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Introduction
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Who could have foreseen the astonishing sight of Rogerix soaring through the sky on the back of a Rainbow Serpent? Equally unbelievable was the Self-Appointed One's creation of a ring, a device that ensnared the gentle Fairy within its golden circle. His already formidable dark powers were now augmented by the Fairy's, and he was on the brink of seizing control of the ancient Kingdom of Elphamia.

A vast, menacing army, a coalition of Men, Goyles, Ogres, and Rocs, had already swept across the land, leaving destruction in its wake. The Pixies and Dragons, once the guardians of these lands, were now fleeing in fear. And as if this was not enough, a new, even more terrifying enemy had emerged - the Draugar.

These horrifying creatures, neither dead nor alive, had somehow been created from the mineworkers whose poor, unfortunate souls had been prevented from passing into the waiting arms of the Great Spirit. Looking almost like Men, the creatures wore tattered soil-encrusted clothes that hung from their blackened, dead-looking skin. If their appearance was startling enough, the fact that they also possessed great strength and a desire for flesh was unheard of within these lands.

Even in the days of the great battle, never had such forces been unleashed, and now the might of the Self-Appointed One looked unstoppable, and his evil plans were about to come to fruition...
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Chapter One
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A deadly projectile, a slim shaft of wood with a sharp metallic point, sliced through the air, its feathered butt fluttering as it homed in on its prey. Time seemed to stretch, the arrow hanging in the air for a heartbeat, allowing Rogerix a clear view. He twisted his body, narrowly avoiding the lethal trajectory, the arrow grazing his ears as it sped past.

Had he been a mere Elphin Rabbit, the arrow would not have found its mark. But now, as a Hare, his elongated ears seemed to beckon the arrow. Yet, by a hair's breadth, it missed, leaving Rogerix with a rush of relief.

The danger was palpable, the next arrow a mere heartbeat away. The Rainbow Serpent remained unfazed, its attention fixed on the figure in white atop the tower of the Great King's former castle, who sensing the impending conflict, raised his glowing crook.

Rogerix’s skin tingled, and it was not just down to his nerves, which were jangling on their own accord. The Self-Appointed One was all-powerful, a force to be reckoned with, and it looked like the battle they were about to commence would not last long. The outcome seemed inevitable, and the last hope of freedom would die with defeat.

It had been quite an adventure he had not willingly undertaken, commencing with the Friar and the Men entering his village. He had taken an arrow on that occasion, which had embedded itself into the little bag slung over his shoulder. The shaft of his trusty spade had come to the rescue, and he longed for it to be in his hand. He would have chosen to be on the ground, digging a hole deep enough to get away. Down and down, he would have dug until he could dig no more. He was, however, in a huge hole, and it looked as though there was no way of digging himself out of it!

A flash of light suddenly emerged from the tip of the Self-Appointed One’s crook, which was now being held aloft, and within a few short moments, a lightning bolt shot out in their direction. Rogerix's fear of thunder and lightning, a primal dread that gripped him. He could usually be found cowering under his bed whenever there was a storm, but there was no bed or anything else to shelter beneath.

Static energy began to build as the lightning bolt zipped through the air, and all that Rogerix could do was wait for it to discharge itself within their bodies. He closed his eyes, fearing the worst, knowing the next second would probably be his last. He held his breath, counting down from ten, and when he reached zero, for some reason, he did not feel his body convulse with the direct hit he had been expecting. Instead, a wave of relief washed over him.

Opening his eyes, Rogerix was amazed to see that the bolt had slowed down just like the arrow, only this time, instead of whizzing past, it turned in the air and shot back in the direction from which it had come.

The Rainbow Serpent, in a display of awe-inspiring power, had somehow taken control of the bolt. Rogerix could see that his multicoloured scales were glowing more vibrantly than he had seen them before. His whole body seemed to be charged with energy, and a tingling sensation emanated from the Serpent’s body, leaving Rogerix in awe of the creature's might.

Two great forces were now at play, one good and one evil, and poor Rogerix seemed to be caught in the middle. The uncertainty of the battle's outcome weighed heavily on him. He did not know what to do as the bolt of lightning wrapped itself around the Self-Appointed One. He did not seem to be harmed as the energies subsided, being absorbed by the crook, which was glowing even more brightly, adding to the suspense of the moment.

The first exchange had ended in a draw, and as they grew closer, the second round commenced. This time, the Self-Appointed One released two bolts of lightning, and they flashed out towards them in quick succession. Instinctively, Rogerix drew the Sacred Sword from his belt, and as the Serpent caught the first bolt, he tried to deflect the other one away with the blade.

