Part 1: Unlikely Meetings of Strange Sorts





“Lord Richard, I believe I have a proposal that may interest you…” Came a scratchy voice.


	Lord Richard turned to see a goblin, with a large grin on his face. The goblin had green skin covered with warts, blisters, and many scars. The small goblin smelled foul, far beyond description, but a small medallion caught Lord Richard’s attention. The medallion was fashioned in the shape of a dragon holding a green gem in the middle. The goblin was dressed in animal skins and his left eye was covered with an eye patch.


	“Yu wunt rid him?” Asked Gurny, a tall half human, half ogre. 


	“No, Gurny.” Replied Lord Richard. “I think I will have to hear this little one out.” Lord Richard looked again at the goblin, this time with a small grin on his face. “This tavern is not a place I like to discus business, I would be glad to extend you an invitation with me to my mansion.” Lord Richard nodded to Gurny, and stood up. He beckoned the goblin to follow him, and together they left the tavern and entered the wagon of Lord Richard.


	The wagon was well furnished and most likely had cost very much money. Gurny helped Lord Richard into the wagon and then went to the head and prepared the horses. The small goblin jumped into the wagon, and they were off. 


	“Now, I believe you have not told me your name yet. As you know, I am Lord Richard.”


	“I am known as Flush to humans. And I know that you have a great amount of wealth. I am the commander of an army, and what we wish to accomplish will require extra money, but the rewards will be much greater.” Replied Flush.


	“Ah, and you wish for me to give you this money? I will have you know that I hold under my coat a sword, and if you plan on killing me, you will not get far.”


	The wagon came to a stop, and a large head appeared but the face was not visible. Gurny spoke in a low whisper to Lord Richard, but never lifted his eyes. Nodding, Lord Richard stepped out of the cart and beckoned Flush to do so also. As Flush jumped out of the cart, he saw a large house lit with many torches. Around the house stood many guards, the path to the house went through a large garden up to tall doors shaped with the craft of a dwarven smith. Gurny opened the doors and Lord Richard and Flush stepped into the house. Lord Richard invited Flush to sit with him at a large table made with the finest wood imported from the Shalonesti forest.


	“Now then Flush, what is it that you wish to do with my money, and what will I get out of it?” Asked Lord Richard.


	“My army, we are in need of better armor and new weapons if we are to accomplish what we want. Our goal is to take over the city of Althania. If you agree to fund us, you will get a large amount of the wealth captured and control of the city. If you do not accept, you will find yourself dead.” Flush grinned with the last remark and Lord Richard saw a small flash of steel beneath his clothes.


	“I see that you feel quite confident on this matter, but you do realize that my house is surrounded by guards, one cry from me, and you will be dead. But your plan interests me. Althania holds many riches, and power to rule the city is also very tempting. I will give you the funds you need, but remember, if you betray me in any way, you will not accomplish what you with to do.”


	“Excellent, I am glad that we have an agreement. I would like the sum of 200 jeweled eggs delivered to the south of the southern gates of Althania. I shall meet you there one fort night from tonight.”


	With that, Lord Richard nodded to Gurny. Gurny, with his eyes cast down, went and took Flush to the front door. As soon as Flush stepped outside, the doors behind him closed and Flush began his long walk back to his camped troops, with a grin on his face.





*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *





	“Did you take my money pouch?” Asked a light and musical voice.


	“Me? Steal? I would never steal from anyone. Your money pouch fell to the ground and I happened to see it and picked it up to give to you. You really have to be more careful these days. You should be thanking me, and you should also make sure that you don’t lose that pouch anymore. Or these others I also happened to pick up.” Replied the kender, giving the elf her pouches.


	The kender man was dressed in bright green leggings, had on a shirt that was the color of a plum, and an odd hat with a small roc feather. He was average size for a kender, and had brown eyes. On his belt hung many pouches and bags filled to the brim with odd sorts of things. On his back was a backpack that had papers, most likely maps, and other oddities sticking out. In his hand was a hookpack, and his shoes were a deep blue color. 


	“I am Sabrinia, and I am glad that you found my pouch.” She said sighing.


	“Well, my name is Tek. I am related to Tasp Trapspringer. He was my mother’s cousin’s neighbor. Seeing as you seem to be losing your pouches a lot.” Tek handed her, her money pouch which seemed to have fallen again. “I think you may need me to accompany you on your journey. I am sure I have a map of where ever we are going.” Tek sat down on the ground and began to shift through his backpack. “Where is it that you said we were going to go?”


	“I am going to Althania, and I guess I could use some company. Just promise me that you will not steal any of my belongings.” Replied Sabrinia.


	“I told you before! I didn’t steal anything. The pouch must have fallen on the ground while you were walking. Just consider yourself lucky that you found me in time to get it back. Ah! Here we are! I have a map of Althania, now all I need to know is where we are.” Tek twisted the map upside-down and then turned it sideways. 


