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Who would have believed that Roggie would be flying through the air on the back of a Rainbow Serpent, or the fact that the Self Appointed One had cast himself a ring, and trapped the kindly Faery within its golden band. If his dark powers had not been great enough, he had now combined them with those of the Faery, and was about to take control over the whole ancient Kingdom of Elphamia.

A vast army containing Men, Goyles, Ogres and Rocs had already swept across the land, and the Pixies and Dragons were fleeing in their wake. There was also another even more deadly enemy at large, and they were known as the Draugar.

These terrifying creatures, neither dead nor alive, had somehow been created from the mine workers whose poor unfortunate souls had been prevented from passing into the waiting arms of the Great Spirit. Looking almost like Men, the creatures wore tattered soil encrusted clothes which hung from their blackened dead looking skin. If their appearance was startling enough, they also possessed great strength and a desire for flesh which was unheard of within these lands.

Even in the days of the great battle never had such forces been unleashed, and now the might of the Self Appointed One looked unstoppable and his evil plans were about to come to fruition…

One

A slim shaft of wood with a sharp metallic point whizzed through the air, its feathered butt ruffling as it sought its target. It was as though time had slowed down to no more than a crawl, as it seemed to appear and then hang in the air for a few moments. Roggie could see it clearly, and as he bent his body to avoid it, time suddenly speeded up again, and it shot within a whisker of his ears.

If he had been just a normal Elphin Rabbit, then his ears would not had been so long, but now that he had discovered that he was in fact a Hare, they seemed a target that any archer could not fail to hit. This time however, the arrow passed about as close as it was possible to go without impaling itself within the soft flesh.

It had been far too close for comfort, and he feared that the next one would surely hit. The Rainbow Serpent seemed unperturbed, still focusing his mind on the figure dressed in white flowing robes that stood on one of the towers of the former castle of the Great King. Roggie had the feeling that he knew they were coming, as he began to raise his crook which began to glow towards them.

Roggie’s skin tingled, and it was not just down to his nerves, which were jangling on their own accord. The Self Appointed One was all powerful, and it looked as though the battle they were about to commence was not going to last for long. The outcome seemed inevitable, and with defeat the last hope of freedom would die.

It had been quite an adventure so far, and one which he had not willingly undertaken, commencing with the Friar and the Men entering his village. He had taken an arrow on that occasion, which thankfully had imbedded itself into the little bag which had been slung over his shoulder. The shaft of his trusty spade had come to the rescue, and how he wished that it was in his hand at this moment. He would have chosen to be on the ground and would have been digging a hole deep enough to get away. Down and down he would have dug, until he could dig no more. He was however in a hole, a very big one, and it looked as though there was no way of digging himself out of it!

A flash of light suddenly emerged from the tip of the Self Appointed One’s crook, which was now being held aloft, and within a few short moments, a bolt of lightening shot out in their direction. Roggie cringed, as he did not like thunder or lightening at the best of time. He could usually be found cowering under his bed whenever there was a storm, but there was no bed, or anything else for that matter to shelter beneath.

Static energy began to build as the lightening bolt zipped through the air, and all that Roggie could do was to wait for it to discharge itself within their bodies. He closed his eyes fearing the worst, knowing that the next second would probably be his last. Roggie held his breath, counting down from ten, and when he reached zero for some reason he had not felt his body convulse with the direct hit he had been expecting.

Opening his eyes, Roggie was amazed to see that the bolt had slowed down just like the arrow, only this time instead of whizzing past, it turned in the air and shot back in the direction from which it came.

The Rainbow Serpent had somehow taken control of it, and Roggie could see that his multicoloured scales were glowing more vibrantly than he had seen them before. His whole body seemed to be charged with energy and the tingling sensation he was feeling was emanating from the Serpent’s body.

Two great forces were now at work, one good and one evil, and poor Roggie seemed to be caught in the middle. He did not know what to do, as the bolt of lightening wrapped itself around the Self Appointed One. He did not seem to be harmed, as the energies subsided, being absorbed by the crook, which was glowing even more brightly.

The first exchange had ended in a draw, and as they grew closer, the second round commenced. This time the Self Appointed One released two bolts of lightening, and they flashed out towards them in quick succession. Instinctively, Roggie drew the golden sword from his belt, and as the first bolt was caught by the Serpent, he tried to deflect the other one away with the blade.