A blinding flash of light followed a mighty rumble as the sword shook within his hand. Rogerix felt as though his body was about to explode as his fur stood up on end, the intense heat and crackling energy of the lightning bolt coursing through him.

Whirling lights and a static charge rippled around him, and he felt his whole body shatter into tiny fragments. Every molecule seemed to be torn apart, and although he had experienced his outer body separate from his aetheric body before, this sensation felt as though his whole being had been cast into countless pieces.

The fragmentation seemed complete, as he could see bits of himself flying off in all directions. The sword had acted as a lightning conductor, and his body had earthed the charge. Even the tip of his trusty spear had a luminous glow. Rogerix could see his contorted face torn apart in the reflection as his whole visage warped before rapidly disintegrating...
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Chapter Two
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Tiny fragments scattered within the swirling clouds of the Oracle, like sparkling dust caught in a maelstrom as the Sprite gasped, turning her head away in distress. 

The Oracle was an incredible piece of technology, and the Rainbow Serpent had emerged from its midst. However, his arrival had been brought about by Rogerix unwittingly dropping a small pebble down onto the top of his head. The Serpent had been asleep for quite some considerable time, and the world had changed beyond all recognition while he slumbered.

Looking over her shoulder at the prostrate Rogerix, lying there in his outer body, she was not sure what effect his fragmentation would have. It was a perplexing sight, even for a Sprite.

In all her years of experience, the Sprite had never witnessed anyone fragment in such a manner. Did it mean that he would now return to his outer body, or was it a sign that his soul had left altogether to transcended the realm of the Great Spirit?

That was her only thought, and the Sprite could think of no other as she tried to drag herself away from the Oracle. Her heart was torn between the desperate need to know and the paralyzing fear of what she might find.

His body looked still and lifeless, and there had been no sudden flash of light signalling his aetheric body’s return, and without him, there was no chance of defeating the Self-Appointed One.

The Sprite was frozen to the spot, her emotions surging in a tidal wave of anguish. It was a struggle to break free, her limbs weighed down as if made of pure lead.

Rogerix lay still on his back, starkly contrasting the vibrant cave surrounding him. His eyes were open but devoid of life, and it was as if he had been carved from stone, much like the statue of the Great King, which always seemed to have a certain lifelike quality.

The Sprite had often noticed that Rogerix's eyes would glaze over whenever he was lost in thoughts of pies, a simple pleasure he seemed to value more than any amount of gold or precious stones. She knew that his true treasure was the friendship of those he cared about, and now, she feared for their safety more than ever.

Slowly, the Sprite walked towards where he was lying, her leaden limbs moving painfully slowly, and she nearly stumbled down the stone steps of the lower stone circle. Half walking and half crawling, somehow she made her way towards him before falling to her knees in front of his lifeless body.

The Sprite touched the side of his neck, feeling the warmth that still lingered. Bending down, she listened for any sign of breathing and, checking his vital signs, she discovered that he was still alive, although barely.

Rogerix was somewhere else even though his body was here with her, and as she placed her hand upon his head, she tried to enter his thoughts. Usually, she was able to do this, but disturbingly, there did not seem to be anything to connect with on this occasion. Her frustration was palpable as she struggled to bridge the gap between them.

Tears rolled down her cheeks as she pulled her hand away, and she felt just as helpless as Rogerix, who appeared to have left his body behind and ventured somewhere beyond her comprehension.

The question echoed in her mind, a desperate plea for a solution. What could she possibly do to save him?

The Sprite thought of the Draugar, who were neither dead nor alive, but looking down at him, Rogerix did not appear to have degenerated that far. It was a real mystery, and there was no one she could call upon to help.

Time seemed to slip by, and with it, there was no change in his condition. Usually, she would call upon the Fairies, her closest allies, for assistance, but the last time she saw them, they had difficulties of their own.

Through the Oracle, she witnessed a scene that sent shivers down her spine. A hairy tentacle, seemingly from nowhere, snatched a Fairy. The once serene glade was now a trap, covered in a thick, sticky white, silken thread. The Sprite's horror grew as the Fairy's cries for help were muffled by the same substance that cocooned her.

All the Fairies were now huddled in the heart of a vast web, their delicate wings quivering with fear, guarded by a monstrous, repulsive spider. It was a sight that struck terror in the heart, for it was not just any spider, but one of immense size and a sinister, otherworldly glow. It was evident that some dark magic was at play, transforming a mere spider into a creature of nightmares, holding the Fairies in its merciless grip.

The Sprite was left dumbfounded, unable to comprehend how they had been so outmatched. It was a bitter realization that the Self-Appointed One had coerced the captive Fairy into conjuring this monstrous beast!