	“We are right outside the city of Shalonesti. I think we just have to follow the main road to get to Althania.”


	“Ah ha! I know exactly where we are. In fact, I have a small short cut on my map. If we walk down the road a little ways and turn south at a large tree with many branches we can get to Althania in no time!” Turning the map once more sideways and nodding, the kender stuffed it back into his backpack and stood up smiling. 


	Sighing, Sabrinia had to follow Tek. She knew enough about kender to follow and then try to make sense of it later. Kender always seemed to be able to get out of any situation, and that would most likely help her for now. And so, after checking to make sure she still had all her pouches, she followed the bouncing topknot of the kender down the road to Althania.


	Tek stopped and pulled out the map again. After several turns and twists he turned off the main path into the forest. 


	“Are you sure that this is a short cut?” Asked Sabrinia.


	“Yep! Last time I came through this way I went here and made sure to mark it on this map. I think that was the trip when I went to Althania from New Thalos! That was the exact tree that I passed last time, at least I am pretty sure. If we take this path we will get to Althania in no time! And if it doesn’t work, which I highly doubt, we can always follow my map back to the main road.” With that, Tek began to whistle a kender travel song and skipped along through the forest.


	Sabrinia was about to turn back when she noticed that some of her pouches were missing. Sighing once again, she ran after Tek and knew that it would be a long journey to Althania, but that is exactly what she was in search of.


	And so they went for the rest of the day, Tek whistling his tune, and Sabrinia making sure all her pouches were intact and had not “fallen” to the ground. 


	“It is getting dark, don’t you think we should find a place to rest for the night?” Inquired Sabrinia.


	“Well according to my map, there should be a large clearing a little further from here. We can stay there for the night. If I remember correctly, it is a very nice spot.” Replied Tek.


	After another hour of wandering in near darkness, they came to a small clearing. Tek sat down and pulled a small sleeping bag from his backpack and was soon fast asleep without a singe fear in the world to bother him. Sabrinia on the other hand could not fall asleep and decided to take a small walk in the forest in the light of the two moons. 


	The forest was quiet and dark. After a few minutes of walking, Sabrinia heard voices off in the distance. The voices sounded scratchy, Sabrinia decided to quietly find her way to see where the voices were coming from. As the voices grew louder, she could see light from many camp fires in a small valley. Sabrinia stayed hidden in the trees on top of a hill looking down into the valley. From her vantage point she could see many tents made of animal hides bearing a ragged standard that could be none other than that of a tribal goblin army. There were many small fires with groups of goblins about them. Strewn about the encampment were racks of armor and weapons. The weapons gleamed in the light of the fires, and Sabrinia could see that they were relatively new, and very well crafted. Sabrinia knew better than to stay much longer and crept back to the small clearing where Tek was still sleeping. Sabrinia went in and out of sleep for the rest of night.


	The next morning Sabrinia told Tek about her discovery, and both decided to go back to the main road and tell Althania about the small army. Smiling, Sabrinia followed Tek back to the main road. She had found an adventure, and now she would prove that she wasn’t a child, but an adult. And so they wandered, elf and kender down the road to Althania. On the road they met other people going to and from Althania and after three days on the road they saw the large gates that lead to the large city of Althania.





*  *  *  *  *  *  *





	“Denaard, you are relieved of your duties for tonight.” Shouted the captain of the guard.


	“Yes Sir.” Replied the young knight.


	Denaard walked down the armaments and down to the guard house. Smiling he took off his armor and began walking to the Grunting Boar Tavern to indulge himself in gossip and ale. The streets of Althania were empty at this time of night, but the windows of the Grunting Boar Tavern were light and many sounds could be heard outside. 


	Denaard sat down in the far corner and ordered a mug of ale. Settling down, he drank his ale and began to listen to all of the conversations about him.


	“What do yea think yea are do’n? That thar be mea money!” Shouted a disgruntled dwarven voice. 


	Denaard looked over and saw a dwarf, about half his size. The dwarf had obviously had too much ale and had begun to pull out his axe. The accused thief was a dark elf. She was beautiful, but had a dangerous look about her. Her hair was a brownish color and she wore leather armor. She began to draw her sword, when the bartender came over and told them that if they wanted to fight, it would be outside. Begrudgingly, the dark elf gave the dwarf his money back and slipped out of the Tavern. The uproar died down, and people again began to talk.


	As Denaard looked across the room again, he thought he saw a dark shadow in the far corner, but just as he had thought he had seen it, it disappeared. He once again listened to the conversations around him, waiting for something that would need his help. Although he was only a gate guard, he had learned much and knew how to use a sword as well as most knights. After a few hours, he had heard nothing of interest and was about to leave when the tavern door opened and a beautiful elven lady with hair the color of purest silver, and eyes the color of the deep blue ocean. Following her came a kender, dressed in the most absurd colors, as most kender do. 


