
Prologue: Ambassador of the Auggers 

Date: Kapton 14
th

, 114 A.U. 

 Ranvier, ambassador of the auggers, was on a mission to discover the secrets of the 

Noon-Stone and why it no longer went about its course.  He moved under a tree as he noticed the 

airship coming up, pressing himself against it as he watched it move toward him.  It may be that 

the elves’ reign over the main continent had already been destroyed and the airship may now be 

hostile, but he wasn’t willing to take many chances.  He had already decided that the best course 

of action was to travel until he found civilization and could question a non-elf about the current 

state of Arquenia. 

 

 “The life source is right below us,” the elven pilot said.  “We just passed right over the 

source and it’s still there.  It must be a fugitive or nomad of some sort.” 

 “Either way, land the ship,” the elven commander replied.  “I’ll tell the orcs to prepare to 

engage the being, whomever it may be.  And we will discover why it has strayed so far from the 

fold.” 

 

 Ranvier watched the ship landing with worry.  Had they somehow spotted him?  He put a 

hand to his gun, preparing to fight if needed.  They may yet be possible allies, not enemies.  He 

watched from behind the tree as a door opened, and then as orcs began to step out. 

 Orcs.  Ranvier searched his memories.  They had allied themselves with the elves.  He 

couldn’t take the chance.  It was time to run. 

 Bolting, Ranvier moved toward the forest that was nearby, hoping to find cover there.  He 

didn’t dare shoot at the orcs unless they shot first.  They may yet not be with Jaigran’s orcs.  A 

lightning bolt sailed past him, singing the air.  That was it.  They were enemies. 

 Spinning around, Ranvier turned to fight, firing several shots as the orcs moved closer, 

but the orcs were already ready.  An explosion filled his mind as he was hit, stumbling backward 

as another hit him, his consciousness quickly receding as the blackness set in.  His last thought 

was that he had just failed as the ambassador of the Auggers. 

 And then there was blackness. 

  



Part CIX: Moving On 

Date: Kapton 15
th

, 114 A.U. 

 “So where are you going next?” 

 “We don’t know,” Reynyagn confessed, sitting in a ring of chairs with the rest of the 

Xavier Team, Sereth, Hazael, Monty, and Rezja.  “We didn’t have any immediate idea of what to 

do after we got the Arglem.” 

 “I see,” Rezja replied.  Following their miraculous escape from the Caves of Dragla, the 

Xavier Team had decided to go back with Sereth and Hazael to Rezja and the group of rebel 

elves in order to recuperate and plan their next mission.” 

 “We have two of the Golden Weapons to Jaigran’s three,” Flek pointed out.  “The 

Golden Weapons play an essential role in this battle, so I would think that the battle is leveling 

out as we get more and more equal.  We need to find the others.” 

 “What more are there to find?” Astrid asked. 

 “One was given to each race,” Augger replied.  “Jroldin has the weapon of the dwarves, 

and Reynyagn wields the weapon of the Sla’ad.  Jaigran appears to have the weapon of the orcs 

since he can use orcish magic, and if he wields a spear, that would be the weapon of the 

humans.” 

 “I don’t know what the other weapon is, but he got it from the Citadel of Tzel-Maret,” 

Rezja said.  “That much we have picked up on our communication esponiage.” 

 “Then he most likely has the weapon of the elves,” Augger said.  “Meaning that the last 

weapons still out there are the weapon of the goblins and the weapon of the auggers.”  There was 

silence as the members thought. 

 “What do you know of the weapon of the auggers?” Jroldin asked. 

 “Little,” Augger replied.  “I know where it was once kept from my memories, but that 

place was destroyed by the augger slayers.  I am confident that my augger brethren are in hiding 

and not slain, but I do not know where they hid themselves.  Alas, for my ancestor’s betrayal of 

his own kind.” 

 “Jaigran shouldn’t know it either, though,” Monty pointed out.  “And if we can only get 

the other, we’ll be equal with the Golden Weapons.  We almost beat him in Tzel-Maret, when he 

had one more than us.  When equal, and with all of us together, we most assuredly ought to have 

a fighting chance against him.” 

 “What do you know of the weapon of the goblins, Flek?” Zarien asked. 



 Flek pursed his lips.  “I had never heard of golden weapons until I began on this quest.  

Unless…” 

 “Unless what?” 

 “If it’s somewhere in our forest, then there’s only two people, or groups, that could have 

it,” Flek said.  “Either Lord Freglak has it somewhere in his military arsenal, or, which I’m afraid 

is probably the more likely possibility, the cultic priests who worship the Mothertree have it.” 

 “The priests of the Mothertree appeared weak, though not completely powerless, when I 

was among your kind,” Reynyagn said.  “Besides which, they believed the prophecies.  If they 

believe in Xavier’s prophecies, which I would assume that they do, they should jump at the 

chance to help us.” 

 “Assuming no further conflicts escalated between them and Lord Freglak,” Flek 

muttered, before raising his voice.  “In all honesty though, that seems like the best plan that we 

can go after at this point.  We need to be more powerful before we challenge Jaigran again, and 

this seems like the best way.  And I would be glad to see my lord again.” 

 “Perhaps you could also bring him messages from us,” Rezja asked.  “We’ve been trying 

to send ambassadors to him to join us together against Emperor Jaigran but have not received a 

reply yet.” 

 “We’ll talk to him,” Reynyagn said.  “As long as we get there safely, rest assured that 

Lord Freglak will begin to send you a response.” 

 

 “I miss seeing you here,” Hazael said. 

 “Hey, I will too, but we should be back here soon enough assuming everything goes 

well,” Zarien replied.  “This seems like it’s becoming our main base of operations.  I don’t think 

your friend will like it very much, though.” 

 “Sereth…  Sereth will manage,” Hazael said slowly.  “She just need to learn to adjust.  

You do too.” 

 “Yeah,” Zarien said, shrugging it off.  “We’ll see.” 

 

 “…So I’ll be gone for a while, okay?” Zarien asked, talking slowly to Cortna while she 

tried to build some structure with blocks.  “I’ll be back as soon as our mission is over.  Don’t 

forget about me, can you try?” 



