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​The Tale Of Grundebrand
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​Many Tales Could Be Told
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Many tales could be told

Of men and elves in days of old

For they were brothers once, you see

Two branches of the ancient tree

Of life, planted so long ago

By the will of Light, I trow
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Once, both races held the gift

Of life that seemed immortal

And the gift of Magic Rite

That had been the portal

Through which all things on earth could speak

Beast or plant or stone

Then... mankind sought the power

Of Creation for their own
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Though many years had come and gone

Since that ill-fated stand

Dark tendrils from the Rift of Man

Still plagued the reign of Grundebrand

––––––––

[image: ]


King Grundebrand was of the race

That once had been mankind

His, the only House of Man 

That chose to stay behind

On the day that men had turned 

From the Light’s embrace 

Forever shielding themselves 

From the shame of those disgraced
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Though mankind still possessed the gift

Of life that seemed immortal

They lost the gift of being one

With all life through the portal

So Grundebrand, the fierce and mighty

Stepped into his crown

To lead his kingdom good and true

His lineage renowned

His grandfather’s, father’s, father

Spun the tale of the world

And Grundebrand himself had known

How it had been hurled

Deep into the darkest pit of evil and despair

And what had to be sacrificed

To bring it back from there
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He and his good queen, Anjulae

Were Keepers for the Light

Guardians of Ancient Lore

Castors of Magic Rite

And shelved inside their caverned hall

Were scrolls and manuscripts for all

Who would avail themselves to learn

What knowledge that their hearts did yearn

All sentient beings, kith and kin

With opened arms, were welcomed in
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Who knows when yearning goes too far?

When evil tendrils twist and mar

Even the purest rays of light

To quicken tiny threads of blight

That grasping, pull themselves entwined

Betwixt a blackened soul and mind?

How could they know the peril in

Trusting to their friend, Eadwine?
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For, though mankind had lost one grace

The conscious memory was not erased

From the minds of all displaced

By the path the Darkness traced

And Eadwine could remember well

The world before mankind fell

He had pretensed a goodly force

While the Darkness ran its course

But then, to carry mankind’s burden

Seeing what his friend did guerdon

Became too much for him too bear

And he sank into deep despair

Thus tended, greed grew vine from root

And bore a bitter, jealous fruit

He kept well-hidden everyday

The hatred for his lifelong friend

And his yearning for Anjulae
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And while he kept that secret hidden

Things had come to him unbidden

Terrors plagued him while he slept

And madness came, it slowly crept

Through his shadowed, twisted mind

And finally, left all hope behind
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As Eadwine’s dark evil festered

He spent his days and nights sequestered

Searching for the dreadful Rite

That brought mankind to their sad plight

In the dank, deep underground

He read each mouldy tome he found

Though some in language long since dead

Each word translated in his head

And through a madness fully grown

Conversed in voices not his own
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Then one day, a discovery

Had filled him with a manic glee

There it was! At last! At last!

The Deorc Account of Dreki Cast

So very, very long ago

And wrought by human hand

The Dreki flew across the skies 

Spreading terror through the land
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The glory of Creation

Was forbidden by the Light 

But Darkness whispered to mankind

And sparked the threads of blight

That grew into their jealousy

And greed to have that right

Although they sought the sacred power

They could never wield

The Lifesource and its Magic Keys

Were very well concealed
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But, in their struggle to control

What they did not understand

Fell Rites from the humankind

Were loosed upon the land

When each time that they tried to gain

The knowledge of a Key

Their casting bounded back

Inimical, regrettably

And though they did not create life

They did master mutation

Of those who had been human born

To Dreki incarnation

Forced to wear a dragon skin

Until the end of all

That Magic played a vital role

In causing man to fall
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The Dreki curse, once incanted

Could not be undone

So Light embraced the dragon kind

Thus, evil had not won

––––––––

[image: ]


Their domain now the Hidden Realm

Between the planes of life

A fabled, legendary beast

Whose mythology was rife

With tales of intelligence

For some could surely speak

And tales of the agony

Their flaming breath could wreak

And with the power to create them

Now in Eadwine’s hand

Dark forces began to amass

All across the land
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So Grundebrand was called to council

And left without a care

His wife and daughter, Solveig

And his twin sons Thayne and Thayer

For they were safe inside the wall

Of his mighty kingdom hall

None would lay a wrongful hand

Against the House of Grundebrand

Or so he thought as he rode forth

For the meeting in the north
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How could he know his trusted friend

Would be that peaceful life’s sad end?

