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Scene: The timeworn battlefield at World’s Center.



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To all the folks out there who've said (on more than one occasion) haven't I read all of this before?
Well, not in this case, anyway. 
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Scene: The timeworn battlefield at World’s Center.
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Harsted vol’Durian, Eternal King of Reborgnia and Enelthrel the Damned, Dark Lord of the Underworld, face one another once again at their Prophesied Unending Final Contest which decrees that only one will survive the day.

“Once again we meet, Enelthrel the Damned,” Harsted vol’Durian proclaimed in ringing tones, waving his flaming sword (damn, that thing was heavy) at his eternal enemy. “It is time for our prophesied final battle!”

“This time, Harsted vol’Durian, you shall perish and the world shall be mine,” Enelthrel the Damned shrieked back, holding the double reins of his restless midnight-colored deathsteed tight in his one remaining hand. Not for the first time, the Dark Lord wished he had taken up the offer of Trigby the Bald’s placid white palfrey, Muffin.

But no, he had had to insist on considering how things looked, and a palfrey was not something any self-respecting Dark Lord could be seen riding.

The grotesque and seemingly innumerable mass of monsters (there were actually four thousand, two hundred, and nine of them at this point, but who was counting? No one. Not now, anyway. Thornax the Keeper of the Ten-Key Pad of Enumeration had perished at the Battle of Upper Lower Snifflebard) that shifted and writhed behind him growled, barked, and whined their impatience to attack the Vale’s defenders.

“Not surprising that you step aside to have your filthy minions slaughter everyone whilst you sit back and sip your unicorn blood tea,” Harsted vol’Durian scoffed. “No surprise there at all, Enelthrel.”

The Dark Lord shifted in his saddle, making a sour face.

“Who said I was going to let them fight it out, Harsted vol’Durian,” he grated. “This is our fight. As it has always been through the millennia. Once I have you in my power, my minions, as you refer to them, can do the mopping up.”

The Dark Lord did not notice as a few of his minions began to sidle away from the greater mass of monsters, heading for the nearby forest. Now there were four thousand, two hundred and three monsters ranged behind Enelthrel the Damned, nearly all of them holding freshly cleaned mops.

The rest held massive, water-filled buckets at the ready.

The mass of dirty and exhausted fighters behind Harsted vol’Durian shifted uncomfortably as they stared at the Dark Lord’s gruesome army. A few of them also melted back into the nearby forest. Volstad the Tabulator had left his abacus back in camp, so he never noticed their departure.

“Do I see more wrinkles on your face, Harsted vol’Durian?”

“Missing that hand much, Enelthrel?”

“You son-of-a—”

“You know, I think I saw your mother in a kennel back in—”

The back-and-forth continued for several hours, and included insults, insinuations, and pompous declamations from both sides. Each army’s members had long ago sat down and found other ways in which to amuse one another as their leaders postured to no one but themselves. A few of
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