There was a blinding flash of light followed by a mighty rumble as the sword shook within his hand. Roggie felt as though his body was about to explode as every hair he possessed stood up on end.

Whirling lights and a static charge rippled all around him, and he felt his whole body shatter into tiny fragments. Every molecule seemed to be torn apart, and although he had experienced his outer body separate from his etheric body before, this sensation felt as though his whole being had been cast into countless pieces.

The fragmentation seemed complete, as he could see bits of himself flying off in all directions. The sword had acted as a lightening conductor, and his body had earthed the charge. Even the tip of his trusty spear had a luminous glow, and in the reflection Roggie could see his contorted face being torn apart as his whole visage warped before rapidly disintegrating.

Two

Tiny fragments scattered within the swirling clouds of the Oracle like sparkling dust caught in a maelstrom, as the Sprite gasped, turning her head away in distress. It had been hard enough looking down into the well like hole at the crystal lining which had conjured up images of the very people she had been thinking about. But now, the person of her main concern had just fragmented into countless pieces.

The Oracle was an incredible piece of technology, and from its midst had emerged the Rainbow Serpent, although his arrival had been brought about by Roggie unwittingly dropping a small pebble down onto the top of his head. The Serpent had been asleep, and for quite some considerable time too. The world had changed, and not for the better either. He had set off with Roggie to battle the Self Appointed One, and now it looked as though he was on his own.

Looking over her shoulder at the prostrate other Roggie, lying there in his outer body, she was not sure what effect his defragmentation would have. It was all very confusing, even for a Sprite who was able to perform the separation of the etheric and outer body at will.

In all of her years experience, the Sprite had never witnessed anyone fragment in such a manner. Did it mean that he would now return to his outer body, or was it a sign that his soul had joined the Great Spirit?

Was Roggie still alive?

That was her only thought, and the Sprite could think of no other, as she tried to drag herself away from the Oracle. Half of her wished to know, and the other was afraid of what she might find.

Roggie’s body looked still and lifeless, and there had been no sudden flash of light signalling his etheric body’s return. He was the Great King returned, and without him there was no chance of defeating the Self Appointed One. Even if he was still alive, then the odds still looked firmly stacked against it!

The Sprite was frozen to the spot, and somehow the not knowing was even worse than the possibility of discovering that he was no longer with them. Emotions began to build up within her body until she finally managed to free herself. It was not easy, and her limbs appeared to be made of pure lead. It was not a case of dashing across to where his outer body lay, but more like a painful crawl.

Roggie was lying statuesque on his back where she had left him, and his eyes were open, staring out lifelessly towards the cavern ceiling. It was as though someone had carved him out of stone, just like the statue of the Great King. That always seemed to have a certain lifelike quality, with his eyes appearing to follow you everywhere, but Roggie’s eyes looked as though they had been carved by an inferior stone mason.

The Sprite had often noticed that they would glaze over whenever he was thinking about pies, which he seemed to prize more than any amount of gold or precious stones. Although, she knew that his main treasure was the friendship of those he cared about, who she now feared were now in even greater danger.

Slowly, the Sprite walked towards where he was lying, and could have been forgiven for thinking that he had been taken into the arms of the Great Spirit. Her leaden limbs were moving painfully slowly and she nearly stumbled down the stone steps of the lower stone circle. Half walking and half crawling, somehow she made her way towards him, before falling to her knees in front of his lifeless body.

The Sprite’s hands felt equally as heavy, as her arms carried them to his neck. He still felt warm, although there had not been enough time for his body to grow cold. Bending down she listened for any sign of breathing and, checking his vital signs, she discovered that he was still alive, although barely.

Roggie was somewhere else even though his body was with her, and as she placed her hand upon his head, she tried to enter his thoughts. Usually, she was able to do this, but disturbingly on this occasion, there did not seem to be anything to connect with.

Tears rolled down her cheeks as she pulled her hand away, and she felt just as helpless as Roggie appeared to be, now that he had left his body behind and ventured somewhere beyond her comprehension.

What was she going to do?

The Sprite thought of the Draug, who were neither dead nor alive, but looking down at him, Roggie did not appear to have degenerated that far. It was a real mystery, and there was no one she could call upon to help.

