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Introduction
There are two main factors which influence our lives, and they are fate and destiny.
Our destiny is something that we cannot change as it is our future, where as our fate is something that we can influence. Whoever we are, and whatever we do, we all have a free choice as to whether or not we do or do not a certain thing. However, whatever we decide to do, try as we might, we cannot escape what is destined to happen to us!

Long, long ago, in a time before Men, there was once an ancient kingdom know as Elphamia, which was ruled over by a wise and popular leader known as the Great King. He had a very jealous younger brother who wished to take over his kingdom, and despite his best efforts, the Great King was forced into a terrible battle, which not only cost him his life, but also the lives of most of his people, leaving his kingdom in ruin.

The Great King’s followers then took his body burying it deep inside a mountain, carving his image upon it, as a constant reminder of all that he had achieved. A legend then arose stating that one day he would emerge from the mountain, to rebuild his Kingdom...
Laying in his warm, comfortable bed, Roggie a young Elphin Rabbit from The Land of Moors and Woods, was thinking of many things. Roggie was always thinking, but seldom did any of the things that he had been thinking about. His life revolved around his thoughts, and one day, just like any other, he was deep in thought, when a sudden commotion disturbed him.

A Friar from The Land of Men had entered his village announcing that they now had a new King known as the Self Appointed One, who was going to protect them from the Dragons. However, this would not be cheap, and any who failed to pay would be sent to the gold mines.
None of the villagers had ever heard of such a creature, and Roggie was no exception. He had no money, and not wishing to be sent to the mines, fled his burrow, soon finding himself in a strange land. Guided by a kindly Faery, he discovered not only the monument to the Great King and his sceptre, but also the fact that for some strange reason, he looked identical to him.

Now, you might have assumed that he was destined to become King, and he may well have done if fate had not intervened. The sceptre was poisoned, and the only known antidote was Dragon’s Blood...
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The sun shone brightly down onto the clearing with its warming rays making for a very pleasant morning. The birds were singing and the gentle breeze rustled the branches, as white fluffy clouds crept across the skyline. It certainly was an idyllic scene, unless that was, you had accidentally been poisoned!

Roggie sat there numb, wondering how he was supposed to kill a Dragon. He had never killed anything in his life, and the prospect of killing another living thing appalled him. Dragons were supposed to be fearsome creatures that breathed fire, and could destroy a whole village in a matter of seconds. The prospect of killing a Dragon of all things, filled his heart with dread.

There was however, something positive in his favour, and that was the fact that the little marker on the sceptre’s gauge had risen slightly. It dictated his fate, and indeed his life. If the marker fell to the bottom, then that would be it!
Typical he though to himself, after all he had been through, he now faced the prospect of either death by poisoning, or death at the hands of a fearsome Dragon!

The Griffin smiled warmly at him again, which did not help the situation either. Why did he look so happy all of the time?

Roggie felt miserable!

“I had so many questions that I wished to ask you, and now none of them seem to matter any more!”

He put his head in his hands, sighing deeply.

“Sometimes life is not always what it seems!”

The Griffin offered a few words of consolation, which did nothing to lift his spirits.

“Would you like me to throw the sacred stones?”

Roggie lifted his head slightly, feeling as though his fate had already been sealed, and that despite whatever the sacred stones revealed, it did not look as though anything was going to save him.

“Will it do any good?”

He asked, wondering if it was worth the effort.

“You never know!”

The Griffin remained cheerful, with a little sparkle in his eyes. Roggie’s were full of tears, as he tried to fight them back.

“Well, what harm can it do?”

Roggie looked at him - in his tearful eyes, harm had already been done!

He had all but given up hope, and could just not see any way out of his present predicament.

“May I?”

The Griffin reached into his pocket, taking hold of a collection of odd shaped and even odder marked stones. Roggie barely lifted his head as the Griffin shook the stones gently in his hand, blowing on them, before casting them on the ground in front of him.

“All is not quite what it seems!”

It seemed clear to Roggie. Unless he was able to kill a Dragon, then he would almost certainly die, and there was no way that he could do that, as he was just as certain to die when he encountered one.

“Your fortunes can turn unexpectedly.”

Roggie could certainly agree with that!

“Sometimes, no attempt is needed to change a bad thing in order for it to become good.”

There was no way that Roggie could find anything good about his present predicament.

“Fortune is not the same as luck, as we make our own luck.”

Roggie thought that whatever luck he had may have enjoyed so far, had now run out!

“We have to follow our own destiny, and good fortune comes from the heart. The sun will rise and fall, the planets will move on their allotted paths, and the seasons will come and go with or without us. If we struggle against the flow of life, we go against what is destined for us. However, if we realise our own power to create a beneficial future for ourselves, and then trust in that vision, we shall become the master of our own destiny.”

