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Chapter 1 – Sylvania
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In the mystical land called Sylvania, elves and hobgoblins coexist in an uneasy alliance, bound by ancient treaties and shared history. Sylvania is a magical place, a vast, underground kingdom with many huge grottos, some with stalagmites and stalactites. There are many vents to the Overworld for air, though no one has ventured to the Overworld within living memory. It must be understood that the inhabitants live much longer and age much slower than we do. Elves, hobgoblins and tinies live there. Very occasionally there are the ubiquitous umbra. Spirits that have escaped from Gehenna.

The hobgoblins are the wielders of the weak magic, though it was not always so. In the time of Relam the Great they wielded the strong magic like the elves. But in the time of Barak a hobgoblin noble challenged an Elf King and lost. As a punishment all the hobgoblins were relegated to the weak magic.

Sylvania is still ruled by an Elf King who alone wears a sacred orb that magnifies his magic a hundred-fold. He owns mushroom, garlic and toadstool plantations and has five children.

Our story starts with Rogg D’Arcie, a young hobgoblin. Rogg comes from a distinguished line of hobgoblins: Rogg, son of Mog, son of Elim, son on Barak, son of Chem, son of Relam the Great. His family own a toadstool farm that they inherited from Relam. Despite this comparative affluence Rogg’s home is very plainly furnished with circular, dried toadstool rugs and rough-hewn furniture.

“Mum, have we nothing to go with these toadstools?”

“Eat your meal Rogg. Only the king has the luxury of garlic,” Froda, his mother says.

“Yes, but it would be nice.”

“Can’t argue with that,” Mog, his father says.

“I have a surprise,” Froda says. “Rogg is to be apprenticed to the Delphians.”

“You know how I hate the King and his family. It shall not be so!”

“Peace, dear, it is done.”

Mog glares at his wife with rage and unbelief.

“What does apprentice mean mum?”

“You will be the companion to Prince Oldahn and learn about magic and history.”

At the mention of magic Mog goes even redder and looks like he will explode. “How can he learn of magic woman? They took the strong magic from us!”

“History will be good, and a little knowledge of magic will do no harm.”

Mog D’Arcie just smoulders and Rogg doesn’t know what to make of it all.

Finally, the day comes when Rogg is to join the Royal Household. His mother accompanies him to the lavish dwelling. They are met by a maid who directs them to a waiting room. In time they are met by the House Detective.

“Name?”

“Rogg sir.”

“At least you’re polite.”

“And you are?”

“Froda D’Arcie sir.”

“Ah, that’s right. Are you carrying any weapons?”

“No sir.”

The house detective searches them both for good measure.

“Very well. Mrs D’Arcie you may depart. Come with me young fellow.”

Rogg resembles a four-foot tall, round faced toby jug, without the hat, as he follows meekly behind the detective.

They enter a large, lavish room. There are seven persons seated, occupied in various activities. The detective takes Rogg to each of them in turn.

“His Majesty, the King. This is Rogg.”

The King just stares and Rogg feels very small.

“Your Majesty.” Rogg bows.

“Her Majesty, the Queen. This is Rogg.”

“Delighted.”

“Your Majesty.”

“This is Prince Oldahn, first son and heir to the throne. Rogg your highness.”

“Pleased to meet you Rogg. You will be my companion while you are here. Do you know any good stories?”

“A few your highness.”

“Prince Aelfwin this is Rogg.”

“Rogg.”

“Your highness.”

“Prince Osinn.”

“Rogg.”

“Your highness.”

“Princess Salma.”

Rogg has seen the Princess before, always from a distance, this time it is as though he sees her for the first time. The beauty of her eyes strikes him like a club. He takes in her prominent cheek bones with a slight blush on them, her perfect face and neck. He finds her beauty painful in a delicious sort of way. It is all he can do to steel himself from her attraction.

“Your highness.”

“Pleased to meet you Rogg.”

“Finally, Princess Ayrton.” The princess is the youngest of the group at thirty-one years and five years Rogg’s junior.

“Your highness.”

“Enchanted.” 

No time is wasted in getting Rogg started in his apprenticeship. He is taken to the library. It is a dimly lit, musty place. The attendant gives Rogg a large, thickly bound book to read. It is then found that Rogg can not read. Rogg is therefore tutored by Master Trefful, Prince Oldahn’s tutor, for twelve weeks. At the end of it Rogg can read most Elven Script. He is again given the same thick book to read. The title reads ‘A History of Sylvania and Other Chronicles’.

Rogg is fascinated from the first page:

In the beginning, which is really an end, the founders came to despair of all humans. The humans only cared about that which they could see and touch. They had no time for magick and made war on the magick folke. A decision had to be made. With heavy hearts the founders decided to go underground and leave the Overland behind. Elves and Hobgoblins used strong magic to fashion huge underground caverns. It was settled that there would be five kingdoms: Two of hobgoblins and three of elves. The hobgoblin kings were King Relam the Great and King Justus the Firm. The elven kings were King Cadoc, King Daniyel and King Ghufran. King Cadoc Delphian ruled Sylvania, King Daniyel ruled the adjacent kingdom of Tresfann, and King Ghufran ruled the farther kingdom of Harbrow. The most pressing need at first was lighting. Immediately was created the Lumens or Lighting Guild. Their task was to provide and maintain lighting wherever the magick folke may settle.