Time seemed to slip by, and with it there was no change in his condition. Normally she would call upon the Faeries for assistance, but the last time she had seen them, they were in difficulties of their own.

Observing them through the Oracle, she had gasped when she had seen a hairy tentacle shoot out from seemingly nowhere, grasping hold of one of the Faeries. The little wooded glade where they all lived had been covered in a thick sticky white silken thread, and as the Sprite had watched in horror, the Faery had been cocooned in the same substance as her cries for help rang out.

All of the Faeries were now gathered in the centre of a large web, being guarded by a giant, horrible looking spider. It was absolutely enormous, and far bigger than any spider that she had ever seen. It also had a luminous glow, and it was clear to see that there was some evil magic at work. Somehow a normal spider had been transformed into a beast of tremendous size, and now it had all of the Faeries at its mercy.

The Sprite had been stunned and did not understand how they had been so overwhelmed, and had eventually concluded that the Self Appointed One had forced the captive Faery into creating the terrifying monster!

Now more than ever, she wondered how they were going to defeat the Self Appointed One and his dark magic?

The Sprite sighed, wiping the tears from her cheeks. She had to do something as she could not just sit and look at Roggie.

With another deep sigh, the Sprite stumbled to her feet, and as she looked around there was nothing but open water stretching out as far as she could see. The little island stood alone in the vast cavern, and the feeling of loneliness crept over her too. There was no way of getting back to her own people, and even if there was, then she did not know if they had also been attacked by another terrible monster. The only company that she had was the Oracle, and so taking a deep breath, she made her way back towards the raised stone circle.

The crystal around her neck began to glow as the familiar swirling white clouds began to form in the well like hole. The brilliant crystals of the inner lining began to pulsate as the swirling clouds formed themselves into an image.

The Sprite found herself staring at the titanic battle being waged between the Rainbow Serpent and the Self Appointed One. The former castle of the Great King was alive with static energy, as bolts of lightening shot to and fro. Standing on the top of one of the towers, another flash of light suddenly emerged from the tip of the Self Appointed One’s crook, as his flowing cloak ruffled in the breeze. It shot out towards the multi-coloured flying Serpent, discharging with a roar like thunder.

The Rainbow Serpent shuddered, glowing even more brightly than he had done before, as he returned fire, sending a bolt of lightening of his own back towards his adversary. It struck him, and he seemed to absorb it, although the force was sufficient to make the Self Appointed One take a step backwards.

Arrows also shot into the air, being fired by the archers positioned on the ramparts, which fizzed off the Rainbow Serpent’s scales. He seemed to have some sort of an energy shield around himself, although with the constant stream of arrows combined with the lightening bolts, the Sprite wondered how much more he could take.

The Rainbow Serpent twisted and turned in the sky, with his wings flapping intensely as he came in for another attack. This one was met like the last with return fire, and every time he did this, he seemed to grow a little weaker. It was clear that he had underestimated the power of the Self Appointed One, and the Sprite could see that he was gradually losing the battle. It would only be a matter of time before his power weakened sufficiently for his energy shield to fail, and then he would be at the mercy of the constant stream of arrows being fired at him.

The Sprite was growing increasingly worried, and her thoughts began to turn towards the others, who were battling against an equally overwhelming foe.

The image of the battle between the Rainbow Serpent and the Self Appointed One began to fade, as the swirling clouds obscured her view, and then as she looked down into the well like hole, another image began to form.

Swarms of Rocs swept down from the sky attacking the fleet of Dragon boats which were sailing down the river, resplendent with their red and white sails and Dragon figureheads. She could see Ior, King of the Pixies, standing on the bridge of the leading boat barking out orders, and coordinating his defence.

Above him Dragon Riders held on tightly pressing their legs against the smooth scales of their Dragons, as they fired flaming sage arrows at the attacking force. Other archers positioned on the boats also fired their arrows, and between the madness, additional Dragons swooped down sending out jets of flames as they tried to hold off the Rocs.

The riverbank was also alive with Men and Goyles who were attempting to shoot them down with their own arrows, and in amongst them Friars were giving orders. Lighted arrows shot towards the Dragon boats, causing a few small fires to break out as they attempted to set them alight.

Ior’s face contorted again as he continued shouting.

“Put those fires out!”

