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Introduction

It had been a quite extraordinary few weeks for Roggie following the appearance of the Men in his village. That had signalled the start of an incredible adventure which had taken him to The Land of the Bears, and then onto The Bad Lands where he had been taken prisoner. Rescue came in the form of Andraste the Warrior Princess, who had then helped to reunite him with his oldest friend George the Dragon. Between them they had found the entrance to The Realm of the Dragons, where they had managed to persuade the Dragon King to offer sanctuary to those fleeing from the Self Appointed One.

His revenge had been to unleash a terrible illness which had threatened to destroy the Dragons, and Roggie had ventured to The Land of Shadows to find the Winged Unicorn whose magical horn offered the only cure.

Now at last Roggie was looking forward to a well earned rest, hoping that he could finally put his days of adventure behind him.

It had not been easy and he had faced many dangers, but there was one thing that no matter how hard he tried Roggie could never escape from, and that was his Destiny…
One

Faint shadows danced across the thick carpet of grass, as the inner sun began to fade, and the precious stones embedded in the cavern roof took over their nightly patrol. It was a glorious sight, and for those gathered around a small fire far below, it was one which none of them believed they would ever be able to share again.

Last time they had been gathered here, George had been taken ill, and Roggie had embarked on a quest to find the Winged Unicorn. Now reunited, there was a lot to tell. Usually it would have been Kavisar to have told tales of old, whereas it was Roggie who was about to captivate them now.

George relaxed against his favourite tree, now fully recovered from the illness which had swept through the Dragons. It had been a close run thing, and at one point, it looked as though none of them were going to make it. Their recovery had been just as rapid as the onset of the disease, and he knew that he had his old friend to thank, along with the Winged Unicorn. 

Wrapping an affectionate wing around Roggie, he felt him relax into the comfort of his warm body, as they looked at Kavisar who was sitting opposite them. They were soon joined by Andraste, who was their guest, and would no doubt be adding to the tale.

Food and ale was in plentiful supply, as this was also going to be a celebration.

They had much to tell, of Ogres and Serpents, the Basilisk and the Roc, strange creatures with very cruel natures, and of a land barren and full of danger. Then, there were the concealed passageways, not to mention The Land of Shadows. Tonight was going to be quite a night!

There was also another guest who came sauntering along, and that was Sammy the Woolly Mammoth. He had spent his day watching the fish in the lake as usual, and now that it was getting dark he also joined them.

Sammy was only young, and had not yet grown his full coat, and his tusks were still short. He was very innocent, although they thought that he was old enough to hear of Roggie’s and Andraste’s big adventure.

Sammy sat down next to Andraste with a thud, waving his large trunk around excitedly. He was looking forward to hearing all about their adventure, thinking of the time he had been rescued from the clutches of the Goyles. 

When everyone had settled down, Roggie began…

It was nearly dawn when they finished, and the fire had all but gone out. It would soon be time for the Fire Lighter to rise into the sky, igniting the inner sun for another day.

Everyone had been held spellbound for hours, and even Kavisar could not top their story. Sammy had really enjoyed himself too, along with George, who was very relieved to have his old friend back with him again. There had been many looks of astonishment, and a multitude of other facial expressions, but the one that Sammy was now showing was one of confusion. Roggie looked at him, sensing that something was clearly bothering him.

“Is there something wrong?”

Sammy sat there hesitantly, before he blurted out what was on his mind.

“Why are your ears longer than those of the other Elphin Rabbits?”

Roggie felt a little self conscious. He had never noticed it before, not being one for looking into mirrors. He felt his ears, and they did seem to extend a lot further than those of Kavisar. His facial features were also a little different too, and now that he thought about it, he did have a slightly different appearance to the other Elphin Rabbits.

“I just do not know!”

He looked at Kavisar who was noncommittal. Turning to Andraste, he could see that she was looking a little restless too. Sammy had touched onto something, and he could sense that now he had become aware of it, there was definitely something in what Sammy had said.