 Cortna said nothing, pursing her lips tighter as she balanced another block on top of 

another.   

 Zarien bit his lip as he leaned closer.  “I love you, Cortna,” he said, lightly kissing her on 

the cheek before standing up.  Cortna stiffened, and after waiting to see if he might get any 

response, Zarien moved toward the door, taking one last glance at her before closing it behind 

him.   

 A single tear rolled down Cortna’s cheek. 

 

 The engines began to roar as Zarien hiked up the last of the many bags he had been 

dumped with, trying to put most of the weight on his mechanical leg as he hobbled over toward 

the gangplank. 

 “I put the correspondence and intel for Freglak in the third compartment,” Rezja was 

yelling to Reynyagn over the roar of the engines.  “He should find the information quite 

satisfactory.” 

 “I’ll make sure he gets it!” Reynyagn replied.  “We sent some messages to Araelia as 

well to see if Governor Iraina will establish any connection with you.  Ex-governor Astrid, our 

primary communicator in Araelia, has been unclear recently of her communication with Iraina, 

so I’m not completely sure what’s going on there, but we’ll keep trying.” 

 “Many thanks!” Rezja replied.  “Have a safe voyage!” 

 “And keep yourselves safe as well,” Reynyagn replied.  “We’ve got a firm base here that 

could do much to help our cause.  If we can keep it.” 

  



Part CX: Civil War 

Date: Kapton 15
th

, 114 A.U. 

 “Today marks a new day for the race of the goblins!  As the media leaks earlier this 

morning have revealed, your high priest has refused to listen to common sense and join with me!  

Jaine has utterly refused to work together with me and has declared his own war against me to 

instate himself as head!” Freglak roared.  “And so we must stand together now, my fellow 

goblins.  It’s us against them!  We who would destroy the elves who have for so long remained a 

blot upon our fair land are now being attacked by our own priests who refuse to help me against 

the elves!  If they are not against the elves, then they are indeed for the elves!  Warriors of the 

goblins, unite!  Too long have we lain under the foot of the merciless High Priest!  Jaine must 

give up his position to another and they must not be allowed to stop our victory over the elves!” 

 

Kapton 16
th

, 114 A.U. 

 “The Mothertree has spoken,” High Priest Jaine said solemnly.  “The victory that your 

Lord promises is built on vanities.  Your troops have been defeated again and again because you 

have forsaken the Old Weapons and your belief in the Mothertree.  You have seen the 

Mothertree’s power.  You have seen what it can do.  The time has now come for us to slay those 

heretics who denounce her power and her voice.  I am the Prophet of the Mothertree!  Lord 

Freglak shall be lord no longer but will be dethroned.  It is time for a true prophet and a true 

priest to take the kingship of the Great Forest.  The Mothertree will save us from the elves.  But 

first we must wage war with the heretics. 

 

Kapton 17
th

, 114 A.U. 

 The first gun shot of war erupted in the early morning when a group of Lord Freglak’s 

warriors stormed the headquarters of the Great Forest Network, the 2
nd

 Largest news station 

among the goblins, and the one that supported High Priest Jaine.  The equipment was destroyed, 

and the bloody bodies of the most ardent critics of Lord Freglak were discovered.  The attack 

was passed off as a group of rebels who had nothing to do with Lord Freglak, but within a few 

hours, the truth was discovered.  The survivors of the news station, taking security with High 

Priest Jaine, soon got the equipment to broadcast their news from behind the protection of the 

priests, calling all goblins to arms against Lord Freglak. 

 War had begun. 

 



Kapton 19
th

, 114 A.U. 

 “The priests’ defenses are too strong,” Major Erklen replied.  “Most of our warriors are 

scared to death of the Mothertree and won’t go anywhere near her.”   

 Freglak leaned over the map which detailed the defenses already put up in the city, as the 

Mothertree and his Capitol had become the two meeting places of the two new factions that were 

setting themselves up both in this city, and across the rest of the Great Forest.  He had recalled 

Major Erklen from the line of battle against the elves in order to put down this rebellion. 

 “Bah.  Blast the Mothertree,” Freglak snarled.  “Just annihilate it and send the troops in.” 

 “You know we can’t do that,” Erklen reminded Freglak.  “There are too many of our 

warriors that still believe in the Mothertree but just think that we need a different High Priest 

than Jaine.  If we destroy the Mothertree, we’ll be facing huge desertions.” 

 “The Mothertree is their god,” Freglak pointed out.  “Kill their god, and the rest of their 

religion will collapse.  Once we show that she is not the all-powerful deity they claim she is, the 

rebellion will end.” 

 “If we can destroy it.” 

 “It’s a tree, Erklen!” Freglak snapped.  “How could it escape a mass bombing?” 

 “Do you want to know the answer to that question, my lord?” 

 

 Four hours later, the first real battle of the civil war began in the trees of the city.  Three 

squadrons of goblins sallied out from the vicinity of the Mothertree under the direction of the 

priests in order to break the blockade forming around the Mothertree.  The blockade was broken 

and the defenders wiped out, but few of the attackers survived to tell the tale to the High Priest.  

Although they wielded the Old Weapons, the guns and ammunition on Freglak’s side and shot 

many of them down before they could come close.  And although once they got close enough, 

Freglak’s troops were utterly decimated, too many had died in the charge to get there.  The 

casualties had stacked up so great that they could not afford to do so again. 

 

 “Freglak thinks that he has bested us,” High Priest Jaine murmured as he stood atop the 

Mothertree looking at the city around them, smoke rising from the trees where fire was raging, as 

skirmishes were sparked all around the city between those fighting for Freglak and those fighting 

for the Mothertree.   



 “Our casualties this day have been great,” the priest standing next to him said.  “If we are 

to attack him again, we must have a better plan.” 

 “The Mothertree will provide our needs,” Jaine replied smoothly.  “Let Freglak think that 

he has won the battle this day.  We will merely laugh at him when the tables are turned on the 

morrow.  I have spoken with the Mothertree today and she has revealed much.  Freglak has 

already lost another crucial battle to the elves on the warfront today, although Freglak has yet to 

hear about it.  The Elder Dragon has broken loose once more.  The troops of war are gathering.  

And the Elder Dragon will be our key to victory.” 

