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Would they still come?

Again and again Lacarna repeated this fearful question. Something within her would not give up hope. Only her son knew how to pass through the dimensional gate in the mountain. 

Her husband had asked her not to tell him, so he could not reveal its location if he was captured. She had never thought that she would once again stand here alone. 

The wound on her right arm hurt. She longed for a hot bath to scrub away all the dirt and encrusted blood, both hers and her opponents’ — to wash away the whole war. But to take a bath would be far too dangerous when she was so tired. If she fell asleep, her dreams would weaken her even further... 

Oh my darling, how I miss you! You crazy pigheaded idiot! The war is lost — why did you move with our son into the middle of this senseless slaughter? The pride of the Elves...

Her heart clenched slightly and she had to lean on her chipped and almost blunt sword until the emotional pain had passed. This was an elf sword that had given her more than a hundred years of loyal service. 

Nervously she ran a hand through her unkempt hair. 

A great sight awaits me on the other side of the gate at this level...

The battered chest plate pressed uncomfortably on her left breast. She longed so much not to have to wear armor anymore, to not always have to be on guard. But most of all she longed once again — even if only for one night — to sleep deeply.

Lacarna grasped her fractured shield tighter. A troll had almost killed her with his mace, and at the same time had broken her shield: 

No, now is not the time for daydreams. If Lunardiel and my true love do not appear here in five minutes, I’ll have to go on alone. 

Suddenly she heard a noise from somewhere above her. It sounded like the scraping of stone on the cliff face. Instinctively the elf held her breath.

It could be her beloved, but perhaps it was a troll who had tracked her down. 

Finally the throbbing in her lungs became unbearable and she had to breathe again. She must have been mistaken. When you are deprived of sleep for long periods of time, even the healthiest of elves begins to hear sounds, to see and perceive things that otherwise are not there. And for eight years she had not really slept at all. 

I wonder what awaits me on the other side? 

Lunardiel had discovered old tunnels in the mountains a few weeks ago. New cracks and openings had formed after an earthquake, and the rebels wanted to explore them to use in their underground war. Behind an illusionary wall, he had come across carvings in a rock passageway. 

It was not the work of a dwarf nor was it from any other known race. The walls had been magically strengthened so they could not be collapsed by external forces, but they certainly were not created with magic. Carefully he paced along the tunnel. When he came to a kind of artificial cave, he was amazed to see a mirror-like, slightly reddish sheet of water hanging vertically in the air. It was surrounded by a richly ornamented frame inset with magical runes. 

Her son quickly realized its function: It was a dimensional gate! 

Using a psionic magic spell, Lunardiel confirmed his suspicions: he had discovered an unknown, ancient dimensional door to another world. According to the information from the spell, Rubidium was the gate’s destination. 

Later he showed it only to her. 

Was that a movement in the shadows?

Lacarna raised her sword and took a defensive position... 



Chapter 1



“What happened to you, darling?” Lacarna gently stroked her husband’s sweaty and dirty hair. With tired eyes, he looked at her. 

“Four trolls were killed, two ogres, twelve crazy ones, and some others — I don’t remember anything else. Eventually I stopped counting.” 

He took her in his arms slowly, carefully. He had fresh wounds and healing potions were now scarce. Although his psychic powers gave him the ability to regenerate, the struggle had weakened them. Tired as he was, he would first need a couple of hours of sleep before his healing body would again be ready to fight. 

They had departed in separate patrols. Lacarna had better luck; she was able to overwhelm a fairly small group of opponents with relative ease, and even take a prisoner who possibly had valuable information. The enemy’s superiority was not ten to one as it had seemed; in sheer numbers it was only six to one, but the men, elves, dwarves and others who were with the rebels were clearly in the minority.

The wounded elf cautiously began to take off his breastplate. Lacarna removed her leather armor as well. When on the battlefield, she much preferred leather to clanking metal. Here in the high refuge of Ereseen in the Temenos Mountains, they could resist the attacks to some extent. But more opponents came with each passing day. They had changed the camp headquarters of the rebel army many times. The final battleground would be here, and no one knew exactly how it would go. Fighting day after day with no time to eat and little food, always on the run, fleeing — they were unable to sleep more than an hour at a time both because it was dangerous and because sleep would weaken more than strengthen them. The days and weeks became a foggy blur, merging together and making no sense. There was no change, except that a larger crowd of giants or an entire gang of trolls were now in the mountains. And other than that, it was just fighting, retreating, healing, running, and keep on living — until the next day. 

How Lacarna wished that her son Lunardiel did not have to see this. She had already lived more than 500 years in peace, enjoying every minute. Her life had been deeply affected by more than 500 years of beauty in nature, art and culture. She remembered how wonderful it was to make ceramic and clay figures, fire them in the kiln, and then display them in the house. She had designed all the tiles and mosaics which decorated their home. That beautiful house was broken, demolished to its foundations. She couldn’t even remember it; all its lovely things were destroyed... But they had escaped with their lives. 

At least Lunardiel had lived 100 good years, more than most — but still, they had now seen 10 years of war. The worst thing was that it was 10 years spent on the losing side. They had to give up more and more territory. Increasing numbers of beings went back to the Old Gods, even elves, who had to know better, and also dwarves. Sometimes families were divided against each other, and it was awful. Fortunately not her family, her husband, her son. That was a comfort in these times. 
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