Roggie already knew that he had brought it all down upon himself, when he fiddled with the sceptre. Why oh why did he not just leave the thing alone?

The Faery had encouraged him to take it from the monument of the Great King, and to bring it to the Wise Old Griffin. She had not warned him about turning the ball on the end. How was he supposed to know that it contained poisoned spikes?

“Strength and fortitude, and a lust for life will bring forth spontaneity and enthusiasm, giving us the strength and nourishment that we need to get us through.”

Roggie had received all of the spontaneity and enthusiasm that he had needed from his warm comfortable bed!

He would probably have still been there, if it had not been for the Men, who had entered his village. By running away from them, he had escaped the gold mines, where he would have probably died, and now all of his efforts had resulted in a similar fate.

“We need to be reasonably certain that we can cope with the results of our actions!”

It was all very well for the Griffin to say that, when he lived in a comfortable wooden house, with an attendant to do everything for him. His actions were to eat, sleep and contemplate.

Roggie was finding it almost impossible to cope, and who in their right mind, would have chosen such a fate for themselves?

“Walking straight into the jaws of danger, and relying upon our own experiences and quick-wittedness to see us through - to trust ourselves to make the right choices, and to be able to deal with whatever happens. With trust and self-belief, we can grow and work towards happiness and fulfilment.”

Roggie shook his head in disbelief. After what had just happened to him, he felt as though he could never trust himself to do anything ever again!

He got up slowly, walking unsteadily on his feet, as the Griffin gave him a few moments to compose himself. Still in a bit of a daze, he approached a nearby tree, which had a rather convenient looking branch, ideal for sitting on. It was raised off the ground, about head height, with another branch making a gentle step up towards it. Roggie thought that it would be the perfect place to sit and ponder the Griffin’s words.

He gingerly climbed up onto the branch, shuffling along until he could see the stones more clearly, as the Griffin smiled, waiting to continue. Roggie reached out to support himself on the main trunk of the tree, as he felt a little light headed. The poison was working its way through his body, and he felt a little feverish. He was not concentrating on what he was doing, as his hand missed the trunk and he lost his balance.

“Woooah!”

Roggie cried out as he slipped backwards, grasping hold of the branch that he was sitting on, in an attempt to save himself. He was now hanging upside down, as things seemed to be going from bad to worse!

“Excellent!”

The Griffin exclaimed, much to Roggie’s annoyance.

“It is always good to see things from a different perspective!”

Roggie looked at him with disgust!

“It is all about sacrifice, and helplessness.”

Well, Roggie certainly felt helpless, as he clung to the branch with poison in his veins!

“We sacrifice every time we make a choice, sacrificing the alternatives, giving up on one thing for another. You may feel vulnerable, and whatever will be, will be. You have to accept everything that happens to you with equal courage - it is after all, simply a matter of destiny”.

It was not just his destiny that hung by a thread, as Roggie’s hands had begun to slip.

“We should endure with strength and inner peace, but also be courageous enough to take action when destiny calls!”

It did with a thump, as Roggie fell to the ground in a heap!

The Griffin just smiled again. How could he possibly smile at a time like this?

Collecting up the sacred stones, the Griffin casually placed them back in his pocket, as Roggie lay there looking at him as he sprawled out on the ground. There did not seem to be any wisdom in the Griffin’s words, except to have a little courage. He did not feel like being courageous at the moment, particularly as a bump started to form on his forehead, where he had hit the ground!
Two
Courage is defined as the ability and willingness to confront fear, pain, danger, uncertainty, or intimidation. Physical courage is defined as having courage in the face of physical pain - well Roggie knew all about that!

His head was now throbbing, and he felt a lot of uncertainty. Not only did he fear for his life, but it was also fair to say that it was in danger. Being poisoned, albeit accidentally from his own hand - quite literally, as he had unwittingly twisted the ball of the sceptre, injecting himself with the spikes that had suddenly shot out into his palm. Roggie now felt intimidated by the Griffin. He had been of little help, and instead of advice, he had also felt mockery.

The Griffin was not the only one to have laughed at his misfortune, as in the distance he could see the bushes on the far side of the clearing part, as Tyr emerged with a bundle of new things. He had also witnessed Roggie’s fall, and was also smiling broadly, and for some reason they both found it very amusing!