“Kavisar, Andraste?”

They both shuffled uncomfortably on the ground.

There was then an awkward pause, before Andraste spoke.

“Amongst my people we have someone who can see into the future!” 

It was not the future that Roggie was concerned about, but his past.

Kavisar nodded, understanding where she was going.

“Past, present and future all exist at the same time.”

That statement was greeted with even more confusion, as Roggie wondered what he meant by that.

“The future has already happened, it is just that you have not experienced it yet.”

Roggie began to think that he had had a bit too much ale!

Andraste then spoke.

“Life is a great mystery.”

There was no doubting that in Roggie’s eyes!

He looked at Kavisar, who nodded to Andraste, before turning back towards Roggie.

“Seek and ye shall find…”
Two

Sleep came easily, although Roggie’s dreams were centred round the odd conversation that they had had about his ears. His subconscious mind had conjured up all sorts of explanations, and although he had slept well, he awoke with but one thought on his mind.

Why are my ears so long?

After dressing, and whilst tidying the burrow he was staying in until his own was finished, Roggie came across a mirror. Looking into it, he ran his free hand along his ears, which seemed to extend a lot further than he had realised. The Great King also had very long ears, and now more than ever he could see why he had been mistaken for him.

Roggie was still examining them, when there was a knock at the door.

“May I come in?”

It was Andraste, and as he opened the door to her, a warm radiating smile greeted him.

She could see Roggie holding the mirror.

“Seek and ye shall find…”

Roggie looked more confused than ever.

“Where?”

He did not know the first place to look.

“There is someone I know who could help!”

Roggie placed the mirror down. Now that the matter of his ears had been brought up, he simply had to know.

He raised his eyebrows, twitching his nose, which Andraste took as a signal that he was in agreement.

“Follow me!”

With that, she turned and walked out of the burrow, and closing the door behind him, Roggie followed to who knew where?

It did not take them long to reach where Andraste’s people were living, and when they arrived, he spotted a tent sitting to one side. Tents were not a normal sight in the cavern, and this one was like no other. Tents were usually plain, and an off-white colour. This one was brightly decorated in an elaborate cloth, the like of which he had never seen before.

There were strange yellow symbols on the sides, and the rest of the material had an odd purple tinge to it.

“I have already arranged a meeting.”

It looked as though Andraste had been busy!

“Edda our Seer is expecting you.”

Roggie looked confused.

"What does she do?”

Andraste whispered.

“She can see into the future.”

It looked as though the Wise Old Griffin was not the only one who possessed great knowledge.

Andraste then called out.

“May we come in?”

A frail voice answered.

“Seek and ye shall find…”

Andraste then smiled, opening the flap slowly, as she ushered him inside.

“Life is a great mystery.”

It certainly was, and it looked as though it was about to get even more mysterious.

Roggie went pale as he spotted a crystal ball sitting on a table. He could still remember how the crystal in the centre of the village in The Land of Shadows had given him a nasty shock, and Andraste smiled again, when she saw his reaction.

“Edda reads The Cards of Knowledge.”

He had never heard of them, but at least they sounded a little safer than the crystal ball.

“They are the ancient way my people see into the future.”

Roggie frowned. He had already faced many dangers, and if there were yet others waiting for him, then he would rather not know.

“If you wish to solve this particular mystery, then it is as good a way as any.”

He began to wish that he had not asked.

The inside of the tent was also painted with bright symbols, and a candle flickered in a bowl inside. Its light was just enough to illuminate a hunched figure who sat on a chair behind another table.

"Edda?"

Andraste stepped inside, moving closer to the table.

"Have you time to help my friend?”

 A frail voice answered.

"Step aside, child. I know why you are here."

Roggie’s faced flushed as the wizened figured stared at him with piercing eyes. They were accentuated by the candle light, and, the smell of incense, which created a light mist around them.