	Denaard, being a knight, stood up and went over to the odd pair and introduced himself. Smiling, the elf nodded and asked if they could sit down. Denaard brought them to his table in the corner, checking to make sure all his bags and pouches were intact. 


	“Hello, my name is Denaard. You have a look of distress in your face my lady. What is it that is bothering you?” He asked.


	“My name is Sabrinia, and my friend here is Tek. As we were traveling here from Shalonesti, I saw off in the forest what looked like a large tribal army of goblins. I need to speak with someone about.” She was abruptly stopped when the sound of a chair could be heard crashing to the ground. Denaard and Sabrinia both looked to a table in the middle of the tavern where Tek was now skipping away from and the dwarf stood enraged, and looked as if he was about to kill Tek.


	“What do yea think yea are do’n with mea pouches ‘ittle one?” Shouted the dwarf.


	“These?” Asked Tek. “I found these on the ground, lucky for you I found them. Otherwise you would have forgotten them so I guess you should be thanking me.” With a smile Tek gave the dwarf his pouches. The dwarf’s face grew red, and Denaard quickly went over and invited the dwarf to have a drink with them. The dwarf could not refuse a free drink and sat across from the kender eyeing him suspiciously. 


	“I am terribly sorry about what Tek did. My name is Denaard, this is Sabrinia, and you have already met Tek.” Said Denaard.


	“Aye, yea shud keap a better aye on Tek. My name is Stump.” Replied the dwarf.


	The bartender brought another round of drinks for everyone, ale for Stump and Denaard, wine for Sabrinia, and apple cider for Tek. Sabrinia again told of her discovery of the goblin army that lay close to Althania. After much discussion, Denaard convinced Sabrinia to take him and Stump to the hill where she had seen the army. They could then decide what kind of action to take against the army.


	Denaard paid the bar tender for the drinks, and paid for a room for Sabrinia and Tek. Stump went back to his house located in the housing district of Althania. Denaard went back to the guardhouse to sleep, for the next day they would scout the supposed site of an army.





	Sabrinia and Tek went to their room and each sat down on a bed. Tek was busy looking through the contents of his pouches which had grown considerably larger since they had begun the journey. Sabrinia went over to a small table and noticed a letter on it. She picked it up and unfolded it.


	“Sabrinia, you should not get into something that you have no idea what it is. The path you have chosen will not serve you in the end. I suggest that you pull away now and spare your own life along with the life of many others.” It was signed The Chosen One. How odd thought Sabrinia, how could someone know what I was talking about, and know my name. But she knew that this is what she was looking for, a real adventure, and this meant that it was something big. Without a single thought of turning back, Sabrinia, checking her pouches were still on her, went to sleep.





*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *


	“That fool Sabrinia, she has made this situation more difficult than it has to be.” Thought Gondor as he walked among the shadows to his beloved tower. He quickly entered the tower and walked up to his private laboratory. There he sank into the folds of his chair thinking deeply. “I will have to act fast if I am to accomplish what must be done. The moons rises and I need my meditation.” Spoke Gondor in his hissing voice. 


	Gondor stood and began to move to a corner in the room. The corner seemed dark, as did the rest of the room, but it was especially dark. As Gondor drew nearer he felt the shadow’s power envelop him. It was warm and cold, comforting and awkward. He quickly uttered a few words sounding like shadows themselves and was soon gone in the shroud of darkness.


	As Gondor opened his eyes he saw the familiar tower. It rose out of the shadows, darker and made of the purest shadow magic. This was the place Granuk had shown Gondor back when he had only begun his studies of Necromancy. The darkness parted and Gondor stood before the gates of the large tower. He entered the tower, feeling the familiar pulse of energy emitted from the very material the tower was made of, shadow. “Servants! Prepare my dracolich and bring me my traveling orb.” Shouted Gondor. From the side of the large hall shadows departed in different directions, getting what their master wished.


	Gondor walked down the hall and began the long climb to the laboratory at the top of the tower. Entering, Gondor gazed about. Lining the walls were shelves full of the ancient tomes written by the greatest Necromancers of the past. On one wall was a book shelf filled top to bottom with jars full of every oddity anyone would ever need to cast a spell. There was jar filled with eye balls, one filled with the blood of a vampire, and many other gruesome things. Gondor walked to the shelves of books and gazed at them. At the very end were his own books, bound in black with gold scripture. These books contained the most powerful spells using the knowledge of many great necromancers and combining Gondor’s own additions. 


	Gondor lifted a tome entitled “The Magic of Shadows.” The cover was as cold as ice, but Gondor opened the book and began to read. “Only he who masters life first can then master death. In so doing, that person will find that death cannot exist without life, and therefor Necromancy is not the study of death, but of life and the living.” Gondor sighed and flipped to a marked page in the middle of the book. “This shadow plane is nothing but the pure power of shadow. A Necromancer draws on this power when using spells such as Shadowform and Death Shroud. Although these spells are complicated, they are only a fraction of the total power one can attain from the shadow magics. This power can only be drawn from this plane of existence. The power is diminished greatly in the other planes of existence. And so, to harness the full power of shadow magic, the user must open a portal to the shadow plane into the other plane of existence. I myself have tried such a feat without much success, but I feel it can be done. Only the one chosen to master these magics will be able to control it’s force in the mortal realm, and he will be shown the way when the time is right.” Gondor paused here.