  



Part CXI: The Watcher’s Plan 

Date: Kapton 17
th

, 114 A.U. 

 “The Xavier Team has two weapons to our three,” the Watcher said as he paced.  “Not 

only are they gaining stronger in power, but the two weapons are essential to our plan.” 

 “I’m all ears to your plan,” Emperor Jaigran said as he lounged on his throne.  “Most all 

of the ships have been outfitted.  They’re ready for takeoff.” 

 “We need to get their two weapons and claim the other two first,” the Watcher snapped.  

“Don’t act like your part is done already!” 

 “But it is,” Jaigran said, a smirk on his face.  “My job was to oversee our ships being 

prepared to enter into outer space.  Your job was to find the Seven Golden Corsha Weapons.” 

 “And I have done it—for the most part, that is,” the Watcher snapped.  “The weapon of 

the goblins is practically in my hands.  And the one the auggers have likely is in the Council 

Chamber of Arquenia—which is where we’ll be heading anyways once the other weapons are 

claimed.” 

 “So what’s your point?” 

 “We need bait,” the Watcher hissed.  “If the Xavier Team knew that we needed all seven 

Golden Corsha Weapons to wrack the final and devastating end of our plan, they would hide 

themselves and the weapons where it is nigh impossible to find them.  They already are hiding 

from us.  We need to find some way to draw them out so that we can take their Golden Corsha 

Weapons if we have any chance of survival.” 

 “My plan has nearly hit its fruition in the human’s chief city of Araelia,” Jaigran said.  

“Within a couple weeks, the city should be ours.  No doubt we can find worthy members there to 

act as bait.  Ex-Governor Astrid for example?  I much look forward to a chance to meet her 

again…” 

 “You can wrack whatever personal revenge you want to on your previous Xavier Team 

member in due time,” the Watcher snapped.  “For now, we must make sure that all your 

calculations are correct.  Where is Unyihi Garum?” 

 “He’s waiting,” Jaigran said, pushing a button to page him.  A couple moments later, 

Unyihi Garum entered the room. 

 “I am here, zar,” Unyihi Garum said, bowing respectfully.  “You wish to hear my 

report?” 

 “Yes,” the Watcher said.  “What is the progression of the tests?” 



 “The ships will withstand Outer Space, and we have tested our food production 

thoroughly to make sure that they will still work in the far reaches of the galaxy, at least until we 

arrive at the other planet you mentioned,” Unyihi Garum said.  “The Mothership is still being 

outfitted, but it should be finished in around a week.  All of the major upgrades have been done 

and what is left is minor, though quite essential, tinkering and work inside the ship.” 

 “I see,” the Watcher snapped.  “You are quite positive that all of the tests worked.” 

 “I am staking my own life on it,” Unyihi said.  “We will be secure.”  He paused.  “There 

is much, though, that you have not yet informed me of.” 

 “Such as?”  

 “Why are we so quick to leave Arquenia,” Unyihi rumbled.  “Why are we deserting this 

planet and moving to a new one instead of impressing our domain over this one.  If your final 

form is as powerful as you have said, why do we not use it to crush them?  You have promised 

answers, but always later.” 

 A cruel smile played across the Watcher’s face.  “I suppose it is due time that you learned 

the full truth,” he said standing up.  “Believe me, Unyihi.  My final form is enough to devastate 

the rebels, but we cannot hunt down every one of them.  There will always be those hiding, those 

whom it is impossible to stamp out by ordinary means.  And so I have gone for the un-ordinary.   

 “I am the Watcher.  The one appointed to be the guardian of Arquenia.  I have immense 

power over Arquenia—far more than anyone else could dream of.  I am the one who keeps the 

world running.  I keep Arquenia in its constant orbit around the sun.  And without it, I tell you, it 

will truly fail. 

 “Have you not noticed the unusual days—the unheard of temperatures and climates?  The 

world is already beginning to destruct since I have left my chamber.  The planet is falling apart, 

but I am still holding it together.” 

 A chill ran down Unyihi Garum’s spine as he suddenly realized what the plan is.  “You-” 

he began, and then he stopped.  “You mean…” 

 “Yes,” the Watcher said.  “When we leave, Arquenia will no longer be able to keep 

moving.  Once we leave, the planet will spin helplessly out of order until it finally is drawn in by 

the gravity and is set for a collision course with the sun.  We will leave.  And Arquenia will be 

consumed with flames until the whole world is perished.  And so we will destroy Arquenia.” 

 

 “You never told me he was that powerful!” Unyihi Garum hissed, speaking quickly to 

Jaigran as they walked down the corridor.  “He has the power to destroy the world, has a final 

form that he claims is utterly devastating and yet—” 



 “And yet… what, Unyihi?” 

 “And yet you still trust him!” Unyihi Garum snapped.  “What prevents him from turning 

on you once you have given him all this power and making himself the leader!” 

 “The situation is more complicated than you may think,” Jaigran said.  “Believe me, 

Unyihi, I have considered this.  I would not be surprised if he ends up turning on me.” 

 “Then why do you still trust him?” Unyihi snapped.  “What will you do to stop him once 

he has attained such power?” 

 “The Golden Weapons are powerful—more powerful than even the Watcher seems to 

realize,” Jaigran replied.  “I have tested their power.  I will indeed unleash him once I have 

gained all seven of the weapons because of how essential he is to my plan.  But I have also set up 

a plan to stop him from betraying me.  Believe me, Unyihi.  I have thought of everything.  The 

rebels will be consumed in flames.  And we will move on to victory.”  

  



Part CXII: Shadows of the Past 

Date: Kapton 18
th

, 114 A.U. 

 Flek stared out the window as the earth rushed by below as they flew over the plains.  

After months of traveling, he was finally returning to his homeland and to Lord Freglak.  So 

much had happened since he’d last smelled the pine scent of the trees and felt their rough bark.  

But as much as Flek wanted to see the sights again, a cold pit of dread was forming within him. 

 So much had happened.  He had gained much.  And he had lost his power. 