For secretly, inside the keep

Eadwine conjured in the deep

With brimstone as the Magic Key

To set the curse of Dreki free
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And none had known that gloomy day

When Grundebrand had rode away

That Thayne and Thayer

Though only eight

Would meet a curs-ed Dreki fate

So too, their mother, Anjulae

Who, horrified, got in the way

Of Eadwine who could not forestall

The Darkness that transformed them all

––––––––

[image: ]


Before their hearts could mark a beat

Eadwine put them all to sleep

And sent them to the Hidden Land

Suspended life held in his hand
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Then, because that Darkness held him thrall

He took himself from that great hall

In madness, roamed from hut to home

Spreading tendrils through the gloam

Tugging on those in the night

Whose greed and fear would make them fight

On the side of evilness

Who promised all

But gave much less.
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​Hravnagud Of Ravens’ Keep

[image: ]




Hravnagud of Ravens’ Keep

Held council in his hall

With the elders of the world

To try and stem the pall

Of suspicion firmly cast o’er the race of men

(That they were joining with Dark force

To rise up once again)

He met the eyes of Grundebrand

Above the frenzied roar

And called the room to order

A guard at every door

––––––––

[image: ]


If the humankind once more

Would rise against the Light

All the domains of the world

In just cause, would unite

Every elder made a pledge

As one to make a stand

Against man’s arrogant desire

To hold life in his hand
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Who knows why mankind turned his back

Upon the earth that gave him birth?

Why does he set his hand against

The very place his life commenced?
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Grundebrand had always known

Why he and his good house alone

Had been spared the Curse of Men

Who never would be whole again

And while he mulled things in his head

His heart was filled with sudden dread

For he saw, racing ‘cross the floor

His good man-at-arms Audemohr

Then every voice in that hall quelled

And every being there beheld

Audemohr drop to one knee

Behind him, the princess, Solveig

She flew to Grundebrand’s embrace

With tears streaking her pretty face

And sobbing, told him that dread wrong:

Her mother and her brothers, gone!
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“Sire,” said good Audemohr

“‘Tis true,” and he rose from the floor

“They are gone without a trace

I took Solveig and left that place

We told no one about our plan

For I knew no trusted man

And knowing of naught else to do

I brought the princess here, to you”
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So, Grundebrand left his daughter

Safe at Ravens’ Keep

He rode across the elven lands

And when he stopped to sleep

A beam of moonlight sifted down

Through the branchy trees

And there appeared the Silver Queen

And he fell to his knees
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She was the starlight and moon shadow

And crystal silver dew

She gazed at him with kindly eyes

(Though, of unearthly hue)

She put her hand upon his shoulder

And bade that he should stand

Then placed a mighty, blackened sword

Into his leathered hand

She whispered words into his ear

And when he spoke them, that blade seared

Red, and then burst into flame

Villieldr, that sword’s name

Then lifting high her silver cowl

Transformed herself into an owl

And flitted silently away

Into the hushed and gloomy grey

None of his men had arisen

As they weren’t privy to that vision

And though his heart was filled with grief

He clung unto hopeful belief

That the Light would e’er prevail

Regardless of the costly trail
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So at dawn, they were fast away

Keeping fear and dread at bay

For in the sight of one and all:

The spires of their kingdom hall!