	“Where the others have failed, I will succeed.” He thought as he read on. “When the chosen one connects the shadow plane with the mortal plane, the powers of eternal darkness will be his to command. There are unfortunately very few times when a portal could be made to connect the two planes of existence. The three magical moons of the gods must be full, it must be the darkest night of the year, and lastly, the light must fade in the other plane.” Here Gondor stopped. “I have created one such portal, but there was still too much light in the world and I can only get a portion of the power from this plane. But if the goblins manage to overrun Althania, much light will be banished, and then I may summon all of my strength and create the portal I need to this plane!” He thought excitedly.


	“Master… your Dracolich is ready, and his saddle is filled with the necessary spell components.” Hissed a shadow from behind Gondor. The shadow departed, or rather faded out of existence and Gondor closed the book. “The time approaches my shadow friends… soon the three moons will align in the stars and shine their full light upon the world, a darkness so dark that it has never been known to the realm will descend, and I Gondor shall be there to make sure the light is diminished. The hour draws near, and then the world shall see the full power of Shadow Magic!” Shouted Gondor.


	In a swirl of robes, Gondor left the laboratory and walked down the long stairs. Once outside he saw his mount, an undead monster summoned from the very depths of the shadows themselves. Before Gondor stood a dragon made of bone, over 100 feet in length and had a wing span of 75 feet. It’s eyes were fixed on it’s master, Gondor, who had awoken it from it’s peaceful death to do his bidding. The Dracolich lowered it’s head to Gondor and then Gondor climbed to his saddle near the beginning of it’s neck. Gondor shouted one word and the shadows separated and a gate shimmered into existence in front of Gondor. The Dracolich flapped it’s wings and soared through the gate.





Part 2: The Paths Converge





	Lord Richard twisted his head, was that a sound he heard or only the wind? It was an extremely cold night, and he had been waiting almost 1 full hour for Flush to arrive. Gruny stood a little distance from his master, face lowered. Suddenly, almost as though coming from the shadows, there stood before Lord Richard, Flush. This time the goblin was dressed in full armor, the armor was black and had the same symbol that was on his pendant. At his side clinked the scabbard of a sword, the scabbard was adorned with many green emeralds and looked to be made by one of the best dwarven smiths.


	Flush bowed. “I am sorry I was late, but there were some matters I had to dispose of. Nothing to worry about. Now do you have the 200 jeweled eggs?” Hissed Flush.


	“I have them, but I want your assurance that this plan will work. You must tell me of your plan, and if I think that the plan will work, the money is yours.” Replied Lord Richard.


	“Ah, I see… then I will tell you my plan. We have spied the defenses of Althania and found the most vulnerable place to attack. On the eastern side of Althania there is one place where the walls are sparsely guarded. We will attack on the 13th day of the Shadow, the night when it will be darkest. It has been said that it will be darker then the black moon itself. My army of 500 goblins will scale the walls, easily taking the guards by surprise and then raid the city. And as I said, most of the plunder will be yours, as will the city. All we want is for people to fear us.” With this, a large grin spread across his face. 


	Nodding, Lord Richard reached for a pouch inside of his jacket. The pouch he pulled out seemed ordinary, but it could in no way shape or form carry 200 jeweled eggs thought Flush. Then Lord Richard began to pull one egg at a time out of the pouch. Flush realized that the pouch was magic and nodded. After all 200 eggs had been counted, Flush took the pouch and eggs. Bowing, he again faded into the darkness.


	“I nut trust hum.” Grumbled Gruny.


	“Always resourceful Gruny, but if indeed this Flush can take over Althania, I will have more riches than all of my ancestors put together. If he fails, then I can always make sure nobody knows where he got the money from.” With that said, he turned and began to walk home.


	Once Lord Richard was back in his mansion, he decided that he needed to keep an eye on what Flush was doing, but without Flush knowing. He knew just the person for the job, or rather woman for the job. Summoning Gurny, he told him to fetch Vertinka.


	“Darling, I believe that I have a job that will be most interesting for you. I have invested in a plan to take over Althania, and I want to make sure it all goes well.”


	The dark elf nodded. “What am I looking for my dear?” She asked.


	“Look for an army of 500 goblins somewhere on the outskirts of Althania. I want you to make sure there are many of them, and see if you can pick up anything about their plans to invade Althania.” Answered Lord Richard.


	Vertinka nodded and left to gather her travel bags. She was soon out and began to wander just out of reach from the Althanian walls. She knew that an army with 500 goblins would be easy to find, all she had to do was follow her nose.