Edda was old, and as she held out her open hands, he could see that they were gnarled with the passage of time. Her face seemed kind, and a series of lines creased a once beautiful face. Her deep-set pale blue eyes seemed to look right through him, as she spoke.

"Sit!"

Edda gestured towards a chair, as her thin voice rustled like dried leaves in a winter's gale.

Roggie hesitated.

"Sit!"

The hands gestured again to the chair.

"You hesitate, young man. Do you doubt my powers?"

Roggie felt his face flush.

"No, I…"

It was a genuine denial, as it was not doubt that he felt, but awe, as he had never visited anyone quite like her before.

"I would never do that."

Roggie finished his sentence, as Edda smiled, sensing that his words came from the heart.

"There is a great truth in you, a kindness, and mercy."

She was still staring intently at him.

"And love!"

Andraste spoke, causing Roggie’s face to flush once more.

"That too!"

Edda smiled, causing the creases in her skin to become a little more pronounced.

"Love, always they want to be loved, to find love and to be given it!”

It was Andraste’s turn to blush.

“Well, I can only tell them what I see, and not what they want to hear.”

Andraste was about to say something in her defence, when Edda gestured.

“What I am about to say is not for your ears child.”

Andraste blushed again, bowed, and then left the inside of the tent. She ventured outside, and sat on the ground out of earshot.

“Are you sure you wish me to peer into the future, as I can sense that you are afraid of what I might see?”

Edda could feel a sense of hesitation within him, although they both knew that now he was here, Roggie would not be leaving without the knowledge that she was about to impart.

“Your life has undergone some dramatic changes of late, of that I am certain!”

Edda then took some cards which had been sitting on her table. They were something that Roggie had never seen before, and all he knew was that she was going to use them in some mysterious way.

"Once, so legend has it, these were the only known cards. The pictures contained within them indicate hazards and circumstance which affect a person’s life. Of course each picture has extended meanings. The art lies in the interpretation. I could set out these cards and you would see things of personal importance, but because you have intimate knowledge of your life, your vision will be narrowed against the wider implications. I will also add that sometimes what they reveal is not always what it seems.”

It all sounded very mysterious indeed, and Roggie felt his curiosity rise, as Edda shuffled the cards.

“The Cards of Knowledge will give me a further insight into what fate has in store for you.”

Whether it was Fate or Destiny, the one thing that Roggie knew for sure was that it always ended up with him having to face fearsome creatures. How he wished on this occasion that his new life would now settle back into something resembling his old one.

“I can sense death, despair, pain and betrayal!”

Roggie felt faint!

Edda shuffled the cards, placing them down on the table.

“Now I would like you to choose one at random.”

Roggie looked at the pile of cards, which in some ways reminded him of the stones the Wise Old Griffin used. They were made out of very thinly cut pieces of wood, which were difficult to hold. They were obviously well worn, and as he looked at them, he wondered how Edda’s frail hands managed to cope with them. There seemed to be about twenty, although when she spread them out on the table, he counted twenty two.

Staring at the plain wooden backs, he took his time in choosing.

After a few moments, Roggie pointed to one, and Edda turned it over to reveal a delicately painted, but faded picture.
“The Fool!”
Roggie blushed.

“The Fool denotes someone with unlimited potential, and indeed theses cards denote a Fools journey.”

Roggie did indeed feel foolish as he sat there, wondering why he was here, and just what he was going to learn?

“At the beginning of your journey, you faced north-west, the direction of the unknown. I can see you looking upwards, toward the sky, as you are about to step off a cliff into a world that you were not prepared for.”

Roggie instantly thought about falling off the river bank, when the arrow fired by the Man struck his back, and when he had nearly fallen over the edge of the waterfall.

“You had the tools and resources needed in the bag you carried, although you had not opened it yet.”

Edda was correct, and if it had not been for his trusty spade, then the arrow would have impaled him, and not stuck into its wooden handle.