Initially, he had felt a great fear whenever the word Bear had been mentioned, as he had been led to believe that they were fearsome and bad tempered creatures. What he had actually experienced from them had been kindness, loyalty and respect, which were the qualities he had expected to find within the Griffin. How he longed to be back amongst them, although he knew that it would have only been a matter of time before they had discovered his true identity. Things would then have changed, and not for the better either!

Tyr placed the things that he had been carrying down onto the ground, before easily picking up Roggie in his big powerful hands. He then carried him over to the log and placed him gently upon it. He was still a little dazed, and more confused than ever. The Griffin had told him little of any real value, and he still had the problem of finding some Dragon’s Blood. All the things that he had gone through so far, and for what?

“You must not be too downhearted.”

Roggie frowned, as the Griffin spoke to him. It was alright for him to say that, as he had not been poisoned, and had his attendant to look after him, He lived an idyllic life of contemplation, and would not have to face a fearsome creature to find the antidote!

“It is your destiny.”

That just made him feel even worse - some destiny!

“You may still one day become King.”
“If I live that long!”

Roggie grumbled, not sharing in his optimism.

“You will have plenty of time to consider all that I have said on the next part of your journey.”

Roggie looked up, not feeling like going anywhere.

“The answers you seek lie in The Bad Lands.”
Roggie nearly rolled off the log. The last place he wished to go was to The Bad Lands. There were so many tales of strange creatures, and fearsome ones at that!

“You have your spear to protect you, and the sceptre to guide you.”

If the Griffin thought that this would give him any comfort, then he was very much mistaken. What use was a solitary spear against hordes of marauding creatures, and the sceptre had already poisoned him. So much for him being the Wise Old Griffin!
“I am afraid that I can not help you any more, as your future is out of my hands for the time being. All I can do for you now is to get Tyr to furnish you with some provisions, and to guide you back onto the path.”

Tyr bowed, having already brought the provisions he required with him.

It seemed as though he was on his own again, only this time in a worse position than he had been before. His head hurt and his limbs were sore, as Tyr gathered his possessions together for him, placing them in his bag. He was then loaded up with another bag, which Tyr placed on his back, handing him his spear.

The Griffin bowed as Tyr led him away towards the edge of the clearing, and before he knew what had happened, he found himself back on the path. Tyr bowed pointing the way, before leaving him on his own, with nothing but a sea of endless trees stretching out before him.
Three

The path looked much the same as it did when he had left it, apart from the fact that it was now daylight. That was the only saving grace, as he could not have coped with it in the dark. His head throbbed, and his whole body ached, and was not helped by the fact that he now had two bags to carry instead of one.

The trees all looked the same, and before long, he was sick of the sight of them. There were only a few fruit trees in his village scattered amongst the vegetable plots, which lay between the burrows. How he wished that he was safely tucked up inside his own, in his warm, comfortable bed. That seemed so long ago, and yet it had only been a matter of days. Roggie’s life had changed beyond all recognition, and he felt more like a wandering vagrant than a King!

On his back, he carried all of his possessions, and was now homeless, without any company at all. He did not really have many friends in the village, as he had spent so much time in contemplation. The villagers were however, all very friendly. They were there for him if ever he was in need, as they were a very kindly bunch. Roggie now realised that in some ways, he had taken them all for granted. Maybe he should have done more to help his community, instead of spending so much time lazing in his bed?

If he had done some work, then he would have been rewarded with one of the big, succulent, juicy pies that were so often baked. Oh how he wished to be tucking into one of those right now, and enjoying the company of others!

Little did he realise that he was already learning one of life’s greatest lessons, which is that it is always better to give than receive. Having said that though, there was nothing better than receiving one of those pies!

The path seemed endless, just as it had done before, and he had already lost all track of time. What might have appeared to have been only a few minutes had actually been a few hours. There was just no source of reference, only the sun which continued to shine down upon him. The weather had actually been very good since he had left his village. Normally they would have had some rain by now, as it always seemed to rain at least half of a normal week. This week however, had been far from normal!

Roggie was so deep in thought, that he barely noticed the sound of distant footsteps. At first they were quite faint, and if it had not have been for a startled bird somewhere behind him, then he would probably not have noticed them at all. When he did, he stopped to listen.

Although they were still some distance away, his sensitive hearing told him that they were heavy, as the sound reverberated through the trees. It was not only the sound, for the ground had also begun to vibrate. Roggie froze, his mind conjuring up visions of a powerful creature that would suddenly appear at any moment to tear him limb from limb.

This was a shocking thought, as his old life had already ended through no fault of his own, and this new one had certainly swept away all of the past. It had promised him Kingship, which would have been a major change to his life, although he had never asked for it. Change can be disruptive and unexpected, and this one certainly had been. Sometimes it can appear like a breath of fresh air, clearing away obstacles and allowing progress. The Griffin would have told him that fear was holding him back, although it was not so much holding as gripping him at this very moment!