*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *


	Sabrinia woke up to the noise of a crash down the hall. Hopping out of bed she looked out the door and saw Tek running down the hall and an enraged dwarf running after him.


	“Hey! It is not my fault you dropped your axe Stump. And I can explain why some of your money is missing, I think that was the evil thief that came here last night. I caught him and was going to give you back your money but then you just started to chase me like you were going to kill me.” Shouted Tek as he ran. 


	“I will tear yea apart little man!” Shouted Stump huffing and puffing. 


	Sabrinia quickly blocked the hall and stopped Tek. Giggling, Tek turned to see a red face that was filled with rage.


	“Ok you two, Tek give Stump his belongings back.” Said Sabrinia.


	Tek smiled as he gave Stump a very nice looking axe and a little bit of money. The dwarf frowned as Tek did this and muttered something about stupid kender.


	“Well, before this little monster stole my…”


	“STOLE?!?! I have never stolen anything in my entire life. I told you how I go those, your axe must have gotten up and walked over to me, and your money had fallen on the ground when you came in!”


	“I came to wake you up, Denaard is ready and waiting outside with our horses.” Shooting an evil glare at Tek, Stump muttered something about those stupid kender and how they keep stealing things, and left to wait outside.


	Sabrinia and Tek went back into the room and gathered their belongings. Smiling, they both went down and left the tavern. Outside were two horses and two ponies. Denaard was seated on top of one horse clad in chain mail. Stump was on a pony with his axe slung across his back. Sabrinia climbed onto the other horse and Tek happily got on his pony. And so the four left Althania in search of the goblin army.





*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *


	About 100 miles east of Althania a large portal opened in the sky and out came a dragon soaring on wings made of pure bone. Upon it’s back rode a mage, not looking like much more than bones himself. Although it was still night, the eyes of the Dracolich glowed with an undead light, and the eyes of Gondor shone as steel shines in the light. Dragon and rider flew over the land looking for the camp fires of the goblin army.


	To the south of Althania Gondor saw the small lights from many camp fires in a small valley. The camp was well hidden from land, and Gondor could see the hundreds of goblins milling about, preparing to attack. Gondor knew they would attack the next night, for that night would be the darkest ever known to this realm.


	Suddenly a large shadow passed over the goblin encampment, when the goblins looked up they saw what seemed like a large shadow with two glowing embers pass above them. The goblins scurried to the safety of the forest about them. Grinning, Gondor passed over once more and landed. One goblin had stood at the camp and had not moved or flinched. Gondor quickly floated down from the back of the Dracolich, his robes billowing in the wind. 


	“Flush I presume?” Hissed Gondor.


	“Yes, I am the one known as Flush. And who are you who can see what has not been said?” Asked Flush.


	“Ah yes, you may call me The Chosen One. I have come to offer you my own services in this battle. I will tell you now that you cannot win this battle unless you accept my help.” Said Gondor in a soft hissing voice.


	“What do you take me for? My warriors are seasoned and could kill you this instant if I wanted them to. We have just bought the finest equipment from the dwarves. There is nothing that can stop us from taking over Althania.” Replied Flush.


	Gondor heard the twang of bow strings and quickly muttered a few spidery words. What looked like a cloud of arrows flew almost directly at Gondor, and each passed through him as though he were air. Chuckling, Gondor pointed to the forest and each goblin was suddenly frozen in place, unable to move a single muscle. “There we are, now Flush, will you accept my help? I have told you, you will not win this battle without it.”


	“A nice trick, but what do you want from us in return?”


	“I require nothing from this, only that you overrun Althania. I have my own purposes, and they do not concern you. Tomorrow, when it is darkest, on this very spot 100 score undead skeleton warriors will rise from the ground and do your bidding. Use them wisely, for Althania is more prepared that you think.” Having said this, Gondor floated back upon his Dracolich and soared off into the distant sky.


	“Althania will fall tomorrow, it cannot fail.” Thought Gondor as he and his Dracolich soared through another portal to the shadow plane.





Part 3: An Interesting Discovery





	Galloping on the horses they were able to quickly come to the spot where Sabrinia and Tek had turned off the path to take a “short cut”. The turned off the road and proceeded at a slower pace and all rode in silence, even Tek. Soon they came to the clearing where Tek and Sabrinia had spent the night. Dismounting, they tied up their horses and followed Sabrinia quietly. 


	Sabrinia gasped. As she looked into the valley below her, there was no large camp, only the remains of what had been a large camp. The others all saw the same and began to walk down to the bottom of the valley.


	“These fire pits are still warm from use, that must mean they moved their camp at most one day ago.” Speculated Denaard.


	As he looked about him Denaard saw the remains of some 50 fires. The grass was trampled, showing that there was a large number of goblins that were present. The remainder of tent posts and bones from animals they had killed littered the ground. 


	“Give mae back that pouch yea li’tl fiend!” Shouted Stump.