 Flek knew that he couldn’t have his power anymore.  He had been a fool to make the deal 

with the spirit in the first place, and his deal had nearly destroyed the Xavier Team.  And yet, as 

he anticipated the re-entrance into the fortress and into the courts of Lord Freglak, it bothered 

Flek how much of his renown and prestige among them was built on empty vanities and nothing. 

 Or even how much his own entrance into the Xavier Team—as the Warrior—had been 

build no such vain promises.  Promises that he only kept by the wretched being that had lived 

inside of him.  All gone. 

 He turned at the noise to see Astrid entering the chamber that he was in.  Glancing at her, 

he turned to look back out the window, watching as the earth rushed by. 

 “Hey,” he finally said to Astrid as she walked next to him. 

 “Hi, Flek,” Astrid said, and paused for a couple minutes as they just watched the earth 

rushed by outside.  And then she again spoke. 

 “You’ve been spending a lot of time here, haven’t you?” 

 Flek shrugged, not exactly paying attention to how much time he’d spent here since 

they’d left.  “I guess; why?” 

 “I know how you feel,” Astrid said, sitting down next to him and Flek glanced at her 

briefly.  What did she mean? 

 “What do you mean?” Flek asked, giving voice to his question. 

 “You know how I murdered the man in Araelia,” Astrid said after taking a deep breath.   

 “You might have mentioned it before,” Flek said.  “I have a vague recollection, but no 

real memory of it, though.” 

 “I became involved with a government espionage program against a group of, well, I 

don’t know what they were doing—but they were terrorists of some sort,” Astrid replied.  “And I 

got trapped as a spy for the government whom the terrorists trusted.”  She licked her lips.  “Long 



story short, I found myself in the position where I either helped them to murder one of my 

patients at the hospital, or they’d kill me.  And so I chose to murder my patient.”  She bit her lip.  

“It’s taken me a long time to get over it, mostly with Monty’s help.  But listen, Flek.  Don’t let 

your guilt consume you.  It nearly drove me to suicide…  You have—you have to figure out 

what you want to live for.  And why.” 

 

 “So when did you finally decide?” Jroldin asked, still shocked that Number 994 hadn’t 

originally been on their side at the creation of the Xavier Team. 

 “I…  I can’t hang my decision on one moment,” Number 994 replied.  He had just been 

explaining to them the truth about his loyalties.  “Up until the Citadel of Tzel-Maret, I was still 

looking and waiting for the right opportunity to betray you, but then…”  He paused.  “Things 

seemed to change after we joined up with Augger and began our long trip back.  We spent a long 

time together in our slow journeying, and…”  He pursed his lips.  “I broke the rules of the orcs.  

And I committed my course.  I was still worried, though…  The prophesy of Xavier worried me 

that I might end up being the traitor…” 

 “But thankfully you weren’t, and it all turned out relatively well,” Zarien said, 

concluding.  “Though I must say that I can’t believe that you still hated my gut all that time and 

still managed to keep your self-control.” 

 “Rule Number 52: Never betray your emotions.  Betray your emotions and you betray 

your whole plan,” Number 994 said, raising an eyebrow.  “I lived by the rules.  I still do in many 

ways…  It’s hard to break old habits.” 

  

 “We should be arriving at the goblin city within the next five days,” Reynyagn said, 

gesturing at the map.   

 “Yes; we’ve been making good time so far,” Augger replied.  “What should we be 

preparing for?” 

 “Prepare for anything,” Reynyagn said, pursing his lips.  “When I last left, Lord Freglak 

had been beginning a war with the Emperor.  While I hope that the strength that I saw in the 

goblins would be enough to keep back their forces, the Emperor is powerful.  The goblin empire 

may very well be mostly in ruins.  We need to be prepared to fight off the goblins, and, if their 

empire still exists, to deal with tensions between the goblin priests and Freglak.” 

 “These priests intrigue me…” Augger said.  “You said they worshipped a tree?” 

 “An abnormally large tree, but yes,” Reynyagn said. 



 “Interesting…” Augger said, shutting his eyes.  “I seem…  I feel like I have an inkling in 

my memories…  Some hidden thought and memory of my ancestors that bears some 

resemblance to this…  Something that may lend its insight on why the goblins worship the tree…  

But I can’t remember it.” 

 “We still have a lot of time left before us before we arrive,” Reynyagn reminded him.  

“We’ll have time.” 

 “We’ll have time enough,” Augger agreed.  “We only have so much time though before 

we can push off the final confrontation with the Emperor.  We must move fast.” 

  



Part CXIII: Walking in Circles 

Date: Kapton 15
th

, 114 A.U. 

 “I am a bit perplexed by your findings,” Iraina said, raising an eyebrow.  “Despite the 

extreme lack of evidence, you want me to take so bold a step?” 

 “From the meager evidence we’ve been able to gather, we’re running out of time,” Oldin 

replied.  “They’re deadlines are coming up and we’re hapless to stop them.  We need to get all of 

your available men on this now.  In addition to this, I’ve been getting dangerous reports that they 

have started to make movement out of Araelia toward the outside.  Have you been posting 

security there?” 

 “I’ve posted heavy security in the outside tunnels since we last talked and have done 

checks on all the corridors,” Iraina responded, raising his eyebrow.  “From our end, the tunnels 

are completely safe.  We have plenty of scanners and high-tech equipment to make sure that 

there are no trespassers.” 

 “Either way, we need more men on the field,” Oldin said.  “We don’t have enough 

manpower to staff this operation.  We’re getting the run-around by the elven terrorist group, and 

all of our agents that have gotten close enough are dying.” 

 “I can try to help, but we aren’t exactly high on man-count either,” Iraina said.  

“Remember that ex-Governor Astrid is still at large, wherever she is hiding among the dwarven 

cities.  She’s wracked terrible damage on us from her betrayal.  We haven’t gotten any word 

from the Xavier Team since, and most of my men are out searching for her.” 

 “The dwarven government is still trying to find her,” Oldin said.  “From what I’ve heard, 

they’re narrowing down on her, though.  They should be able to track her down and capture her 

within the next month.” 

 “Well, at least we have some good news,” Iraina replied.  “Now have you gotten any 

more word yet on your investigation involving James McDonnell and his connection to the C-

Watches?” 