Whatever it was, it was getting nearer, and this was no time to be philosophical - some of the Griffin’s wisdom may have rubbed off on him already. However, it was not wisdom that he need now, but somewhere to hide!

The trees were dense, and the undergrowth that wrapped itself around them looked virtually impenetrable. He would have felt a lot happier sitting by the fire with Tyr watching over him, and a lot safer too!

Why oh why had the Griffin not sent him along?

The sound of heavy footsteps increased, as the trees began to shake, and Roggie felt his knees joining them!

Out of the distance there appeared a large figure charging towards him, and as it got closer, he could hear a bellowing sound that sent shivers down his spine. The sound grew louder as the figure approached, and Roggie edged his way back towards the trees. Still looking in the direction of the sound, he failed to notice a large tree root that protruded out from the undergrowth. His heel caught it, and the bags which had been weighing him down caused him to loose his balance.

Roggie fell backwards onto the path, as a large creature rushed towards where he had just been standing. It was a bit of a blur, but it was still clear enough for him to make out what it was. There, charging towards him, was the unmistakable image of Innocence the deposed Bear King!

He looked to be in a raging temper, far worse than he had ever seen him before. It also looked as if he had lost his mind, as he had a very wild look in his eyes. It was all too much for poor Roggie, who was so gripped by fear, that when Innocence came within touching distance, Roggie fainted!

It was some time before he regained consciousness, and when he did, he found himself slumped over Innocence’s shoulder. He was still gripped by fear, as Innocence bellowed again, and he looked as though he was gripped by madness. Roggie felt faint again, and slipped from consciousness as Innocence rushed along the path like a beast possessed.

When his eyes eventually opened, he found himself tied to a tree in a small clearing just off the path. Innocence had made a fire and Roggie could smell his own provisions cooking over it, while Innocence continued bellowing and talking to himself. Whatever had happened to him since he had entered The Bad Lands had made him considerably worse, and Roggie wondered just how bad these Bad Lands really were?

Innocence must have escaped, as Roggie doubted whether the Royal Guard, the Bear Sisters, or indeed the Bear Council would have released him without a trial. From what Innocence had said at the contest, it looked as though he was guilty, and from what Tyr had told him, he knew that it was certainly the fact.

Whether he had escaped or not, the main thing was that he was here, and it was Roggie who was now a prisoner!

Innocence stood up, walking towards him, and Roggie had forgotten just how large he actually was. Sitting bound to a tree he absolutely towered over him like a bear mountain.

“So the Great King has returned!”

Innocence laughed to himself, mocking poor Roggie.

“And you are supposed to lead us all into an age of great fortune!”

He laughed again, gesturing to the ropes that bound him.

“Well, we shall see just how fortunate you will be, when I take you to see the Self Appointed One.”

Roggie’s eyes nearly popped out on proverbial stalks. That was a prospect that he certainly did not look forward to!

“When I deliver you to him, I will regain my kingdom, and then we shall see what I can do for your friends!”

He started laughing uncontrollably, before bellowing again at the top of his voice.

Roggie began to feel faint, not just worried about his own safety, but also that of his friends, particularly the Bear Sisters. Concordia had defeated him once, although he doubted whether she would be able to do it again.

Innocence looked as though he had completely lost his mind, although it did seem that Roggie would be kept alive, at least for the time being, which was at least something. He also felt tired and hungry, as the poison in his blood stream had also weakened him. Things seemed as though they could not get any worse!

Innocence returned to the fire, as the meal was almost cooked, and the smell made Roggie’s stomach rumble. It was not helped by the fact that he could see the former Bear King tasting what he had been cooking, and he continued to eat as Roggie sat there feeling hungrier than ever. Eventually Innocence brought him some of the leftovers, along with his drinking vessel.

“I will keep you alive long enough to present you to the Self Appointed One, and then I doubt whether you will live much longer!”

Innocence laughed again sardonically.

He certainly did appear to be completely mad, and the effects of The Bad Lands had definitely got to him. There was a strange energy in the air, which was also affecting Roggie. There was definitely something which gave him the creeps. The area around the Griffin seemed to be so much different than it was here, but he suspected that there may be pockets of good in amongst all of this bad. The ropes that bound him were not that tight, as they were just around his chest, with his arms free to move. He gratefully accepted the food and water, such as it was. The former Bear King had only left him a few scraps, but he was grateful of them nevertheless.