Yet, in the face of this overwhelming darkness, the Sprite's resolve remained unshaken. She pondered, more determined than ever, how they could possibly overcome this malevolent magic?

The Sprite sighed. She could not bear to sit and watch Rogerix but could not abandon him either.

With another deep sigh, the Sprite stumbled to her feet, and as she looked around, she saw nothing but open water stretching out as far as she could see. The little island stood alone in the vast cave, and the loneliness crept over her. There was no way of getting back to her own people, and even if there was, then she did not know if they had also been attacked by another terrible monster. The only company she had was the Oracle, so taking a deep breath, she returned to the raised stone circle, her heart heavy with the fear of the unknown that loomed over her like a dark cloud.

The crystal around the Sprite's neck began to shimmer, casting a mesmerizing glow as the familiar swirling white clouds started to form in the well-like hole. The brilliant crystals of the inner lining began to throb with life as the swirling clouds coalesced into a vivid image.

The Sprite was transfixed by the colossal battle unfolding between the Rainbow Serpent and the Self-Appointed One. The former castle of the Great King crackled with life as bolts of lightning danced in the air. Perched atop one of the towers, the Self-Appointed One’s crook emitted a sudden burst of light, his cloak billowing in the wind. The beam shot towards the multi-coloured flying Serpent, releasing a thunderous roar upon impact.

The Rainbow Serpent quivered, radiating an even more intense glow than before, as he prepared to strike back. He unleashed a bolt of lightning towards his adversary, the air crackling with energy. The bolt hit the Self-Appointed One, who seemed to absorb it, though the impact was enough to force him a step back.

Arrows also shot into the air, fired by the archers positioned on the ramparts, which fizzed off the Rainbow Serpent’s scales. He seemed to have some sort of an energy shield around himself, although, with the constant stream of arrows combined with the lightning bolts, the Sprite could not help but worry about his safety. How much more could he take before his energy shield failed?

The Rainbow Serpent twisted and turned in the sky, with his wings flapping intensely as he came in for another attack. This one was met like the last with return fire, and every time he did this, he seemed to grow a little weaker. He had clearly underestimated the power of the Self-Appointed One, and the Sprite could see that he was gradually losing the battle. The Sprite's heart sank, as it would only be a matter of time before his power weakened sufficiently for his energy shield to fail, and then he would be at the mercy of the constant stream of arrows being fired at him.

The Sprite's concern grew, as the image of the battle between the Rainbow Serpent and the Self-Appointed One began to fade as the swirling clouds obscured her view. Then, as she looked down into the well-like hole, another image began to form.

Swarms of Rocs swept down from the sky, attacking the fleet of Dragon boats sailing down the river, resplendent with their red and white sails. She could see Ior, King of the Pixies, standing on the bridge of the leading boat, barking out orders and coordinating his defence.

Above him, Dragon Riders held on tightly, pressing their legs against the smooth scales of their Dragons as they fired flaming sage arrows at the attacking force. Other archers positioned on the boats also fired their arrows, and between the madness, additional Dragons swooped down, sending out jets of flames as they tried to hold off the Rocs.

The riverbank was also alive with Men and Goyles, attempting to shoot down the Dragons with their own arrows. Friars were giving orders amongst them, as lighted arrows shot towards the Dragon boats, causing small fires to break out as they attempted to set them alight.

Ior’s face contorted again as he continued shouting.

“Put those fires out!”

Sage fire shot out from a group of Dragons who strafed the ground as they came in low, causing chaos and destruction. The Men and Goyles were temporarily scattered, but as the Dragons shot back into the air, they quickly regrouped. The whole scene was one of utter carnage as the casualties grew on both sides, emphasizing the urgency of the situation.

Amidst the chaos, Ogres swung their clubs with fearless abandon, aiming to knock the Dragons out of the sky. And they were not alone. The most fearsome opponents of all had joined the fray.

Looking almost like Men, creatures with tattered, soil-encrusted clothes hanging from their blackened, dead-looking skin slipped into the water. They were the undead, referred to as the Draugar, mythical creatures said to be so horrifying that they would strike fear into the hearts of the bravest warriors.

They were the creation of the Self-Appointed One, who had learnt how to prevent those poor, unfortunate souls who had lost their lives in the gold mines from entering the waiting arms of the Great Spirit.

The Draugar were now swimming towards the Dragon boats with large axes strapped to their backs, which they would use when they reached their targets. It was not just the axes, as they would also use their sharp teeth to tear into the flesh of the Pixies after they had crushed them, and then, even more horrifying, they would attempt to devour them and drink their blood...
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Chapter Three
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Sunlight reflected off the fast-flowing water of the river as the sail of the lead boat billowed in the breeze. Red and white stripes rippled, tinged with dark patches where flaming arrows had caught the canvas.

