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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

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.’
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