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Introduction




    A throne is only a bench covered with velvet. (Walker)




    So many people had written about leaders and kings. Yet, what really makes the difference between a leader or king and a follower and commoner? There is not much difference.




    We know of the legendary King Arthur of Camelot. He thought of the Knights of the Round Table and brought justice back into the fold. However, he lost his wife to his knight and his own son stabbed him in the back.




    What makes a great leader or king? What is his difference from the poor variety -- a great idea, a significant act that affected many, a charismatic or impressive demeanor?




    In the case of King Henry XIII, it was his great number of wives and his capacity to have his own wife and queen beheaded for not wanting to divorce him. Some would say he was not great. Some would say he was great for prioritizing the heir to the throne over anything else.




    Was Caesar great?




    «These days we know exactly what we want in a leader. They have to share our ideas, be persistent, and have people like us in mind no matter what they do. If they do not possess these qualities, we do not elect them. This was not the case thousands of years ago. You had a leader and you did what they said. In many cases, they did not care about the people. They did not care about you. Then, there came a man called Julius Caesar. He was noticeably different and he did not just have himself in mind. Julius Caesar revolutionized leadership to the point that he is a hero because he gained his nation power and authority, he made laws and policies fair, and he brought his people happiness and prosperity. His policies and actions were unprecedented in his time. This made him stand out as a true leader, and the best one the world had ever known. » (Hub Pages)




    Was Jesus great? Many claim he is the king of all kings. Unlike Caesar, he did not bring anyone prosperity. He only made promises of heaven. There is no proof except healing miracles that he delivers what he promised. He gained no power or authority for his people, especially his twelve disciples. In fact, the very people, that he loved, crucified him, and the disciples scattered everywhere in terror. The romans nailed some of those disciples upside down, a fate worse than that of Jesus. Christians have been persecuted all over the world, though not as much as the Jews.




    Hitler brought Germany wealth, power, and fame. However, he did in such a way that the Germans are now quite embarrassed about that part of their history. Was he great?




    Do you know what I think?




    In the King and I, Anna’s son asks Anna when they found out that the King of Siam was dying, «Was he a great king?»




    Anna replied, «I don’t know, Louie, but this one tried very, very hard.»




    Leadership is very difficult. Responsibility for many entails personal sacrifices and I am sure much self-doubt and anguish. Those, who tried very, very hard, are always worth a tale or two -- how they tried to rise above themselves, their situations, and all the rest. Rise or fall, the effort makes it worth the telling.


  




  

    
Prologue




    My name is Allo, son of deceased great king, Sura, and great queen, Tre Theura. It seemed like an eternity passed since we were a great family and lived in the great big castle on top of the tallest mountain in our kingdom. However, it was a mere seventeen years after when I found myself living in one of smallest, dirtiest huts in the forest. There I lived through each day by telling myself that I was quite fortunate to be alive and by nurturing a deep hatred for the people who killed my family, biding my time until I could have my revenge.




    I was seven years old when the Darks ambushed our palace in the middle of the night. The Darks or Ufiads were a terrible clan of underground dwellers, who were our enemies for so long. The Ufiads and the Lights hated each other through decades because of great differences – the former being a cruel vicious lot who thrived in darkness, the latter being a peace loving people, who thrived in sunlight.




    Then one night, the Ufiads suddenly attacked and killed our whole army in just a matter of hours, owing much to the element of surprise that overcame us and to their ability to see quite clearly in the darkness.




    Our family was reposing at the time in our own quarters. When we heard of the uproar on the grounds, we all rushed to the old sorceress’s chamber to try to find out from Inin what caused the sudden furor.




    However, Inin was very old then. She served our family all her life as a seer. That night, she lay on her bed, dying. She could barely turn her head towards us when we came in the door. We stood by her bedside – my father, my mother, who was with child at the time, my nursemaid, Seran, my thirteen-year-old sister, Ulna and I.