	“Hey! I gave it back to you, why are you so angry all the time?” Shouted Tek as he ran past Denaard.


	“Yea know just why you li’tl miscreant! Every time I turn my back on you, you manage to have my pouch or axe!” Puffed Stump as he ran after Tek.


	Denaard watched as the two disappeared into the forest at the edge of the valley. Checking to make sure Sabrinia was still all right Denaard began to search for a path that they had made when they had cleared camp. After almost an hour of searching the perimeter of the camp ground he had found a well hidden path in the forest leading towards the south. He knew that he could waste no more time and gathered everyone, Stump grumbling, and they all mounted their horses and made haste to Althania.





*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *





	“Flush will be pleased with me.” Hissed a small goblin while climbing down from a tree near the edge of the valley where four people had just been. The goblin quickly ran for almost three hours to reach their new encampment. 


	“Me havez sum gud newz fur you captain Flush!” Said the small goblin outside of a large tent. The tent flap opened and Flush beckoned the goblin in.


	“What have you found out?” Asked Flush.


	“Our uld camp wus fund by four peoples.” Said the goblin with a smile upon his face.


	“I see, did they find our trails to this new camp?”


	“Thea un clad en armur fund it.” Replied the goblin.


	“Interesting, thank you. You shall get an extra ration of food for this night.” With that, Flush waved his hand and the goblin left. “Servant! Call all of the top warrior to my tent!” Shouted Flush.


	After a few minutes all of the best warriors in Flush’s army were gathered about him in his tent.


	“It has come to my attention that we may be found out and the element of surprise will not be with us.” Hissed Flush. “Furthermore, there may be more resistance than we can overcome. That is why we must move our camp now. We will change out plans and attack from the west side. There we shall breach the walls and invade the town. We must move now if we are to make it in time.”


	“Sir, whut about da skeletons?” Asked a rather large goblin.


	“They will be no help if we cannot surprise the Althanians. We must take the risk, too much has been building on this to let it fall apart now. Go and gather your warriors and prepare for a long march.” And so the meeting ended. Flush stood up and began to gather his belongings and the other warriors left to gather their troops.





*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *





	Staying just beyond the circles of light in the forest, Vertinka was able to see the commotion going on in the goblin encampment. They seemed to be packing their tents and dousing their fires. Soon they lined up in organized lines and began to march toward the forest. Vertinka hid in the bushes and watched in amazement as some 500 goblins walked through the forest in single file and each one following in the others footsteps so that anyone looking at the path would only count 1 goblin. The only sound they made was the sound of armor and sword clinking against each other.


	After the last had gone down some ways Vertinka began to follow them. They marched at a fast pace for almost four hours and then stopped in another small valley well out of view from Althania, but not more than half of an hour from the walls. Finding a good spot in the trees, Vertinka stayed and watched what was happening.


	The goblins were able to set up their camp in a matter of minutes. After half an hour of watching, Vertinka noticed two glowing embers emerging from the darkness to land in the middle of the large camp. She could not understand the words that went between the man on top of the dragon made of bone, but could see the leader of the goblins nod his head and speak back.


	The twang of many bows made her look around her in the forest and she saw what looked like well over 200 arrows fly toward the man who was wearing flowing robes that were the color of shadow, if that was possible. The arrows went straight through his as though he was air, suppressing a gasp, Vertinka waited until the strange man had left and climbed back down the tree. Making sure nobody could hear her she crept back to Althania to report the news of what she had seen.





	“Are you sure that is what you saw my dear?” Asked Lord Richard.


	“Yes, this goblin, Flush, is conspiring against you with that other man. I could not understand the words, but they seemed to come to an agreement.” Vertinka said.


	Keeping his composure, Lord Richard called for his carriage and left the house. The quick ride to the keep was quickly done and Lord Richard stepped out. The sun had begun to set and it was already getting very dark. Lord Richard stepped up to the gates of the keep and after knocking was let in. He was lead to the generals chamber and sat down to await him.


	“Lord Richard, what brings you here on such a night?” Asked a deep voice.


	Lord Richard turned around to see a tall man. He was very muscular in build and had a large mustache. “Your city is going to be attacked. You must gather all the warriors you have and go to the eastern wall, that is where they will attack.”


	“Slow down, who is going to attack, and how do you know?” Asked the man as he sat down at the desk.


	“There is a goblin army of some 500 goblins. They are lead by a goblin by the name of Flush. They are well prepared and will strike as soon as the darkness descends upon the city. I know this because my spies found out last evening. You must act now.” Answered Lord Richard.


	“500 goblins you say? I think that we will be able to handle that if I am able to gather a few of my garrison. I thank you Lord Richard. Fear not, this city will be well defended against this threat.” The large man stood up and lead Lord Richard to the door.