 “No,” Oldin said.  “We’ve still been tracking him though, and it’s from our spies on him 

that we’ve been getting word that he might have found a way to access the outside tunnels.  We 

haven’t gotten complete confirmation yet, though, although I’m sure that we’ll be getting 

confirmation soon.  I’ll need some warrants from you, though.  Once we’ve verified that he’s 

found a way in, I’ll need warrants to allow my men to do a high-level search of those tunnels to 

figure out what they’re doing.” 



 Iraina’s eyes flickered and he paused.  “Very well,” he finally said.  “I’ll send that task 

off to one of my underlings, but I can’t promise how quickly they’ll be able to get it done.  All 

the paperwork that needs to be done in the bureaucracy and such.” 

 Oldin cocked his head.  “Bureaucracy was never a problem before,” he said, somewhat 

astonished.  “This is for an FRI investigation—what do you mean we’re going to have to wait to 

get warrants?  We need to stop this elven terrorist group before the deadline.” 

 “Much has changed since before,” Iraina said, pursing his lips as he fidgeted.  “Those 

warrants were issued during Astrid’s time—were they not?  There’s been an unfortunate buildup 

of bureaucracy since then, and I haven’t been able to stop that.” 

 Oldin leaned in.  “What are you talking about?” he asked, very confused.  “There hasn’t 

been that big of a build-up, has there.” 

 “Oh, probably not,” Iraina said, standing up and suddenly taking on a different tone of 

voice.  “I just don’t want you to expect them tomorrow, that is.  It might take a couple of days, 

alright?” 

 “Alright…” Oldin said, suddenly mystified by Iraina’s sudden change of tone.  “Just get 

them to me as soon as possible, alright?” 

 “It’s already done.” 

 

 “I need you to get more men following McDonnell,” Oldin snapped as he re-entered 

headquarters.  “I’m getting warrants made from the Governor for permission to get into the 

outside tunnels.  Make sure that he actually has procured access into them, and then send out a 

full search party into them.  Don’t get my permission first.  We can’t waste time anymore.” 

 “Yes, sir,” his second in command replied.  “What should they be looking for?” 

 “Anything and everything,” Oldin replied.  “Iraina says that all his searches have come 

up empty for anything in the outside tunnels.  The elven terrorists are thwarting him somehow.  

And we dearly need to figure out how.” 

 

 “The plan has nearly reached its completion,” the messenger said to the man shrouded in 

darkness.  “All of the equipment has been set up in the tunnels for launch day.  A few final 

connections need to be made, though, so that they’ll be triggered upon command.  We’ll still 

need to work on it for another week until its finished.” 



 “Very good,” the man shrouded in darkness replied.  “I’ll be sure to let the Emperor 

know about this development.  And what of the C-Watches?  Are they according to plan?” 

 “They’ve tested a few of them out, nicely handling some of Oldin’s most annoying 

agents in the process,” the messenger said, grinning.  “They’ll work magnificently on launch 

date, clearing the way for the awakening of a new era in Arquenia.” 

 “I’ve been hearing reports that Oldin’s beginning to get suspicious,” the man shrouded in 

darkness replied.  “He knows too much about McDonnell.  McDonnell has been too sloppy in his 

work as of late.  Dispose of him silently.” 

 “Yes, sir.  Any other commands?” 

 “No.  I’ll alert the Emperor of our findings so that he’ll be ready to accomplish his part 

on the grand finale of this magnificently executed plan.  The work is nearly finished.” 

 “Do we have a date yet?” 

 “For the launch date?  Oh, I think we do,” the man shrouded in darkness said.  “Pass it on 

to your executives.  I’ve already set everything else in motion.  Kapton 30
th
 will be the Launch 

Date.  On Kapton 30
th
, our plan will be brought to fruition.  And Araelia will be ours.” 

  



Part CXIV: Layers of Deceit 

Date: Kapton 18
th

, 114 A.U. 

 Ranvier, the ambassador of the auggers, knew that he had failed.  He had started off with 

such a glorious purpose—such an important mantle to take hold of.  And he had fallen captive to 

the first enemies that he met. 

 “I should have been more ready…” he murmured.  But it was all too late now.  They had 

come unto him twice already looking for info and intel on who and what he was, but he had 

refused it.  He supposed that it would only be a short time until they began to torture him and 

he’d have to see how much he could withstand before he caved.   

 Ranvier pursed his lips.  It wasn’t supposed to happen this way!  But it had.  And he had 

failed as an ambassador. 

 

 “The augger has been quite stubborn to release his information on what he is and why he 

is here,” Unyihi Garum said.  “I was planning on torturing him tomorrow in order to gain intel.” 

 Jaigran narrowed his eyes, thinking.  “He’s our first specimen,” he said.  “You do realize, 

Unyihi, that this is the first augger we’ve been able to meet?  The only other one that we know of 

in existence is the one with the Xavier Team.  We can’t be too quick to harm him.” 

 “Then what do you suggest, zar?” 

 Jaigran paused, and then a smile flooded across his face.  “A trick,” he finally said.  “A 

masquerade and a play put in front of him, and with him as an actor.  We will take a group of 

elves and stage a breakout to free him.  And after he thinks he’s freed, we’ll see what 

information we can coax out of him then.” 

 

 Ranvier nervously looked from side to side as the sleek ship moved quickly through the 

sky.  Just minutes before he had been whisked away from the giant elven ship which his rescuers 

had termed ‘the Mothership.’  His rescuers had managed to break into his prison and free him 

most expediently, quickly killing the guards in their way before rushing him out just as the elves 

started to wake up to what was going on.   

 Ranvier watched as the ship dodged the bullets, but the elven response from the 

Mothership seemed sub-par to what he would have expected and they kept going as Ranvier 

gradually relaxed.  Two elves, an orc, and a dwarf manned the ship. 



 “Wow…” Ranvier said, finally getting a chance to talk.  “I don’t know who you are…  

But I owe you a lot.” 

 “We’re part of the Elven Resistance,” the dwarf said.  “A group of us banding together to 

resist the Imperial Elves and their plan to dominate Arquenia.  Our spies discovered your 

presence, and we couldn’t let you be captured by them.  Although, to be honest, I’ve never seen 

your kind before.” 