“So, my ancestor was a king!” Rogg says to himself. This gives him a brief moment of elation where he thinks his royal blood may help him with the princess. Then, almost immediately, he comes crashing down to earth with the realisation that she is tall and beautiful, and he is four feet high and ugly. Rogg composes himself and reads some more, aware that something isn’t right, at the back of his mind. At the evening meal at the king’s table Rogg should have been elated to actually eat mushrooms - and garlic as well! Instead he ruminates over the things he has read. Then suddenly it hits him. His great, great, great grandfather was a king. What happened to his kingdom and why are his family ruled by an elf king? Rogg remembers his father’s bitterness. One of his ancestors must have challenged the elf king at that time and lost. As his father is so fond of pointing out the punishment was to lose the strong magic. Rogg nearly chokes on his food. He nearly regurgitates what he has eaten. He suddenly appreciates his father’s bitterness and fights bitterness himself. He begins to understand why his father is so cold. It is not dissatisfaction or resentment with respect to Rogg, as he has supposed. He is so filled with bitterness that there is no room for love. Rogg is surprised to find that he understands why his father is bitter. This should have helped Rogg, but it does not. His emotions are churning, and he still wants more than anything his father’s love. 

Mother Phylexa is not the sort of person you find on the streets of Sylvania. She finds you. She is a wizened, old hobgoblin with a face like wrinkled leather. 

Rogg jumps with surprise.

“What?..Mother - what are you doing here?”

“What are you doing here be a better question.”

“I...well...you see...”

“Still indecisive?”

“You scared me...and you make me nervous.”

“Little old me?”

“You don’t fool me. You’re as tough as they come.”

“Seen bad times, had good times, still around to cause trouble.”

“And what trouble would you cause now?”

“Less impudence or I won’t tell yer.”

“Alright, I’m sorry. What have you to tell me?”

“The impatience of youth. I is getting around to it in my own way.”

“Please?”

“What does your heart desire?”

“I want to settle down with a nice hobgoblin girl and have a family.”

“You’re of the royal line. One day you will be a prince and you will have a family.”

“Fat chance. I’m a servant to the elves and I never even meet girls.”

“Have faith and hope.”

“I will try.”

“Good day young Rogg. Every blessing.”

“And to you Mother Phylexa.”
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Chapter 2 – Curiosity always gets me into trouble
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Rogg is very inventive and thinks up some great games for the princes. The princesses are unsure about the games and Princess Salma is aloof and detached. Eventually, though, she can not help herself and must get involved. Her younger sister, Princess Ayrton, follows her lead.

Today Rogg persuades them all to go exploring. They stroll off towards the dimness at the edge of the kingdom. Soon they are getting hot and tired and are glad of the water Rogg has thought to bring with him. They come across a narrow, stone stairway.

“I wonder,” Rogg says.

“Lead on Rogg,” Prince Oldahn commands.

Rogg ascends gingerly, taking care not to slip, for the steps are damp and green.

“There’s a draught and a strange light at the top,” Rogg says.

“I do believe we have found the Overland,” Prince Oldahn says.

Rogg throws caution to the wind and races up the last few steps. He is first to reach the top and put his head out into the Overland. The glare from the sun’s light is painful and Rogg puts his arm over his eyes. After about fifteen minutes they have all acclimated and they begin to look around. Everything seems a vibrant green and they have never seen grass, trees, and bushes before. They have never seen hills and mountains either. There is a sudden ‘CRACK!!’ and the soil by Prince Oldahn’s foot explodes.

“We’re being attacked by magic!” Prince Oldahn says. “Quick, back down the steps!”

A very dejected bunch of elves accompany Rogg back to their home.

The king wonders why they are so dispirited and is told the tale. He immediately calls Rogg before him.

“Rogg, what have you to say for yourself?”

“Your majesty we were exploring and found stone steps.”
“Go on.”
“I – we were curious, so went up the steps and found the Overworld. It is dazzlingly bright at first. Then someone tried to attack us. Will they come here looking for us majesty?”

“No there are wards to keep humans from entering.” 

“Humans? What are they?”

“I will do the questioning. Have you learned anything?”

“Yes sire. Curiosity always gets me into trouble.”

“Very well then. Remember well this lesson and be more careful.”

Rogg bows and leaves the king’s presence bowing and walking backwards.

The next day they are graced by a visit from Paralambart, the first son of the second family, the Charillians. The Queen is his older sister, therefore he is also the King’s brother-in-law and uncle to his children, though he is not much older than Prince Oldahn, the King’s eldest. 

“Your highness,” Paralambart bows deeply.

“Welcome. To what do we owe the honour?”

“I find myself in the time of life where I should be seeking a wife and what could be better than one of my sweet nieces.”

“You come straight to the point. Princess Ayrton is too young.”

“Alas, yes,”

“That only leaves Princess Salma. I must consider
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