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Timeline of the World of Mundial 
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Year               

1MA First War of Destruction, Yucaipan Kingdom and Village of the Shadow Hunters re-established on Elvish Continent  

44MA Battle North of Aguerius Forest  

118MA Lich Lords attack the Vatan Province  

119MA Forest Spirit and the Dragon Queen 

123MA Lich-El, Escape through the Sacred Forest, The Necromancer, Paladin’s Rise  

Lich Lords begin invasion of Aguerius Province 

125MA Shadow Elves attack on Village of the Shadow Hunters 

126MA Forged in Fire and Shadow, Shadow Hunters,  

Shadow Elves attack on Aguerius Estate begins the Yucaipan War, Kadus Knights unite with Vetan Province 

983MA Necromian Kingdom established  

1012MA The Forjad Consortium is formed  

1024MA Formation of the Yucaipan Republic  

1850MA Mathen's Flight  

1853MA Destiney’s Voice 

1854MA Human/Elvish War Begins 

1855MA Fate’s Forge, fall of the Necromian Kingdom and Yucaipan Republic. Establishment of Port Cutter  

1857MA Merchant Ship Cree attacked by Slave Traders prompting war between Elvish Kingdom and the Forjad Consortium 

1862MA Elvish blockade and attack on Fire’s Forge 

1866MA Last Refuge, Shadowlands attack on Port Cutter 

1904MA Frost Wyrm  

MA= Mortal Age      

Italics= Published Works 
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“You want to move all of our people to the Forjad Province?"

"Yes, we must strike before they have a chance to prepare themselves. We can't let the people here escape us like those in the Aguerius Province did."

"No matter how isolated the spot you have found for our camp, you are asking my Kadus Knights to bring their families to the front lines of a war zone. The extra guards we would need to post to protect them while we are away to battle–"

There will be no guards posted. We will need all our men for the battles. Aren't your people a warrior culture? Do you not train your young to defend themselves?"

"Lord Lich-El would never –"

"Lord Lich-El is still away, which means I'm still in com­mand. You will do as you are ordered. Now let's hurry and bring your people here and set up our camp. We have a battle tonight."

––––––––
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THE LINE OF WAR WAGONS pulled by huge mammoths proceeded towards the city that was protected inside a huge crack found inside an immense cliff face that stretched as far as one could see to the north and south. Inside the wagons, refugees from the Aguerius Province huddled together. In the basket of one of the lead mammoths, High Lord Gidon Aguerius looked over the caravan as it approached the city.

"Lord Mason!" A call rose up from the war wagon in front of the lumbering animal.

"Speak!" The lesser lord standing behind the high lord responded.

"Lady Izybel wishes to join you!"

Lord Mason stopped the caravan just long enough for Gidon's wife to exit the war wagon and climb up the rope ladder to the basket. As soon as she was in the basket, she spoke to Lord Mason.

"Stop the caravan outside the city wall. We will unload the refugees there."

"As you wish, your Ladyship. May I ask why? We can't be sure how far back the undead army is."

"Giddy told me he found a strange rock in our campground this morning. He said when we left the border of Aguerius Forest the stone became hot, and when he dropped it, the magic gate appeared right next to where it landed."

"A marked stone?" The elvish Lord Teanas asked, "In the Sacred Forest?"

"Someone in our group must have brought it with us! That is how they kept finding us!" Gidon exclaimed.

Izybel nodded, "We will need to do a complete search of everyone and everything we bring into the city."

"You think one of the refugees might be a Kadus Knight?" Lord Mason asked.

"There could've been one among the people from any of the other towns. Not to mention 30 people my son rescued from an undead dun­geon. There could've been a knight among them," Gidon answered.

"So, as I said, we search everything, and everyone entering the city," Izybel said.

"As you say," Gidon responded. All things aside, it was good to see his wife this way, in command. She was always so careful not to overstep her authority in the Aguerius Province, but now she was once more in her own lands where only her father had more authority, and she wore it well. It was one of the things that had attracted him to her. If he had to be in the predicament they were in, he was glad to be in it with this woman.

––––––––
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ALMAS WAS SITTING ON the ground looking at the walls of Debigroc as the soldiers conducted their search. He sat with Ulec, Cady, and Giddy who were talking to each other, but he wasn't paying attention.

His arm was hurting more and more by the moment, and he was trying to push the pain to the back of his mind. He wondered how Ulec had been able to stand it for so many days.

When Ulec was dying of an infection from a cursed wound on his shoulder, Almas had somehow been able to not only see the curse but remove it to his own shoulder. They had been able to save Ulec but now the cursed wound was appearing on his own shoulder. Almas wondered how long before infection brought him down.

"Help me!"

Almas looked up, being pulled suddenly from his thoughts by the sound of his younger brother calling for help. He hadn't noticed Giddy wander away from the group, and now Almas saw that he had gone over to one of the nearby mammoths. He must have grabbed hold of the animal's trunk and then failed to let go when the large beast raised its long nose up into the air. Now the young boy was hanging from the trunk high above the ground. Too high to drop comfortably, but not so high to put him in danger of being hurt.

Cady was the first to respond to the situation, "Serves you right. I told you to leave them alone."

"Ulec, tell him to let me down!"

