned him most was the realisation that there was soon to be an imposter amongst Lord Rodin’s forces. Romedon the Black Magician was now also under the mind control of the saliketh stone. Quartz feared greatly what the outcome of this infiltration may be.
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Elf and Troll

Tristan and his forces were nearing a crossroads with thickets of grass and ferns surrounding all sides of the roads. There were several large boulders scattered about, and to his shock, Tristan saw one of the larger ones move a little. A moment later the same boulder stood and began to pace towards them with an even stride. At this point realisation dawned upon him, as Tristan cried out with glee, ‘A Rock Troll!’

Before he had even spoken the Commander General began to shout to his soldiers, who bristled with pikes and lances as the Gor’Ora’Drhrin waved an open hand like a shovelhead at Tristan and the riders. Dozens of wolves surrounded the creature making soft growls. Elysia had perked up at this point, and she smiled as the old Rock Troll gave greeting in a deep booming tone.

‘Welcome,’ the troll said, ‘I am known as Boridrhrin Bree-Ash. My companion is scouting about, we had demon sign these past few nights. His name is Rorighan, Prince of Elves.’

Elysia’s breath caught at the mention of the Elf Prince. Her eyes darted about as if attempting to catch a glimpse of him scouting through the grasslands. ‘What mission are you on?’ she asked in a polite tone.

‘Glad you asked,’ the troll said, his little red eye-slits glowing with warm light as he spoke. ‘The Elf Prince and I are on a secret mission to attempt to thwart the great menace that grows to the west of our shores.’

‘The Ana’nitia?’ Tristan asked.

‘Right you are, young lord,’ the troll boomed. ‘I wonder, are you the eldest son of Lord Rodin of Loxley?’

‘That be me,’ he said.

‘Why this is wonderful,’ the Old Stone replied. ‘My companion has been in frequent correspondence with a number of your patriarchal figures.’

‘Feli and Rook?’ Elysia asked with a grin.

‘I could not say,’ the old troll groaned as his gaze swept over the front riders once more. ‘I can say that we are glad to join your forces, if you will have us?’

‘Any friend of Feli and Rook is a friend of ours,’ Elysia said. ‘Welcome, Boridrhrin the Gor’Ora’Drhrin. You shall be our stone that cannot be moved.’
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A Land of Demons

Eldarus rode the mighty Train across the flattened desert landscape of the Sese’Chin territory. Though it was also tropical in this region, and often as the horse skirted rainforests with a speed beyond any floating craft, demons of many kinds rushed to intercept and waylay them on their journey north towards Matthew and his new tutors. 

Farimus rode Foxtail, Matthew’s horse, waving that hammer that blasted out lightning and fire whenever he struck a demon on the path. Matthew’s horse was also part immortal, and so Farimus dashed about like some fairy sprite, striking hard with that hammer of light. As their horses sprinted along the trail, a Gorilla-Ogre of white fur stood twenty feet tall. His face was ruddy as raspberries, golden orbs that glared with fury. 

Farimus smashed the foot of the Gorilla-Ogre, which caused the creature to wail and dance about while holding his damaged toes. They rode on, and they had for days now, as the demons of spiritual transgressions pursued them at every turn. Calaflan perched on the shoulders of the old Pirate Trader, squawking as Farimus dashed about like a noble knight.

The horses had taken on some portion of the spell that Eldarus had gifted to Farimus, as well as the magic that was infusing with Eldrarus’ spirit via the rings and other enchanted items. This meant the horses were moving much faster than Eldarus had at first predicted. Despite some mountain ranges still to be crossed, they expected to reach Matthew and Wukong by the end of the week.

As they rode on into the night, many beacons glowed of fairy lights where demons pursued them on the road. Demons of spiritual transgressions that would not allow such beings of pure and majestic light to pass through their lands unchallenged. It reminded Eldarus of a journey like this one, long ago, when the First Men were not even imagined, and the Elves held dominion over all.
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Raising Stones

On the third afternoon of their journey with the Elf and Rock Troll, Tristan sat in a defensive square with tents and campfires. They had set up within a network of ancient stone ruins that had stood on these fields for millennia. Elysia and Tristan sat by the fire as soldiers roamed about on errands and duties.