    Weakly, she spoke. Her words had come out like a gush of wind but to this day remained in my mind like an imprint on stone. She told us that the Ufiad king was after the child my mother was carrying. He somehow gotten hold of a prophecy that one day the Light king’s third child would come and behead the Ufiad King. Therefore, the Dark’s mission of the hour was to find my mother and annihilate the threat that grew in her womb. Ours was to save both.




    Inin held out a withered hand towards my mother and my mother knelt by her side. Inin laid the same hand upon my mother’s belly and chanted words I understood not but of which sounds I knew from constantly watching her conjure spells.




    Suddenly, a loud swooping rose out from outside of the window and a huge shadow crossed the sill. Inin looked up at the gigantic bird, soaring by at great speed as if she expected it. Just before the bird flew away, Inin looked directly at me and said “The pendant!” I had understood what she meant only later.




    Then, Inin had disappeared and my mother had crumpled to the ground. We all had known she was dead from the way she laid so still. My father sorrowfully knelt by her side and kissed her. Then, he took his xuntar, exclusively Light weaponry, and left the room.




    Ulna and I rushed to my mother and wept. As I knelt, a glitter caught my eye. On the bed lay a pendant of emblazoned silver and green fire gem. At the time, I was too much in grief to ponder upon it, so merely took it, and hung it about my neck.




    From then on, events flew so quickly and so alarmingly that I had not the chance to think. Only years after did I begin torturing myself wondering if I could have saved my sister had I done something substantial and had I known the power of the pendant. The Ufiads came, all clad in black robes and hoods to cover, if gossips were true, hideous faces and bodies which were the result of living underground for so long. They also carried tolbors – huge black weaponry, with two evil looking blades arching in different directions – all save one, who seemed to be their leader, for he carried, in his right hand, my father’s dismembered head.




    My sister screamed at this horror but the Ufiad pushed past her as if he heard naught, towards the dead body of my mother. He saw that her belly was empty and this seemed to infuriate him beyond reason. He let out a blood-curdling yell that shook the castle walls. A network of blue lightning surrounded his figure, as he did so, which made me suspect that he was a sorcerer of some sort.




    Then, he grabbed my sister and flung her to the floor, where he proceeded to plunder her. Of course, at age seven, I did not fully comprehend what was happening. Seran took me from the sight of my screaming sister and her beastly assailant to the open door. Black clad arms reached out and took hold of my nursemaid, pulling her back. Struggling, she took me desperately by my collar and flung me out the door.




    “Allo, child, run!” she cried. The last I saw of her was her gentle youthful face, white with shock and dread, as black robed bodies slowly enveloped her.




    I turned and ran as fast as I could into the yard. I went unnoticed amidst the vicious fighting that filled the castle grounds. However, just as I reached the tall gates of the castle, an Ufiad saw me and lunged at me, hooking me with his tolbor. The blade made a perfect arch across my torso but, upon looking down, I found, to my utter amazement, and to that of my attacker – that I was unmarred. Not one spot of blood stained my shirt or his weapon. We both stood stock still for a long moment before I recovered from my surprise and took the opportunity to continue my escape. I looked back once to see the Ufiad, still by the gate, complete incomprehension in his stance.




    That was the last I saw of my home until I saw it again years after.




    I ran down the mountain until my legs could run no longer. I fell by a tree into unconsciousness and woke up in a house in the village. One of my people found and recognized me and hid me for some time from the Ufiads. However, afraid that the Dark King would eventually learn of their treason, they left me in town purposely but without telling me.




    I roamed the streets until I found a broken wagon, which became my bed and source of living. For ten years, I carted heavy loads for the miners, farmers, and tradesmen. I dressed like a common boy and called myself Aom, meaning “boy”, instead of Allo or King Allo as was my rightful title. The family, who found me, would see me on the streets but would not recognize me, because I was covered in dirt and grime




    Meanwhile, the Ufiads made life for the Lights miserable. The strong Ufiad troops diminished our own troops, rendering us defenseless. Every harvest was taken by the Ufiads, which left the Lights to starve or feed on the wild roots or berries in the forest. The Ufiads did not take our food to eat it. Their diet was different from ours and consisted of humans and rodents. They took it simply to make our people weaker. The Ufiads became better built and stronger while the Lights became undernourished and weak, succumbing to every demand of their enemy. Some of my people they took down into their underground kingdom and made as slaves.