The castle on the mountaintop

Was carved in living stone

From the tallest of its craggy spires

To cavern depths unknown

For centuries untold it was

A place for all to gather

To study writ of arcane lore

(Magic, if you’d rather)

The knowledge of all ages past

There, housed in sacred trust

(Though, some things so old and forgotten

Had crumbled into dust)

The ancestors of Grundebrand

Had conjured every nook

Cranny, hollow, cleft and crevice

That cradled every book

Illuminated manuscript, scroll and page it took

To document what had transpired

Since the spark of life was fired
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When mankind caused the Rift from Grace 

Most stopped coming to that place

Two generations from the fall

Saw few with memories at all

That spoke to them except in fun

Great children’s tales that were spun

Unwoven threads of fabled lore

That made imagination soar

Yet, some men did remember still

And fought the horrid, bitter pill

That had been the penalty

Of lusting for the Lifesource Key

And like Eadwine, they still did quest

For the answers without rest
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And while they gathered wicked might

Preparing once again to fight

Darkness marched across the land

Towards the hall of Grundebrand.
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​The Golden Maiden
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The golden maiden walked the halls

Of the Ravens’ Keep

Her thoughts relentless in her head

'Twas hard to eat or sleep
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She chanced upon a garden alcove

Through a half-closed door

That she swore had not been open

When she passed before

––––––––

[image: ]


As she entered that small space

The air closed ‘round her in embrace

A saucy breeze twisted her hair

Then whirl-winded up the stair

That was opposite the door

Across the ferny, mossy floor
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Intrigued, she followed up the stair

That twisted ‘round, first here, then there

The old stone green with lichen fern

Up she went, without concern
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They ended at an arched oak door

Whose large wrought iron knocker bore

A goblin face whose tongue stuck out

In permanent, disgusted pout

Even though her heart was sad

She grinned at that mad goblin lad
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She knocked once, then she tried the catch

And heard a click, then it unlatched

Before she felt one shred of doubt

With both hands, she pulled that door out

And then, she saw the strangest thing:

A silvered sphere upon a ring

Of iron, forged with twisted base

The only thing within that place
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She took a step towards it

And felt as if time slowed

And as she reached her hand to it

From deep inside, it glowed
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She placed her palm firm against

Its cool, silvered curve

And when that glowing inside swirled

She almost lost her nerve

But then, she placed her other hand

Firm against the sphere

And her heart was filled with hope

Not despair and fear

While she watched the swirling silver

She became aware

Of a deep, deep humming thrum

That vibrated the air

And suddenly, the whirlwind

Whipped up her cloak and hair

And while she was entranced

She was completely unaware

Of anything on earth

Beyond that room atop the stair
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A crack of thunder made her jump

Wildly, with a jolt!

Just as the orb was hit by

A stupendous lightning bolt!

And as she flew across the floor

Hravnagud burst through the door!

He caught her before she could fall

But, with great force, they hit the wall!

Thus, sitting there in his embrace

She missed the look upon his face

Of relief that he’d been there

Though he’d not lay his feelings bare

He closed his eyes and gently placed

His cheek against her golden hair
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Then, in the ruins of the sphere

What he saw made all things clear

The Stone of Light, the Golden Maid

The hand of destiny well played
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To Solveig, he explained it all

While racing towards her father’s hall

With word spreading across the land

Their fate would lay with Grundebrand.
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​The Great Grey Owl
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The great grey owl followed Eadwine

Gliding silently

But he saw her not at all, so intent was he

To find the dwelling of the smith

Whose services he sought

To forge a length of Magic chain

That must be dwarven wrought
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Though he knew his task was to

Sow the seeds of strife

His thoughts strayed to the Hidden Land

Where slept the king’s good wife
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And though ‘twas true the curse of Dreki

Could not be undone

There may be power yet afoot

To stay what he’d begun
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He felt a twinge of sorrow

When he thought of Anjulae

And wished his casting had not caught her

On that fateful day
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The company of men he led

Thought he was addled in the head

He spoke in tongues and vaguely stared

And none of them had been prepared

For the fate that they all shared
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They rode along an elven path

And one road became two

They took the worn, well-traveled way

For that is what men do

Then suddenly before them

There loomed a sheer rock face

Encamping with uneasy air

They distrusted that place

But as the twilight darkness crept

Every man with Eadwine slept

He alone witnessed the door

That just appeared, by Magic lore
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Hopelessness, dread and despair

Did permeate the very air

A sadness that was so profound

With buckled knees, he hit the ground
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And even his dark, twisted soul

Could not ignore the aching pull

Faint at first, but ever creeping

The souls of the departed, weeping

And just as his world faded black

That odd door opened up a crack
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Later, all Eadwine would know