Slowly picking his way through the leftovers, he began to think of escape, although he was so tired that he doubted whether he could stand, let alone run. It looked as though he would just have to stop here overnight, and hope that he felt stronger in the morning. By the time he had finished, Innocence was already asleep, snoring loudly by the open fire. At least he was out of the way for now, and Roggie’s stomach had stopped rumbling.

The night wore on as Roggie fell asleep, dreaming strange dreams. Everything was so mixed up, with snippets of the things that he had encountered, mixed with those of his former life. They seemed to be swirling around in his head like a whirlpool. Out of the centre emerged a vision of the Faery, whom he had first encountered when he had survived the waterfall. Lying on that rock, he had been absolutely exhausted, and if it had not been for the fact that his bag had been caught up in the tree’s branches, then he would not have been here now.

She had emerged in his dreams, encouraging him to journey to the monument of the Great King, and to take the sceptre. It was her fault that he was in this mess now, although he could not blame her, as her soft gentle voice began to settle him.

“Do not despair little one, for I am here for you!”

Roggie relaxed into her welcoming arms.

“I will send help to you.”

She held onto him for a while until the vision faded.

Roggie slept on until after sunrise, when he was awakened by Innocence, who had begun to bellow. He was hungry, but had eaten all of Roggie’s food, and there was nothing left to eat in the clearing.

“Wake up oh Great King!”

He leered at Roggie, who opened his eyes to be met by a crazed look in Innocence’s eyes.

“I am going to take you to the Self Appointed One, and then I can get my kingdom back.”

He laughed, still with madness in his eyes. He seemed as though he had been consumed by greed and power, and that had finally tipped him over the edge into insanity. If this was what it did to you, then Roggie did not want any of it. He was supposed to be a good King, if he survived that was, and at this moment, that looked to be a very remote prospect indeed!

Maybe it would be better for him not to have any sort of power, as the last thing that he wished for was to change into something resembling the former Bear King.

Roggie felt the ropes slacken as Innocence untied him, handing him the bags. His legs were weak, and he stumbled as he got to his feet. Innocence laughed mockingly at him, tying the rope back around his waist again, holding the other end in one of his very large hands. Roggie slung the bags over his shoulder, as Innocence poked him in the backside with his spear laughing at him again.

“Lead on oh Great King.”

Roggie stumbled again not enjoying being poked with his spear. It was quite sharp and really made him jump.

The path beckoned, and looked just as uninviting as ever, although, he had little choice but to follow it to wherever they were going. There was nothing to see apart from the rough earth on the floor, and the endless line of trees which marked the edge of the path. The sun had risen quite high in the sky, signalling that it was already well into the morning.

Morning stretched into afternoon as they trudged on, with Roggie being poked occasionally by his spear, which did nothing to lift his spirits. Innocence bellowed from time to time, which also unsettled him. It seemed as though he was getting worse the further they went along the path, as the uneasy feeling in the air seemed to be growing.

Roggie could not quite put his finger on it, although it definitely had an evil sort of an edge to it. The trees also seemed to be getting darker, or was that just his imagination?

They had changed from thick bright green leaves, to more of a rustic shade of brown. They were also more fir like and prickly to the touch. The path had become a little rougher too, with the soft earth slowly being replaced by stones and pieces of rock, and instead of being mostly flat, it had begun to climb. The slope was gentle at first, but as they walked on it became steeper, until there was quite an incline. He felt hungry and thirsty too, with no sign of food or water in sight, and the poison seemed to have induced a fever, which also began to weaken him.

Roggie stumbled, almost falling flat on his face, and was greeted by another sharp prod in the back by his spear, which did nothing to enhance the way that he was feeling. The Faery had promised him help, although, that looked a bit of a hollow promise. The way he was feeling right now, if it did not arrive soon, then there would be little point, as he felt that he could go on no longer. Things, just like his surroundings, were grim!

They say that things are always darkest before the dawn, and he began to wonder just how much darker they had to become, before they started to get a bit brighter. His question was about to be answered, as something caught his eye in the distance. Roggie was not the only one to see it, as Innocence bellowed out again, his voice cascading over the rocks like an alpine horn.

Roggie shivered as the evil feeling that had been reverberating around his body, made his nerve ends jangle. Whatever it was that he had spotted, he instinctively knew was not going to do him any good.

He had never felt this way before, and whatever it was seemed to grip him like a dark mist. It was hard to explain, as the unnerving feeling seeped into his bones, and he wished more than ever that he could just simply run away from it.

Unfortunately, being bound and having the largest Bear he had ever seen holding his spear behind him, there was nothing that he could do!

The foreboding feeling was well placed, as before he knew what was happening, there in front of him, stood the most hideous creature that he had ever seen…