‘I wonder,’ the old Rock Troll asked, ‘would either of you younglings be any good at finding perfectly rounded stones?’

‘I bet I could,’ Elysia said with a smile. 

‘I could try,’ Tristan said. And so, the two of them made off through the ruins in search of perfectly rounded stones.

‘I have felt it might be the right time to attempt the Raising,’ the old Troll had said to them. ‘Only a perfectly rounded stone will do, you understand? No other stone would be suitable for the Raising.’

Tristan was no good at it, of course, and in a short while Elysia had found three perfectly rounded stones. She schooled him several times when he brought forth less than perfectly round stones, showing him how hers were perfectly rounded but his were not.

‘Here,’ she said, handing him one of the stones. ‘You should have the honour of being a part of this ceremony.’ 

‘Ceremony?’ he asked.

‘He is going to make babies,’ she said. When he gasped, she shook her head. ‘Come on, let’s go see what happens next.’

They handed the stones to Boridrhrin, and when they were standing close to the Rock Troll, Tristan’s Stone Egg began to pulsate with a warm glow. The Gor’Ora’Drhrin reached out to take the stone, asking only that he may borrow it, and moved away to sit amongst stone ruins as night fell. 

Tristan and Elysia sat before a campfire with the Elf Prince, as Boridrhrin Bree-Ash began to hum and chant with the Stone Egg glowing like white fire in his open palm. The three stones sat at his feet, and he kneeled over them, leaning over as his arms waved about and his bulk stood out against the light of the fire like a stone that cannot be moved.

He sang the words:

Soot, Ash, Boulder and Stone,

We do not Fear, We Walk Alone,

Towers may Crumble, Towers so Tall,

The Gor’Ora’Drhrin, Never shall Fall,

As his right index finger pressed at the top of the perfectly rounded stones, each of the stones began to pulse with light, one golden, one aqua, one emerald. The light was traced across the stone surfaces in swirling runes that flickered, flared, faded, then sprang up anew.

Pebble, Rock, Stone and Boulder,

The Elves are Old, But We are Older,

Soot, Ash, Boulders may Break,

But do not Fear, my Children, Awake!

The stones flared on and off now, slowly, getting faster, and Tristan looked on with great interest as the stones began to pulse and generate a warm glow from their runes.

Moss, lichen, steel, and rust,

What once was flesh, returns to dust,

Towers may Crumble, Cities and All,

But we, my Children, Never shall Fall.

‘Can you hear how old he is?’ Rorighan the Elf Prince asked them at the end of the ballad.

‘You mean his pain?’ Elysia asked. ‘Yes, I feel that he is very old.’

‘Bori has been around since the Days of Fae,’ the Elf said. ‘Gifting him that Stone Egg to allow him to perform the Raising is not something he will soon forget. He will be in your debt from this day forward.’



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 17

[image: ]




Lord of Vampires

Drahkuhl sat in an ancient carved throne, deep underground in the ruins beneath Bear Isle. One hand pressed to the saliketh stone, that glowed bright ruby and garnet as Drahkuhl’s magic flowed through the device. He had halted in his search for relics of his past life as a mortal man. That could wait. His enemies were gathering against him. They would strike soon. He needed to prepare.

The Magician known as Romedon stood before him, with the Jinn-Magician at his side. Robed all in black, the pale skinned wizard was tall and solid. In many cases this man had aided the peoples of Britain and other nations against demons and other foul creatures. Now he was a pawn and a puppet for Drahkuhl to use. His mind completely owned by Drahkuhl and the saliketh stone. 

The Jinn-Magician clasped Romedon on the shoulder, and the next moment they vanished behind clouds of red smoke. When the smoke cleared, they were gone. Teleported to the western shorelines of Britain, where Lord Rodin and his forces were preparing to invade the island. Romedon would be his secret mediator. He would deceive these young heroes and hopefully obtain one or all three of the spirit animals. Then his magic would grow to levels that no man could match.
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