Sage fire shot out from a group of Dragons who strafed the ground, as they came in low, temporarily scattering the Men and Goyles. However, as the Dragons shot back into the air, they quickly regrouped, and the whole scene was one of utter carnage, as the casualties grew on both sides.

In amongst them there were also Ogres who swung their clubs trying to knock the Dragons out of the sky, and they were joined by the most fearsome opponents of all.
Looking almost like Men, creatures with tattered, soil encrusted clothes which hung from their blackened dead looking skin slipped into the water. They were the undead, referred to as the Draugar, mythical creatures said to be so horrifying that they would strike fear into the heart of the bravest of warriors.

They were the creation of the Self Appointed One, who had learnt how to prevent those poor unfortunate souls who had lost their lives in the gold mines from entering into the waiting arms of the Great Spirit.

The Draugar were now swimming towards the Dragon boats, with large axes strapped to their backs, which they would use when they reached their targets. It was not just the axes, as they would also use their sharp teeth to tear into the flesh of the Pixies, after they had crushed them, and then, even more horrifying, they would attempt to devour them and drink their blood!
Three
Sunlight reflected off the fast flowing water of the river catching the wake of the lead Dragon boat as its sail billowed in the breeze. Red and white stripes rippled, tinged with dark patches where flaming arrows had failed to set it alight. Another arrow struck, singeing the fabric as it fell towards the deck, as archers fired back at those positioned on the river bank.

Arrows shot to and fro as the boats clung to the far side of the river, navigating their way through the deepest water, trying to catch the current at its peak. For those attempting to intercept them it was no easy task, for the Draugar were no ordinary swimmers.

Blessed with an unnatural strength and speed, they were able to cut their way through the fast flowing waters with but one thought upon their minds. The Self Appointed One had created them with his dark magic, with an overwhelming desire for Pixie flesh and blood. They did not have a mind of their own, as part of their souls had been removed, and only their brain remained.

Not for many generations had such creatures existed, and then there had only ever been a few, which had sent the former Kingdom of Elphamia into turmoil. Now they were back, and in much greater numbers as the forces of darkness plunged to a new level of evil.

Blackened flesh pushed its way through the water, as arms and legs moved devoid of any real life, automatically moving with brain impulses controlled from afar. No more than ripples, they swarmed towards the Dragon boats bringing their terrifying presence nearer all of the time.

Through the heat of battle Ior suddenly spotted something out of the corner of his eye, and grabbing hold of his looking glass, he had trouble believing what he was seeing. Tortured faces with black peeling flesh and haunted eyes stared back at him, and he nearly dropped his looking glass with shock, as the whole of Ior’s body began to shake.

Ior was a proud warrior, and had the love and respect of his people, who followed him without question. He was regarded as a great leader who loved and looked after them, but how was he going to do that when faced with something so evil that was neither dead nor alive?

“Prepare to repel boarders!”

Ior’s words boomed out with a confidence that belayed his fear, as he dropped his looking glass which now swung on a cord around his neck. He then clasped his ceremonial horn, giving short blasts to signal the other boats that they were about to have some uninvited company.

The first of the Draugar were drawing near, as he released the horn, letting it dangle next to his looking glass. His legs felt like lead, and refused to move as a pair of blackened hands clasped hold of the side of his boat. Then, as he managed to pull his sword out of the sheath at his side, a blackened face rose up peering at him with a deathly look.

The Draug’s arrival signalled a new development, and one which stunned Ior and his crew to the core. They had been battling the enemy at a distance, and now they were at hand. It had always been a possibility, although being faced with such a creature was something that none of them had ever envisioned.

The nearest Pixie looked in terror as the creature hauled itself over the side of the boat. Another fired an arrow into it, but that had no effect. He fired a second, but how was he supposed to kill something which was already dead?

Ior began to realise that these creatures could not be killed by conventional means. Somehow they had to find another way, and as he raised his sword ready to charge, the Draug leapt forward, descending upon the unfortunate Pixie. There was nothing that he could do as a bone chilling scream rang out, as its blackened teeth ripped into the flesh of its victim as the others watched in horror.

“Aaaahh!”

The Sprite also screamed, scrunching up her eyes and nearly falling into the well like hole. She had never seen anything so ghastly in all of her life, and could no longer look into the image being created by the Oracle.