	Lord Richard left to go back to his mansion. “Guards!” Shouted the leader of the Althanian garrison. “Gather all of the recruits and double the guards on all sides of the walls, and triple the guards on the eastern wall. We have gotten reports that a goblin army is on the move to attack us.” Squires and knights were running around giving orders and putting on swords and armor.


	At that moment a knight burst into the keep, behind him was an elven maiden, a grumpy looking dwarf, and last a kender. Denaard pushed his way to the leaders chanber. He found the general seated at his desk looking over the plans for the Althanian walls.


	“Sir, there is a goblin army to the south of Althania. We must put more guards on the walls as soon as possible, I fear they will attack any moment.” Burst Denaard.


	“The south?” The general had a puzzled look upon his face. “I was told just a few moments ago they would attack from the east. How am I to know which story is true?”


	“Sir, I have just come back from seeing their former encampment, and they seem to have moved to the south. I was there not more than three hours ago.” Replied Denaard.


	“We do not have enough guards to post many on both the southern and eastern sides. I thank you for your news, you must hurry to the post assigned to you. Check with your leader, and then go.” The general saluted Denaard and returned to his maps.


	Denaard left and walked down the hall to his own battalion’s leader. To his dismay he had been posted on the western wall. Being a faithful knight, Denaard walked back to his friends and told them the news. They agreed to follow him to the western wall and help defend the city. Tek of course only thought it was another adventure, but then, most kender do.





*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *





	“Necromancers of the past! Behold what I do this day, where you have failed I shall succeed. Our combined knowledge will give me the strength to create a portal from this shadow plane to the mortal one. The people will see what true power is, no longer will they live in a land of light, but a land shrouded in shadow. And I will be at the center of it all. I will have control of the shadow. The moons are almost full, white, red, and black. Already the night descends upon the land, and the goblins are about to attack the walls of Althania.” Shouted Gondor triumphantly to the shadows around him. 


	Gondor looked into a large clear orb in the center of the room and saw a valley with green grass. Suddenly the ground began to move and skeletons in full armor rose from the ground. Something was wrong, the skeletons were all there, but something else was missing. There were no goblins to be seen, Gondor could see scores of skeletal warriors, but not a single goblin. Shrieking in rage Gondor realized that the goblins had not waited. Gondor’s eyes began to glow a pulsing red. He summoned his dracolich and quickly opened a portal to the mortal plane. 


	A giant portal opened above Althania. Nobody was to be seen in the streets and Gondor quickly rose to scan for the invading army. Then he saw the flash of many swords and armor off to the west of Althania, not more than a mile away, but hidden in the forest. Circling overhead, Gondor flew west.


	The guards on the wall suddenly felt a chill above them and saw what seemed like a large shadow pass over them. Shrugging it off they continued to look for the attacking goblins.





Part 4: A Great Battle





	The goblin’s waited just within the boundary of the forest before Althania. Flush motioned to the others to await his call. Flush opened a backpack and pulled out rags and put them on. The rags hid his features, and from a distance he looked almost like a poor child. With his armor and sword disguised, he ran toward the western gate.


	Denaard saw a small ragged figure in the distance. It looked like a small child who was running for his life. As it approached Denaard shouted “Who goes there?”


	The small child stopped a little before the gate and shouted up to the guards on the gate tower “Help! A large army of goblins just burned my families farm and is moving to attack. There are many of them and I just barely escaped with my own life. If you knights could be so kind and let me in to protect me, they will be here any moment.”


	Without a second thought, Denaard ordered the gates to be opened for the small child. Denaard went down the battlements to great the child and bring him to safety. Just as the doors opened he heard a scream for the walls.


	“Denaard! Don’t open the gate! The goblin’s are just outside the walls!”


	But it was too late, a shower of arrows came from the forest and almost half of the guard on the walls fell to their doom. The small child suddenly had not rags, but armor and was a goblin. He lifted his sword and would have killed Denaard with a blow to the head, but an axe caught the blow before it landed. 


	“Run and tell the others that we are under attack.” Shouted Stump to Denaard. “I will take care of these, just run and get help!”


	The arrows had stopped and now the guards could see many figures running out of the forest. The gate guards tried to close the doors, but were only able to close the first of 3 gates. The guards now pelted the goblins with arrows of their own, but soon the goblins were able to break down the door with a battering ram. The whir of a hoopack could be heard as stones flew and hit goblins with devastating effects. Stump had been fighting Flush for some time, each had bruises and cuts. Seeing his enemy suddenly slump back, Stump charged with his axe raised toward Flush. Feigning, Flush dodged to the side and slit open the dwarves belly between the armor.


	The battle was now raging at the western entrance. Other guards had begun to arrive and fight the constant flow of goblins. At first, the guards were able to hold them back, but the goblins were well prepared and well trained. Denaard fought with the fury of a gully dwarf when cornered, and soon met up with a goblin in all black armor. They engaged in combat. Each was an expert in the sword, and the battle went on for a long time. Each one feigning and placing well thought strikes, only to have them dodged or parried. Suddenly, the goblin dropped to the floor with a dagger in his back. A small figure hopped onto the goblin’s back and pulled the dagger free. Smiling, Tek ran off and fought more goblins.


