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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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"Lord Aguerius must not be allowed to take command of an army."

"He can't if he is dead. Such a small force shouldn't be that hard to wipe from the face of the land."

"Do not underestimate him or Lord Teanas. Simply delay him. First, we will destroy his army, then we can worry about the more difficult tasks."

––––––––
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CREETAN FELT HIS STOMACH twist into a knot as he pulled back on the arrow that he had notched into the string of his bow. Just a week earlier archery had been nothing more than an activity. Now he found himself in a line of fellow archers; spread out and watching a force of undead revenants approaching.

He resisted the urge to once again look behind him to where his mother and siblings were taking shelter with the rest of the non-combatants – wishing for all he was worth that he was a couple years younger and could be cowering with them.

It had only been a few days since his father had returned from Demon Mountain after having rescued his younger brother, Almas, from the Lich Lords. One of his scouts had sent word ahead of the imminent attack and, as soon as his father and brother arrived, preparation had been made for everyone in the town of Morenville and the Aguerius estate to begin their journey for the protection of the city of Jaspen, capital of the Aguerius Province.

The day before they had been joined by refugees from the towns of Redbrook and Aguares bringing the number of the company to several hundred, but with only a few dozen guards to defend them.

It was only a few minutes ago that Ulec, Almas' elvish friend, had alerted them of the undead's impending attack. Creetan's father had only taken a few seconds to put together a defense and assigned positions to everyone trained with a weapon.

"Archers take aim!" He heard his father call out. Creetan glanced down the defense line and saw his father mounted on the back of his armored forest dragon that he used as a war mount, aiming his own bow. His father was the only archer without any guardsmen; but then, being a weapons-master, he could handle himself just fine.

Creetan's hand shook badly as he waited for the order to fire. Suddenly a calming feeling came over him; his hand stopped shaking and he found himself able to focus better.

He then noticed the harp playing faintly behind him. That would be Almas. Their uncle had taught him to play, and more recently how to work magic through the playing of music. Creetan could see that the music had a similar effect on the other defenders and standing there, waiting for the order to release his arrow to begin the battle, he suddenly had a whole new appreciation for music.

"Release!" Creetan heard his father command.

Releasing his arrow, he watched it shoot out with arrows from the other archers before finding its mark and causing one of the revenants to crumble to dust. Out of the corner of his eye he saw a beam of light erupt out from where his father was mounted and disintegrate a whole line of the undead attackers. His father's powers as a paladin were also useful.

Nocking another arrow, he quickly shot it at one of the revenants approaching him and his guards. He took out four more before the pair of swordsmen assigned to protect him were forced to meet a group of three. Creetan continued firing at other groups of advancing creatures until he suddenly felt a wave of heat crash into him from behind. Glancing back, he saw a pillar of fire rising from behind the hill where the non-combatants were taking refuge.

That would be Lord Teanas, Ulec's father, ambushing the large group of undead that were trying to sneak up on them. While Ulec could speak to animals and plants, his father had the power to control fire. It looked like he had unleashed a flaming whirlwind on the undead on the other side of the hill.

"Creetan look out!" A voice near him warned.

Turning around he found a revenant right next him moving to strike! Creetan barely dodged as he struggled to pull out his short sword. He got it out just in time to block a second strike which knocked him off balance and he fell backwards to the ground. Looking up he saw the revenant holding its sword above him ready to finish him when suddenly it began to crumble to dust. The sword dropped but a hand caught it before it could fall on him.

"Get up and pay attention to the battle before you, not the one behind."

This was Ulec. As usual the elvish child had come from nowhere. While he looked to be no older than his twelve-year-old brother, Creetan knew the boy was over a hundred years old and had the fighting skills to go with decades of training. As was his custom he wore no shoes and even in battle he had his shoulder bag in which he kept his pet slime, named Metal.

Using the sword, he had caught he took out two more nearby revenants with lightning speed before flinging the sword into a revenant that was about to kill one of Creetan's guards. A stream of acid came from his shoulder bag, into the face of yet another undead which began to instantly melt. He then pulled a knife from the sheath that another revenant was wearing as it fought Creetan's other guard. Striking the revenant, he again caught a falling sword and tossed it to the first guard as he got to his feet.

Ulec then took off through the crowd of fighting men and monsters looking like a child running through a crowd at a fair, only everywhere he went revenants would start tuning to dust as he ran past them.

Embarrassed, Creetan scanned the battle nearby. The undead that had made it pass the line of defenders were being intercepted by a few warriors mounted on forest dragons, keeping them away from the women and children.

Creetan spotted two revenants pass by his guards and head his way. This time he was better prepared and had proper footing as the creatures attacked; he blocked the strike from the first one to reach him and stepped around the revenant in order to keep it between him and the second one. This allowed him to get two quick strikes in; the first one being blocked and his second finding the creature's head and reducing it to dust.

The remaining revenant attacked through the dust of its companion and Creetan felt its sword graze his leather armor as he side-stepped the attack. He countered with his own sword and the creature joined the first as a pile of dust.

Scanning the battle, he saw the undead creatures pulling back.

"Warriors, hold your ground; archers, fire freely," Creetan heard his father order.

After sheathing his sword, he picked up his bow from where it had fallen and dropped three more revenants before they were out of range.

It took a few moments for him to realize that they had won and were safe. There was silence except for the sound of his brother's harp which then faded. A cheer went up from the defenders but as soon as the music stopped the fear and uncertainty Creetan had felt before the battle returned. He dropped to his knees, fighting to keep his last meal in.

"Creetan!" He heard someone call. Looking over he saw Almas running towards him and Creetan instantly had mixed emotions, embarrassment that all the focus and ability he showed in his first battle was because of his brother's bardic abilities, and also gratitude for the fact that those abilities probably saved his life.

"Are you okay?" Almas asked as he approached and offered Creetan a hand to help him to his feet.

"I'm fine...and thanks," Creetan responded as he took his little brother's hand and stood up.

"For what? All I did was play my harp and try to help everyone focus," Almas said.

"Well, it worked. I couldn't even string my arrow right, my hand was shaking so badly before you started playing," Creetan responded.

"You still did very well for your first fight," a young voice piped up.

Creetan jumped a little at Ulec's voice. The elvish boy was standing right next to him and as usual with Ulec, he hadn't noticed him until he spoke.

"Right, I was a half second from getting my head chopped off. One fight and I already owe my life to two children who don't even come up to my shoulders."

"At least you didn't twist your leg, almost get eaten by a forest dragon and get your life saved by a slime and a human infant." Ulec said matter-of-factly, referring to his own first life or death
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