 “My kind…  my kind is isolated from most of the world,” Ranvier said slowly as he 

exhaled.  “I guess we have a lot to discuss.” 

 

 “Greetings,” Jaigran said, shaking Ranvier’s hand even while he sweated.  “I am 

Nordheim, the leader of our resistance group.” 

 “Another elf?” Ranvier asked, raising an eyebrow.   

 “Unfortunately, many of the other races have been driven into hiding due to Emperor 

Jaigran’s horrific policies,” Jaigran replied as he masked his true emotions.  “There are not many 

of them to be found.  And so us elves have had to rise up against the murderous intentions of the 

rest of our kind.” 

 “Well, that’s understood,” Ranvier said wearily as he sat down. 

 “Well,” Jaigran/Nordheim said.  “I must confess that although I commissioned the party 

to rescue you, I don’t know much anything at all about you or your kind.” 

 “My name…  My name is Ranvier,” Ranvier replied.  “I’m an augger, the seventh race of 

Arquenia.” 

 “The seventh race?” Jaigran/Nordheim asked, feigning astonishment. 

 “We were almost exterminated centuries ago,” Ranvier said.  “Most of us who lived 

escaped to an island out in the middle of the ocean where the Council of Arquenia used to meet.  

We dwell there now.” 

 “The Council of Arquenia…” Jaigran/Nordheim mused.  “Strange—I’ve never heard of 

it.” 

 “Most likely wiped out of the history books like everything else that the Augger-slayers 

did,” Ranvier said.  “I could go into it more now, but it used to be where representatives of all 

the races of Arquenia would come to meet and discuss politics and world affairs.” 



 “I see,” Jaigran/Nordheim said, nodding. “We can delve into that later.  I must confess 

though, that it’s somewhat hard to adjust to this new sight.  To think that there was a seventh 

race all this time and that we’ve just been missing it!” 

 Ranvier nodded solemnly.  “It’s been a tragedy to the augger people to be driven out,” he 

replied.  “We would have come back…  But before we could, we heard of the elven Upheaval 

and the tumult that has caused.” 

 “Yes,” Jaigran/Nordheim replied.  “However, that raises another question…  Why are 

you back?” 

 “I have come to seek an answer to the fluctuation of the Noon-Beam,” Ranvier replied.  

“Since I see from your face that you’ve never heard of it, let me explain…” 

 

 “You catching it?” 

 “Every word of it,” Unyihi Garum replied as he looked at the stream of video coming in 

from the secret cameras placed all around the room that Jaigran and Ranvier were in.  “We’ll 

have everything to decipher.” 

 “Excellent,” the Watcher replied, nodding.  “The augger has fallen completely into our 

trap.  We will take all the information that we need from him, and then…  Then—well—we will 

have plans for our captive augger.” 

  



Part CXV: Escalation 

Date: Kapton 21
st
, 114 A.U. 

 “Your role is crucial to our survival—do you realize that?” Lord Freglak asked as they 

quickly walked down the hall. 

 “Yes, sir—our survival dependent upon my role is, my lord,” Flindle replied.  “The Elder 

Dragon is our ace in the hole, it is!” 

 “But it is an untrustworthy ace,” Lord Freglak snapped.  “Listen, Flindle.  The past 

couple battles you have continued to lose control of the Elder Dragon.  If it continues to break 

free from your control, we’re finished.”  He turned to stare at Flindle.  “Are you positive that 

you’ll be able to control it this time?  I don’t know why you were able to control it so well at first 

and why now you seem unable to control it, but we can only use it if you can assure me that you 

will be able to keep it under bonds.” 

 Flindle shuffled his feet.  “Promises, I cannot make sir—the promise I can’t make!” he 

said mournfully.  “If only I could then I would, but my would does not make the could possible!  

I don’t know why he is continually able to escape me!  It’s like some new spirit enters into him 

and he becomes altogether too violent and devious to thwart my wishes!  I can’t promise 

anything anymore.” 

 Lord Freglak sighed as he stopped to lean against a window.  “The whole thing’s 

crashing in,” he murmured.  “Jaine’s troops are being bested, but he is far too resilient.  He has 

been preparing for this for longer than I have and has built an excellent defensive structure 

around and with the Mothertree.  We need more time to be able to crack his defense open—and 

we don’t have time.  We have virtually no real defenses against the elves—and the elves are 

seizing upon that opportunity like a dog does with a bone.  We need to crack open Jaine’s 

position now in order to turn around quickly enough to stop the advance of the elves.  A 

stalemate with Jaine means checkmate for the elves.” 

 “What are you saying, sir?” 

 Freglak sighed again.  “I’m saying…” he pursed his lips.  “We can’t continue with the 

status quo any longer.  We’re going to have to throw it all in this time.  Our next attack on his 

defenses is at noon today.  You’re going to lead the troops into battle on the Elder Dragon.  Our 

scientists have supplied a vial of liquid that will be enough to knock out the Elder Dragon and 

will give it to you in a needle.  If the Elder Dragon breaks free of your control, use it to knock 

him out.  We cannot let it turn against our own troops.  Everything is crucial at this point, 

Flindle.  One little mistake will doom us to the elves, while one breakthrough will decimate 

Jaine.  Do you understand?” 



 Flindle shifted his weight uncomfortably, realizing how much weight now rested on his 

position.  “Yes, sir.” 

 

 The Elder Dragon is moving from his cage.  The warriors of Lord Freglak prepare for 

another assault… 

 “I will prepare my own defenses,” High-Priest Jaine mumbled as his whispers were 

snatched away into the darkness.  “Will the Elder Dragon prevail?” 

 The Elder Dragon will prevail over the ones who now hold it captive.  Today, I will make 

it clear to the armies of Lord Freglak who truly holds the reins of the Elder Dragon and show 

them the power that I will unleash upon their forces.  The Elder Dragon will turn against them 

once and for all this day.  And I will make sure that they are crippled from ever assaulting us 

likewise again. 

 

 Flindle came down fast, holding onto the Elder Dragon for dear life as he controlled him, 

moving to the side to avoid a barrage of bullets before the Elder Dragon spat fire upon the sacred 

bark of the Mothertree, burning a goblin in the process, before cycling up to come down once 

more upon the tree, trying to create a large enough diversion to let the troops break in on the 

eastern side where they now attempted to swing up onto the Mothertree and so establish a 

foothold. 