She then pointed to the picture painted onto the card.

“Here there is a white rose representing purity and innocence. There is also a guardian who will protect you throughout your journey.”

It was now the Faery that he thought of, as she had told him that she would always be watching over him.

“The mountains behind the Fool represent The Realm of Aetheria, a place we all come from and will all eventually return to.”

Edda then smiled.

“And for some of us that will be sooner rather than later!”

Roggie could see that her great age was catching up with her, and it would not be too long before she would be passing over the great river on her final journey.
Aetheria was somewhere that Roggie had visited on many occasions from the comfort of his bed, and how he longed to return to those days of contemplation. He also thought about the mountain which lay way above them, where he had found the carving of the Great King. The mountain had played a major part in his life over the past few weeks, and he also remembered wondering how to contact the Spirit which lived within it.

The people who lived in the small village tucked into the distant hillside where he had grown up all feared awakening it. The Spirit was considered all powerful, and governed their lives. They never wished to disturb it, and did their best to remain quiet.

Roggie was still thinking about it, when the ground began to shake softly. At first Roggie thought that it was his imagination, but then when it shook again, he realised that there was something very unusual going on.

“The Spirit of the Mountain awakens!”

Roggie went very pale as Edda spoke.

“Something or someone has disturbed it.”

She then encouraged him to take another card.
“The Hierophant!”
Edda breathed in as she looked at it.

“This card is upside down, or reversed.”

Roggie wondered what that meant?

“This indicates an opponent who has been consumed by materialism.”

Roggie instantly thought about the Self Appointed One.

“He is a bad father who does not care for his children, and has made them very unhappy. This character has no sensitivity, and is only interested in himself and his constant pursuit of wealth and power means that he will stop at nothing until he achieves his aims.”

Edda was correct in all that she said.

“It is he, who has upset the Spirit of the Mountain.”

Roggie did not doubt it, and as her words rang out, the ground began to shake again.

“You must choose a final card.”

Roggie hesitated, as he suddenly realised that the first card had signalled his past, the second his present, and the next one would indicate his future.
“Death!”
Roggie nearly fainted as she cried out.

“This card depicts Death to be riding on a white horse.”

Roggie could imagine himself on the back of the Winged Unicorn. He knew that he had been very lucky to survive all of the predators in The Bad Lands, and now it looked as though his end was nigh!

“The skeletal figure is wearing armour that adds to his invincibility, for death is something no one can conquer. The white horse is a symbol of purity, since death is the ultimate purifier. After death, everything is reborn pure and fresh, and the misty background indicates that no one knows quite when it will strike.”

Roggie began to feel very uncomfortable.

“The black flag represents darkness, while the white motif on it is again symbolic of beauty, purity and immortality. This is indicated by the rising sun in the background for the sun sets each evening only to renew the hope of a fresh sunrise every morning.”

Roggie then thought about the Fire Lighter, and how he had managed to help cure the Dragons. If he had not been able to find the Winged Unicorn then, there would have been no one to ignite the inner sun, and continue bringing light to this subterranean world.

Edda continued.

“The two pillars guarding the gateway to the sun symbolize ultimate knowledge. The boat helps to ferry those across the great river into The Realm of Aetheria for the final time.”

Roggie now knew that he was going to die, as Edda had been very accurate so far - a bit too accurate as it now turned out!

“This card does not necessarily mean death literally. It means new beginnings which can happen only after a chapter is closed.”

That was cold comfort, as he looked at the skeletal figure riding the white horse. It looked uncannily like the winged Unicorn, and the more that he looked at it, the more the skeleton began to resemble himself…
Three

A gentle rumbling sound echoed around the cavern, as the ground began to shake again, vibrating everything, including the tent. At first Roggie did not notice anything, as he was still mesmerised by the image on the card. He did not wish to die, and the more that he looked at it, the more he convinced himself that it was he who was pictured there.