    The only time we were able to have some semblance of peace was from sun up to sun down, about which time the Ufiads retreated under the ground for the sunlight hurt their eyes. This was the time the Light men met to practice the xuntar. Several attempts at rebellion failed miserably. From the very start, we were bound to lose. The way to the underground kingdom was a confusing network of tunnels. Along the tortuous route were Ufiad troops, which outnumbered us tenfold.




    Then there was the king. I was quite correct on the first moment of our acquaintance in assessing him to be a sorcerer. Tales of his practice of magic on his own people circulated amongst the villagers. Any Ufiad, who did not follow his command, suffered terribly. The Dark King turned him into a huge toad with a hog’s face.




    Fortunately, he left much of the dealings with us to his subordinates and we saw very little of him, except for when we attempted rebellion. Only then did we suffer his wrath. One time, he sentenced our village to a dreadful plague. Everyone was ill except for me, much to my puzzlement!




    Rumor had it that he begot a daughter who was so hideous, even by Ufiad standards, that he was embarrassed of her. He kept her well hidden at all times. He let no one get near to her. This was what we saw as one of his weaknesses. There were very few of these. Through the years, everyone came to await the appearance of my long lost brother, who would destroy the leader of the clan that oppressed us. I would suppose that the king too awaited the third child of Light, but with dread. He must continually have searched for him all these years, which would perhaps explain why he did not bother much about me.




    I grew up to be a strong lad – not too tall but wiry and quick. At twenty-four, I could fell the highest tree and trek the forest blindfolded. I became second best at the art of xuntar next to my teacher, Buerom – a tall handsome fellow, who could beat an Ufiad with both feet tied together, if he but tried.




    Before we begin with the story, let me first enlighten you on how I will recount our little tale. I am not the hero of the story. I think you have already guessed that from the prophecy. I played only what I deem was an insignificant part, and most of the events I did not personally experience but merely were accounts of those others, who had been involved. I also apologize for any errors on my part, for I had as much education as the commoner, owing to the circumstances that beset me. However, who needed education at that time? We were all intent on surviving.




    Despite of all these, I sincerely hope you enjoy my account of my people’s tale that happened long ago in a world far different from yours. However, you might find it not quite so different.


  




  

    
Chapter One - The Underbrush
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    The Underbrush was what we called the place where elves and fairies lived. They hardly showed themselves to other creatures for they like the peaceful life, taking care of flora and fauna. They lived on the purest fruits and vegetation and their favorite pastimes were playing games and telling tales of the outside world. Although they generally did not interfere with the outside world, they sometimes took it upon themselves to protect the good in a subtle way, which is why we begin our story here.




    For one fine day in the Underbrush, the head fairy sent a messenger to find Lorac, the fleetest-footed and winged male fairy in the land. Lorac was very intelligent and agile, championing most of the sports and wit games. Perhaps, his intelligence and agility made him restless. He often dreamed of going beyond the bounds of the Underbrush.




    The messenger found him telling a story to some other fairies. As soon as the messenger delivered the message, Lorac took to his feet and half-sprinted, half-flitted to the head fairy’s home at such great speed that the messenger gave up trying to tail behind. Now, the human eye could not find the head fairy’s dwelling place. The Underbrush hid between two interlocking hills, which looked the same from whatever angle one perceived it. It was just beyond a complacent wall of rock. The chambers within were made of shimmering crystalline that reached up to what seemed infinite heights. Right at the center of the largest room was a comparably minute throne upon which an old fairy presided. Her wings were greater than any other fairy’s and looked more gossamer than the spray of a waterfall, as it hit the rocks. When she spoke, it was like the sound of a spring tinkling through pebbles on the beach.
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