Arrows shot back and forth, as the boats clung to the far side of the river, trying to catch the current at its peak. It was no easy task for those attempting to intercept them, but the Draugar were no ordinary foe.

Blessed with unnatural strength and speed, they cut their way through the water with just a single thought on their minds. The Self-Appointed One had created them with his dark magic, with an overwhelming desire for Pixie flesh, as they swarmed towards the Dragon boats, bringing their terrifying presence closer with every passing minute.

Through the heat of battle, Ior suddenly spotted something out of the corner of his eye. Gripping hold of his looking glass, he had trouble believing what he was seeing. Tortured faces with black peeling flesh and haunted eyes stared back at him, and he nearly dropped it with shock as the whole of his body went ridged.

Ior was a proud warrior and regarded as a great leader amongst his people, who loved and looked after them. But how was he supposed to do that when faced with something so evil that was neither dead nor alive?

“Prepare to repel boarders!”

Ior’s words boomed out with a confidence that belayed his fear as he dropped his looking glass, which now swung on a cord around his neck. His heart raced, a drumbeat of dread, as he clasped his ceremonial horn, giving short blasts to signal the other boats that they were about to have some uninvited company.

The first of the Draugar, with their ashen skin and sunken eyes, drew near as he released the horn, letting it dangle next to his looking glass. His legs felt like lead and refused to move as a pair of blackened hands clasped hold of the side of his boat. Then, as he managed to pull his sword out of the sheath at his side, a blackened face rose up, peering at him with a deathly look.

The Draug, a monstrous creature with decaying flesh and glowing eyes, arrived, signalling a new development that stunned Ior and his crew to the core. They had been battling the enemy at a distance, and now they were at hand. It had always been a possibility, although being faced with such a creature was something none of them had ever envisioned.

The nearest Pixie looked in terror as the creature hauled itself over the side of the boat. Another fired an arrow into it, but that had no effect. He fired a second, but how was he supposed to kill something already dead? The crew's fear was palpable, their breaths coming in short, panicked gasps as they realized the futility of the action.

Ior realised that these creatures could not be killed by conventional means. Somehow, they had to find another way, and as he raised his sword, ready to charge, the Draug leapt forward, descending upon the unfortunate Pixie. There was nothing that he could do as a bone-chilling scream rang out, as its blackened teeth ripped into the flesh of its victim as the others watched in horror.

“Aaaahh!”

The Sprite's scream reverberated around the well-like hole, as she had never encountered such a ghastly sight, and she could no longer bear to look at the image displayed by the Oracle.

Never in the history of the ancient kingdom of Elphamia had such a sight been witnessed, and she was filled with horror. Her thoughts were now in turmoil, as were the swirling clouds of the Oracle, which now swept around in a whirlwind.

The Fairies were cocooned in the white webbing spun by the giant spider. Rogerix’s aetheric body had disintegrated, and his outer body was barely alive, and now this!

The Sprite, overwhelmed by the dire situation, buried her face in her hands and wept, her tears a testament to her deep despair.

It was as if the very fabric of the world was unravelling, the dawn of a new age bringing with it a wave of terrifying consequences.

As the Sprite's tears continued to flow, a sense of despair engulfed her. She could not help but wonder how long it would be before nothing was left. The only refuge seemed to be the Realm of the Dragons, but many were locked in a desperate battle to save the Pixies. From what she had seen, there would be few left to return to the sanctuary of its protective walls.

The Dragons were their last hope, and if they perished, then there would be nothing to stop the Self-Appointed One’s forces from sweeping the land clean of all those who resisted his evil ways.

Somehow, the Sprite had to calm her nerves, although they were just as shattered as those battling the Draugar. From deep within, she managed to summon enough courage to open her eyes.

As the Oracle's swirling clouds slowly stabilized, a new image began to form. It was less traumatic than the last, but it carried a weight that was far from comforting.

The Great Mountain stood defiant, proud against the darkening sky, with the carving of the Great King looking out across the valley below. He would not have been too pleased to have seen the path leading up towards him full of Men, Ogres, and Goyles.

There was a gap where the land had slipped, creating a protective divide, which had temporarily been bridged by the Leprechauns enabling many to cross to the safety of the vast cavern below. Their actions had decided the fate of the first battle, and it was clear to see that a second loomed. The Sprite gasped as she noticed that the bridge had now been repaired.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE CHRONICIES
OF EIPHAMIA
AN EPIC FANTASY ADVENTURE
PART SEVEN.
THE CAVE OF THE ANCIENTS

TN iy SN
CINDY MARIE LLOVICH





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