Time seemed to stand still, unlike the ground, and it took him several moments to notice. When he did, Roggie managed to stumble to his feet, nearly knocking over the table in the process.

He had come here to find out about his ears, and now he was certain that he was going to die.

“Death!”

Roggie managed to mumble the word out, as he knew that this was not the first time that he had faced it. He had been struck with an arrow, poisoned by the sceptre, and had to face many foes already. Now that he was back in the safety of The Realm of the Dragons, he faced an uncertain future, and the Spirit of the Mountain was also very upset. No matter how he tried, there always seemed to be something else even worse waiting for him!

“Or rebirth!”

Edda’s words were of little comfort, as he began to think of the Great King, lying in the crystal. He seemed neither dead nor alive, which was something he feared even more!

“You must travel to The Realm of Aetheria.”

Roggie just looked at her.

“There you will have to face your greatest challenge.”

Roggie felt that life had become challenging enough, and now instead of taking things easy, it looked as though he was about to embark on yet another big adventure. For someone who liked the comfort and safety of his bed, this was all getting way to much!

“Have I any choice?”

Edda shook her head, as he managed to get his question out.

“It is your destiny!”

How Roggie hated that word, as it always meant trouble. Why could he not have just been a simple Elphin Rabbit and not a King?

Sometimes it was not all that it was cracked up to be!

Edda then ushered him outside, into the waiting arms of Andraste.

“What ever is the matter?”

Roggie felt her wrap herself around him.

“I am going to die!”

His mournful tones shook her even more than the ground.   

“That cannot be so!”

Andraste refused to believe it.

“I picked the card of Death!”

Roggie was feeling very sorry for himself, wishing that he had never come to see Edda.

“It is not always the case that you are going to die!”

Andraste tried to sound positive, but being as the Spirit of the Mountain had awoken, she was not so sure herself.

“Maybe there is something that I can do to help?”

All Roggie wanted was his warm comfortable bed, where he could pull the covers over himself, and pretend that none of this was actually happening.

“Death!”

Roggie groaned, as Edda came out of the tent.

“I think that he needs looking after!”

She was correct, as Roggie had taken everything that she had said to heart. Edda had been very accurate in her reading, and now he was certain that he was going to die.

“Such things are inevitable. But I try to be kind. Always I try to be that."

There was nothing kind in what she said, and Roggie was devastated.

“I am not one to use slick words, quizzing people and then giving the details back later in different words and subtle suggestions.”

"Sometimes, you know too much."

Andraste was not happy with Edda.

“For those I choose, I give a genuine service.”

That was as maybe, but it was clearly a service Roggie could have done without.

“You must understand I can only relate what I see.”

It was quite clear from the last card that there was only going to be the one outcome.

"When you play with fire, there is always the chance of getting burned?"

Roggie instantly thought about George. He was a fire breathing Dragon, and spending some quality time with his friend seemed like a good idea, well that was before he came to visit Edda!

"Some things are obvious and cast their shadows before them. Others, well they are not always what they seem.”

It all seemed perfectly clear to Roggie, he was going to die, and that could not have been any clearer!

"Death is the fate which awaits us all.”

With that, she turned and re-entered her tent, leaving Andraste to comfort poor Roggie.

Andraste knew that Fate could be altered as everyone has free choice as to whether they do, or indeed do not do, a given thing; Roggie, on the other hand, knew that his Destiny was something that he could not escape.

"I should not have brought you here.”

She was regretting what she had done.

"There's nothing to be afraid of. It's just a game."

"A game?"

Roggie frowned.

“It is not the sort of game I wish to play.”

Roggie knew that his life was now at risk, and wished that he had remained by the fire.

"A game as all life is a game.”

It had not been much of one to play lately!

"It was a mistake to come, please forgive me."
Roggie felt her comforting hands, which then relaxed their grip.
“Come let us return to the others.”
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