Never had she or any of the other inhabitants of the ancient kingdom of Elphamia seen such a sight, and she felt totally horrified. Her thoughts were now in turmoil, as were the swirling clouds of the Oracle, which now swept around in a whirlwind.

The Faeries were cocooned in the white webbing spun by the giant spider, Roggie’s etheric body had disintegrated and his outer body was barely alive, and now this!

The Sprite put her head in her hands and began to sob, sending a multitude of tears flooding down her cheeks.

It looked as though the world was coming to an end as the new age dawned with terrifying consequences.

The tears continued to flow as the Sprite wondered how long it would be before they were all destroyed. The only place left would be The Realm of the Dragons, although most of them seemed to be battling to save the Pixies, and from what she had seen, there would be none left to return to the sanctuary of its protective walls.

The Dragons were their last hope, and if they perished, then there would be nothing to stop the Self Appointed One’s forces from sweeping the land clean of all those who resisted his evil ways.

Somehow, the Sprite had to calm her nerves, although they were just as shattered as those who were battling the Draugar. From somewhere deep inside, she managed to summon up enough courage to open her eyes.

Forcing herself to look back into the Oracle, the swirling clouds slowly began to stabilise, and when they did, another image started to form. This one was a little less traumatic than the last, although from the looks of it, things were still far from well.
The Great Mountain stood defiant, standing proud against the darkening sky, with the carving of the Great King looking out across the valley below. He would however, not have been too pleased to have seen the path which led up towards him full of Men, Ogres and Goyles.

There was a gap where the land had slipped creating a protective divide, which had temporarily been bridged, and then destroyed by the Leprechauns after enabling many to cross to the safety of the vast cavern. That was how the first battle had ended, and it was clear to see that a second loomed, and the Sprite gasped as she noticed that the bridge had now been repaired.

It would not be long before they poured across, and she had to look away as her courage began to falter.

It took the Sprite several minutes to pluck up enough courage to look back, and when she did they were already crossing the bridge. At their head were several Ogres, who held enormous clubs in their hands. They had really evil looks on their faces, and when they reached the other side, they raised their clubs charging towards the mountain side.

“Nooo!”

The Sprite cried out as the Ogres brought their clubs down hard upon the Great king’s statue, and she watched in horror as the delicate life like carving began to crumble.

The Great King’s monument symbolised all that had been good within the land, and as it began to disintegrate, the last vestments of his reign were broken up forever.

Another series of blows took further chunks of rock away, as the Ogres continued to tear down the Great King’s statue, and soon there would be nothing left. It would only be a matter of time before the Ogres broke through, and when they did, The Realm of the Dragons and all those who lived within it would be left to the mercy of the attacking hordes.

The Sprite covered her face with her hands again, as the tears welled up in her eyes, before flooding down her cheeks once more.

It looked as though even those sheltering within the Great Mountain would not be safe, and her thoughts were picked up by the Oracle. The swirling white clouds reappeared, as the Great Mountain began to fade, and as the Sprite continued to sob, the clouds cleared to reveal an image of the inside of the Royal Palace.

Tyr, the Wise Old Griffin, the Dragon King, Queen Afliae and her Consort were all standing around a large round wooden table.

“Things do not look good!”

Tyr shook his head. A messenger had just arrived with news of what was happening outside.

“I only hope that we can hold the main entrance.”

There was doubt in his voice as he pointed to a large map which was spread out in the centre of the table. The main entrance to the cavern could clearly be seen, along with the exit to The Bad Lands, and the other opening. The Leprechaun Cavalry usually patrolled the main entrance, but they had been withdrawn. Three Dragons, the Bears and an assortment of Elphin Rabbits and Elves now stood there. A smaller group guarded the exit to The Bad Lands, and the remainder had been deployed to the other exit.

“Do you think that the counter attack will be successful?”

Tyr raised his eyebrows as he looked at the Griffin. Dragons had been ferrying the Leprechaun Cavalry out of the opening and across to where they had been gathering their force. The last of them would soon arrive, and when they did they would be ready to proceed. The Dragon King also had his doubts, screwing up his wizened old face before releasing a very deep sigh. It was going to be quite a gamble, but there seemed little alternative as they had to try something.

“Well?”

The Griffin also sighed.

“Well indeed!”