 “Quicker,” Flindle whispered as they came down once more, Flindle ducking as bullets 

sailed past, loosening his grip on the Elder Dragon’s reins for just one moment.  And in the same 

moment, the Elder Dragon moved.  Straining past the chains, the Elder Dragon flung itself to the 

side, rolling, as Flindle looked up just in time to see the brown branch of the tree flying toward 

him.   

 Pain smacked Flindle’s face as the reins were wrenched from his control, his tongue 

tasting the cool moss, as his body wrapped around the branch before falling, stumbling and 

rolling, before jumping up as bullets whizzed past him.  The Elder Dragon was loose.  And it had 

finally broken free. 

 He had to stop it. 

 Ducking and moving forward, Flindle unsheathed his corsha blade, using it to help him 

stop the bullets as he moved closer to the Elder Dragon who was now flying upwards, away from 

the tangled branches of the Mothertree.  Just a bit closer—if he could just catch up in time to 

inject the chemicals that he’d been given- 



 Flindle lurched forward as something grabbed at his foot.  Flindle spun around to see the 

branch of the Mothertree morphing, smaller branches shooting out of it as it wrapped onto his 

knees and wrists.  Flindle gave a cry but it was too late as he saw the Elder Dragon cycling 

down, fire bursting out of its mouth.  And Flindle’s vision was filled with a fiery explosion.  

 

 “We’re finished.”  Major Erklen slammed the papers on the table bitterly as he shook its 

head.  “It’s done.  We’re doomed.” 

 Freglak slowly closed his eyes.  “I…” he said quietly, and he shook his head, wiping his 

eyes.  “I had come…  I had come to bond with Flindle…” 

 “Blast it,” Major Erklen snapped and cursed.  “To be so close…  what happened?” 

 “I don’t know,” Freglak said quietly.  “But it’s cut off our last reasonable attempt to stop 

Jaine.” 

 “Reasonable attempt?” Major Erklen said, looking up. 

 “We only have one more chance,” Freglak said quietly as his gaze met Erklen’s.  “One 

last-ditch attempt to smoke Jaine out of his hole before the elves break in.” 

 “You don’t mean-” 

 “We have no other choice.  Bring out the bombers.” 

 

 The bombs began dropping as the sun set.  Explosions that tore goblins asunder, breaking 

bones, and scattering dirt.  A turmoil of fire rained down on the Mothertree as the deluge of 

destruction was dropped upon the Mothertree, completely surprising Jaine’s forces.  For fifteen 

minutes before Jaine’s forces could bring enough anti-aircraft missiles to the fight, the goblins 

bombed the Mothertree, covering it in a field of smoke.  Slowly, the smoke began to dissipate as 

all goblins eyes were turned toward the Mothertree, to see if their hero, their god, had withstood 

the final solution of their goblin lord. 

 Slowly, the smoke lifted.  The tree was torn in many places.  The moss was ripped off, 

and lingering embers still cooled in the Mothertree.  But the Mothertree still stood.  Suspending 

all belief, the bombs only dealt minor flesh wounds to the tree, failing to break in to the root 

belief. 

 And at that moment, fear clenched Lord Freglak’s heart.  And Freglak finally believed in 

the Mothertree. 



  



Part CXVI: Realm in Chaos 

Date: Kapton 22
nd

, 114 A.U. 

 The voyager ship of the Xavier Team descended to meet a city ravaged by war. 

 Lingering smoke still rose from the broken bombed-out buildings and trees in the city, 

flames still flickering within their hollows.  Dead bodies lay on the ground, corpses mutilated 

and stripped as they lay silent on the ground.  Bare trees encircled the palace which still stood, 

though slowly breaking down.  And at the other side of the city, a large black circle encircled the 

Mothertree which still stood, although worse for the wear.   

 Reynyagn gravely surveyed the situation.  “The elves must have broken through quite 

recently,” he said.  “Keep your eyes peeled—they may still be around.  The palace seems like it’s 

still standing—we must make there quickly.” 

 Flek said nothing as he stood, silently surveying the city broken and battered down, 

slowly lowering his head in sadness.  He paused as the others began to move toward the palace.  

And then, slowly, still shaken, he went on. 

 

 “Hail Lord Freglak.”  Freglak looked up, face still stricken, as his expression was 

eclipsed with a sudden shock and astonishment as his mouth dropped to see Reynyagn enter into 

the room, followed by Flek and a group of other beings, members of each of the races, along 

with some reptilian being that he didn’t recognize. 

 “Yo—you,” Lord Freglak stammered as his knees gave way, causing him to sit down.  

“You…  You’re here.” 

 “We’re here,” Flek said softly, sensing the passion behind Freglak’s voice.  “And I…” 

His voice broke.  “I’ve seen the city,” he said, trying to keep back his pressing emotions.  “The 

city…  Those elves…  they-” 

 “It’s not the blasted elves that did this,” Freglak said, cursing, as he shook his head in 

vengeance.  “The wretched Jaine and his cohort of priests have waged this war against ourselves 

as the elves wait in the wings.  We’re ruined, Flek…  Our cause is lost…  Unless-”  He looked 

up to meet Flek’s gaze.  “Except that you’ve come now.  Why…  Why are you here?  Are the 

elves-” 

 “I fear that we are not here to bring much good tidings,” Reynyagn replied.  “Although, 

to confirm what you may have suspected, it is indeed the Xavier Team that stands before you.  

We’ve come in search of the Golden Corsha Weapon of the Goblins, believing it to be crucial to 



resist the Emperor.  We have since seen the city, though, and…” Reynyagn paused.  “I cannot 

leave this city without doing something to help.” 

 “I know nothing of such a weapon,” Lord Freglak said, shaking his head.  “Likely Jaine, 

with his wealth of knowledge about the customs of the past, knows what you speak of, but he 

and I are sworn enemies as of now.  Your only chance to find it would be to break past his 

defenses and either find it among his stash or wrest any possible information from him.”  He 

looked up and there was a glimmer in his eyes.  “To break past his defenses…” he repeated. 