Of that blacksmith and his forge glow

Was: he would have the chain he sought

And it would be dwarven wrought

That part of his plan now laid

He never knew the price he paid

For, everything that Eadwine knew

The blacksmith now was privy to
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As for the company he’d led

He didn’t see they lay there dead

He sat befuddled on his horse

And let that beastie choose his course

The great grey owl watched him leave

For Eadwine, there was no reprieve
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The owl glided silently

And made her way from tree to tree

Hiding in the cloak of night

Her velvet winged, well purposed flight

Between the forest and rock wall

Then up to the mighty fall

Of water at the mountain’s peak

That few would find, though many seek
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She faced the roiling, thunderous din

And without fear, she flew right in

As hidden on the other side

Was something for which many died

In seeking, ‘twas in fact a portal

From this world to a place immortal

Wherein did reside the force

That placed us all upon life's course
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The owl was transformed

When she cleared the portal door

The Silver Queen now stood upon

A splendid mossy floor
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She was the starlight and moon-shadow

And crystal, silver dew

She answered to a thousand names

But spoke to very few
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The first great Watcher of the world

From highest peak to tree root burled

From molten lava spewed and hurled

To tiny fronds of fern well curled

Alluring voice of Nature’s call

She was the mother of us all
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Then, in that place, in all due course

She called each elemental force

They gathered ‘round her in a swirl

Like blanketing a precious pearl

Then dissipated in a whirl

Before the thundered rumbling

That heralded the Golden King

The all-father, the seed of life

He, her husband, She, his wife

Each had willful, purposed force

Together, they were the Lifesource
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Time stood still as they embraced

In that lovely, hidden place

They sorrowed that humanity

Could not forestall its plight

Resigned to fate, and what must come

They wept and disappeared from sight.
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​He Stopped At The Forest Edge
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He stopped at the forest edge

And let his rage ring out

The thunder coming from the falls

Drowned his anguished shout

He closed his eyes against the sorrow

Of his missing wife

And his lads, each freckled face

All three gone, without a trace

For though they searched both night and day

There was no sign of Anjulae

Nor of Thayer, nor of Thayne

And his heart was clove in twain
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In his woe, he thought of death

And leaned against a tree, bereft

The tree, awakened by such grief

Moved each branch and twig and leaf

To shelter him that he might weep

Freely, then be lulled to sleep

And while he slept

Thoughts filled his head

That his wife and sons weren’t dead

Though, they were lost to him for now

He would get them back, somehow
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Grabbing that thin thread of hope

He took a deep breath and awoke

Once more, he stood on solid ground

And felt life energy abound

It flowed through him, up from the earth

One with life, his right of birth

Try as they might, none would stand

Against the wrath of Grundebrand.
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​The Wizard Stood On Ancient Ruins
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The wizard stood on ancient ruins

With hands raised to the skies

And with the Dark force in his blood

He bade the winds to rise

And rise they did, fiercely

Blasting ‘round the valley floor

A hurricane of such great force

The moon could hear its roar
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Amid the chaos of the storm

The darkly feathered ones were borne

Aloft, their taloned feet and focused stares

Urging on their cloud night-mares

Whose steely hoofbeats thundered ‘round

Cracking as they hit the ground

With jagged lightning vaulting high

When they flew back towards the sky

The storm grew with intensive force

With each night-mare’s purposed course

To loose the stones atop the door

That lay beneath the ancient floor
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For deep under those ancient stones

They waited, dried up bits and bones

‘Till such dark and evil cries

Gave them flesh, that they might rise
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Once this was their kingdom hall

And they towered over all

But two millennia ago

They joined in battle with the foe of

Light, and when that cause was lost

They were left to pay the cost

And banished to the underworld

Where all the foes of Light are hurled
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Beneath the ruin of their hall

Deep within the ground

The last immortal giants lay

Where Magic kept them bound
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As the wizard’s shouted words

Kept his feet securely planted

He watched the denizens of darkness 

Do his bidding, as incanted

Thunder roared both far and wide

As they took down the mountainside

Vengeful wraith and night-mare wrath

Had moved rockfall and cleared the path

Then, with their hooves harder than steel

They clove in twain those doors of Sheol

And when the earth shook from below

The wizard knew, ‘twas time to go
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