	Suddenly a large shadow appeared over the battle. The guards were losing, and were out numbered now two to one. In the middle of the battle a large dragon made of bone swept down. From it’s back came a ball of fire that scorched everything in it’s path, goblin and guard. There were screams from the guards on top of the walls as skeletal hands clawed over and began to kill them. The undead monsters seemed to flow like a river over the wall. Desperately outnumbered now, the guards could only keep in a small circle and fight off the attacks in each direction.


	“Use your faith my daughter. Follow your heart and you can overcome these foul creatures.” Came a musical voice.


	“What? Who are you? What faith?” Whispered Sabrinia.


	“I am the father, and I have chosen you Sabrinia. Stand up and look about you. The darkness is spreading, and you will bring the light. Follow your heart and you will find the light in your life.” The last words lingered in her mind as Sabrinia stood up.


	From her vantage point on the wall she could see the whole battle below her. The sound of metal against metal could be heard along with the sounds of death. Gazing below her, the man on top of the dragon rose and disappeared through a portal that opened in the sky. Heartened by the disappearance of the mysterious man, the guards fought with renewed vigor, and the goblins began to reduce in number faster than the guards. But soon the goblins and skeletons pushed the guards even further back. Then for what seemed like one instant, it all stopped. Everyone stood frozen, and Sabrinia began to chant.


	There was a flash in the sky and what looked like a portal of light opened up. From the portal there shot out burst of pure like. They struck each skeleton with the force of what looked like 1000 spears. The skeleton warriors crumpled to the ground, no more than a pile or inanimate bones. Sabrinia could be seen, her eyes glowed white, and there was an aura of purity about her. 


	The guards, now having the upper hand began to push the goblins back. The goblins, without their leader, and outnumbered now began to flee into the woods. After no more than thirty minutes of fighting, the Althanian guards were able to fend off the goblin army and sealed the gates. The guard ran on top of the walls and began to fire arrows at the retreating goblins.





	Gondor stood in a shroud of darkness. About him were floating spheres that fluctuated with light. The colors changing with the tone of his voice. About him were shadows of former masters of Necromancy, all watching with anticipation. Gondor could feel the power of the three full moons pulse through him. His chant became louder and louder as he felt his power grow. As he was about to put the last word into place he saw a flash out of the corner of his eye. Distracted, the spell fled from him and sank into the ground. The shadows about Gondor shimmered and faded. Filled with rage, Gondor walked over to the clear sphere and saw goblins fleeing. A strong light pierced through the darkness, his skeletons were defeated, and the darkness had been repelled. 


	Gondor sank to his knees in anguish. The power of the world had been his, but all at once it was destroyed. Having no strength left from casting the complex spell, it was all Gondor could do to keep himself from blacking out. “They may think they won this time, but they will not be here in 100 years… and then the world will see, I, Gondor, will not be defeated.” Thought Gondor before he collapsed on the ground.





Part 5: Epilogue





	The next day was bright and not a shadow was seen. Of the guards that survived, Denaard was knighted. He seemed to glow with a feint light when he walked up to the general. After the ceremony, a large funeral reception was help for Stump who had fought bravely to save the city. Even Tek was at the funeral, and afterward walked out with the sniffles, and some extra pouches.


	Sabrinia was taken to the church of Austinian, and shown the ways of the father who had come to her. After only one year of service she was chosen as the High Priestess of Austinian. That same year she married Denaard, and once again, some of the guests saw a small kender skipping away from the ceremony, and some of the pouches about his waist looked new.


	Lord Richard came home to find all of his guards dead. His house was robbed of everything valuable, and Vertinka was nowhere to be found. Lord Richard was forced to find work to once again build up his riches. Meanwhile, Vertinka moved into a new mansion in Arkane. It was furnished with many rare items and treasures. She then made herself a respectable place in society and lived in wealth the rest of her life.


	Tek became famous in kender lore for killing the evil goblin who was over 50 feet tall. He ended up traveling far in the world, and even once accidentally picked up a ring that when he put it on transported him to a realm full of shifting shadows, and in the distance he could see a tall tower with a cackling sound coming from it. Although he never visited the tower, he lived a happy life and was welcomed where ever he went.





	Gondor knew he was not defeated. The moons would once again all be full in 100 years. He knew that by then he could muster the strength to summon a darkness so great that it will not be hindered, even by the gods. And so he sat in his tower of shadow awaiting the night when he would once again try to open a portal. To pass the time he read the volumes of all the greatest magi to ever live upon any realm. As for what the others said about the strange man who had summoned the skeletal warriors and ridden on the back of a dracolich, it was thought that he was a demon sent from the after life to punish the people, and that Sabrinia had saved them from the furry of Takhisis.