Almas glanced at his elvish best friend. Ulec could speak to animals but by the mischievous expression on the young elf's face, he was likely the cause of Giddy's predicament.

Ulec called up, "He likes you. I think he wants to give you a nice big kiss."

"No!" Giddy cried as the mammoth began to lower the hanging boy down towards its mouth. Almas could see however that Giddy was laughing. The mammoth gave the boy a lick which made the boy laugh even more.

"Stop, that tickles," Giddy begged after receiving a second lick. After a third time the mammoth put the boy down, the hair on his head on the side he was licked standing straight up.

"That felt really gross," Giddy said, a huge smile betraying how he really felt.

The smile made Almas feel better, Giddy had been quiet and pensive the whole trip to the city. It was a marked stone that he had found that let Tornal create a magic gate to the refugees, which allowed the undead army to attack that morning and Giddy had nearly become the first victim of that attack. The close call had really scared the boy. It was good to see him returning to his normal self again.

Suddenly his thoughts were interrupted once again by a much older voice.

"Almas. Ulec. May I speak with you?

It was Lord Teanas. Almas stood, as did Ulec.

"Of course, Lord Teanas," Almas replied politely.

They walked off with the elf lord far enough from others that no one would hear them.

Finally, Lord Teanas spoke, "Almas, tell me, what do you think of these city walls?"

A little surprised by the question, Almas hesitated a moment before answering, "They...um...look strong."

"Yes, they are, try looking deeper."

So Ulec must have mentioned his newfound ability to see, or more accurately sense magic. Well, that really didn't matter, he trusted Ulec's father. He tried to look deeper and after a moment he saw what Lord Teanas wanted him to see.

"The walls are infused with magic," Almas said in awe.

"Yes, they are enchanted, Lich-El himself couldn't even break up these walls. Now look at your crest."

Almas pulled his crest out from under his shirt and studied it. It also was enchanted and every few seconds a small pulse of magic shot out of it. Following the pulse of magic with his eyes he saw it go right to his father who was standing a bit away overseeing the search.

Other pulses were converging on his father, and he realized they were coming from his siblings and mother.

"There is some kind of connection to my father," Almas stated with a questioning voice.

"Yes, your father has your crest magically connected to a compass so he can find you in an emergency. It was how we found where you were so quickly. Such an item as the stone your brother found would behave the same way. That is what you need to keep an eye out for. Those pulses of magic going out towards the undead army."

Almas scanned around him but seeing the world through magical eyes was still so confusing. Turning back to Lord Teanas he started, "I'll keep an eye...out."

He hesitated part way through his response because he noticed for the first time Lord Teanas held enchanted items.

"Your ring is enchanted?"

Lord Teanas glanced down at the ring on his hand. "Yes, this ring is a fieles—Mimic."

"Mimic?"

Ulec answered for his father, "It has the power to change form to any weapon it has had contact with before. If it has come in contact with a fieles then it can also mimic the powers of that fieles when it takes its form."

With a flash of light, a sword appeared in Lord Teanas' hand.

"Wow," Almas exclaimed and then asked, "What about the thing in your pocket?"

Lord Teanas smiled as the sword vanished and answered, "That is why I want both you and Ulec. I have a gift for each of you."

The elvish lord brought out what looked like two bundles of beads and strips of leather.

"This is called a rusica," he said spreading out one of the bundles.

It was a web of leather threads with colored wooden beads making a design that looked like a wolf's face with a brown background.

On one side of it, the leather strings were connected to a bracelet, while on the opposite side had four strings attached to four rings.

Lord Teanas slipped the bracelet around Almas' wrist and then slid the four rings on his fingers leaving out the thumb. The result was the web covered the back of his hand.

The elvish lord then put the other one on Ulec's hand which had a design of a tree rather than a wolf on it.

"They are both enchanted," Almas stated.

"Yes, they are both connected. If you press the center bead with the intention to make the magic active–"

Lord Teanas pressed the center bead and Almas saw a small burst of magic shoot out to Ulec's rusica and a bead on it started glowing.

"–it will cause the other one to point and lead the one wearing it to you."

"So Ulec can find me if I want him to and the other way around?"

"Precisely, as both of you seem to have a habit of getting into trouble, I thought having a way to call and find each other would be prudent."

Lord Teanas handed Ulec his rusica who wordlessly studied it a moment before putting it on, then the elvish lord motioned for the two boys to follow him.

"Now I believe it is about time for us to enter the city, let us go."

The city was amazing, it was so different than other cities that Almas had seen of the Forjad Province during trips to visit his grandfather. After passing through the wall's gate, he came to a large plaza lined on either side by stables and barracks with sheer cliffs rising high above on either side. In the center of it was a huge boulder the size of a large building.

Beyond the boulder, the plaza ended with a wall of buildings with only a single road passing though the center into the city beyond. The road only went a few hundred feet before splitting into two roads that angled towards either side of the passage through the mountain, the city filling up what amounted to a crack through the cliff just wide enough for two or three city blocks.

It was the architecture of the buildings more than anything that made the city so different. Most were so much more rounded and curvier than ones found in other cities in the province. Almas realized these were original elvish buildings.

"What's in those jars?"

Ulec's sudden question brought Almas back from all the sights of Debigroc. Ulec
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