 “What are these defenses like?” Monty asked, stepping forward.  “As a means of 

introduction, my name is Monty, a former spy for Governor Astrid in Araelia.  I’m not part of 

the Xavier Team, but I know much about getting past defenses.  What is the situation like?” 

 “You…  You’d better sit down,” Lord Freglak said slowly.  “I will explain to you the 

current situation, but…  Much backstory is needed.  And I believe that will mean explaining to 

you the whole background of the war so that you might better understand our straits.  And the 

dismal situation that we now find ourselves in.” 

 

 “Your squadron goes out to battle in two hours,” High-Priest Jaine, Prophet of the 

Mothertree, commanded.  “Your mission is to be of absolute stealth—to assassinate Lord 

Freglak while the Elder Dragon provides his distraction atop the fortress.  Freglak will find 

himself flanked by the two sides, and he cannot escape both of them.  This battle will end today.” 

 “Yes, sir,” the commander replied.  “My men will undertake the mission to assassinate 

the Lord-Protector.  Have you discovered any information yet about the ship that landed today?” 

 “Whoever came out of the ship that landed outside Freglak’s palace is likely of no 

importance to us,” Jaine replied.  “The Mother-Tree will tell me if they are.  They are likely 

some remaining commanders in Freglak’s army that are returning in his desperate attempt to 

save himself as he realizes that his end is approaching.  Pay no heed to them.  Freglak will meet 

his end today.” 

 

 “So, in other words, basically all our routes of salvation have been exhausted.” 

 “Aye,” Freglak said, slumped back against his chair.  “It’s over.  There is no more 

lingering doubt in the minds of the public as to the power of the Mothertree.  It survived my 

entire barrage of bombs.  The Elder-Dragon has turned against us for the last time, we can’t 

breach his defenses, and Major Erklen has deserted.  Before you showed up, we were merely 

awaiting the final strike.” 

 “No escape routes?” Flek asked, raising his eyebrows. 



 “Bah, the elves have all but surrounded the city,” Freglak spat.  “Although they are trying 

to fool me otherwise, their prancing around minor targets are merely a façade.  They’re waiting 

for us to destroy ourselves and then they’ll crush us.  They are still a day’s journey away from 

the city, but they have this city all but in our hands.  There is no escape.” 

 “Yes, we narrowly slipped past the elven defenses to get here,” Reynyagn replied.  “The 

choices are laid out on the table.  What is your choice?” 

 “Excuse me?” 

 “Will you sit here and wait for them to deal the killing strike?” Reynyagn asked.  “Or 

shall we let loose one last assault on the enemy, where the Xavier Team will lead your forces to 

battle in one last effort to break past the priests’ defenses and wrest the information about the 

Golden Corsha Weapon out of Jaine?” 

 A gleam sprung up in Freglak’s eyes.  “My military is all but abandoned me to the enemy 

or waits here in fear,” he replied.  “The gas for our machines is all but one else.  Our defenses are 

but a broken piece of wood, and our food is running out.  But we will fight.”  He stood up, 

clenching his sword pommel in his fist.  “Take full control of my army, Reynyagn of the Xavier 

Team.  Command them however you see fit, and I will do all that I can to aid you.  We will let 

loose one final assault upon the priest’s defenses and exploit all their weaknesses that we can.  

Or I will die doing so.”  

There was a roar behind them, and red flames splashed across the windows in the room 

before a green spiked tail smashed against them, flinging glass everywhere. 

“And so the final battle begins,” Number 994 replied.  And lightning crackled across his 

fingertips. 

  



Part CXVII: The Flight of the Elder Dragon 

Date: Kapton 22
nd

, 114 A.U. 

 “That is the Elder Dragon,” Freglak said.  Reynyagn stepped forward as he saw the 

dragon cycling through the sky—the long green body that swooped behind it—the flaring long 

ears that cycled behind it—the scales that rippled in the sun as it now turned—and the glaring 

red eyes of destruction and revenge. 

 “To think that you could have thought to tame such a menace…” Reynyagn whispered.  

“You can never tame a dragon.  Not forever.”  The dragon turned, blasting fire as he came down 

to make his second lunge at the palace. 

 “We don’t have much time!” Monty exclaimed.  “We have to stop him!” 

 “Then stop him we will,” Reynyagn said, leaping forward as he dashed across the room 

toward the broken windows, uncoiling the Arglem as the dragon flew toward him.  The two met 

at the windows, the dragon blasting through the shattered glass as Reynyagn swerved to the 

slide, swinging the Arglem as he was met by a blast of heat. 

 “Move!” Zarien yelled, leaping to the side as he drew his gun.  Number 994 sent a 

barrage of lighting at the dragon whose tail swept through the room even as Flek, though well-

aware of his lost abilities, drew his arjla corsha blades as he leapt for the receding tail of the 

Elder Dragon.  Catching up just in time, Flek grabbed onto a spike as the Elder Dragon took off, 

smashing some of the supports in the room as it cycled back up into the heavens, Flek and 

Reynyagn still clinging onto it. 

 “Your day ends now!” Reynyagn roared from up ahead on the Elder Dragon, whipping 

the Elder Dragon with the Arglem.  The corsha burnt, but failed to penetrate, the dragon’s scales.  

The Elder Dragon gave a roar, tossing and turning as Flek struggled to hold on, as it dueled with 

Reynyagn up ahead.  Slowly, his blades now sheathed, Flek struggled to climb up the dragon’s 

scales even as it began to descend for another attack on the palace. 

 

 The ceiling cracked and cracks rang out through the walls as Zarien dashed out of the 

room, the ceiling falling through behind them as they quickly made their exit, fires leaping up 

behind them, the last gifts of the Elder Dragon.  The palace was collapsing around them as they 

quickly made through the corridors. 

 “To the left!” Lord Freglak yelled.  “The barracks is that way!  We need to organize the 

troops for combat!” 



 “I can work to repair any broken airships you might have!” Number 994 yelled.  “If they 

have circuiting problems, that is!  We need to get as many as possible up there to deal with the 

Elder Dragon!” 

 “Where’s Flek?” Astrid suddenly asked, noticing his disappearance. 

 “He grabbed onto the Elder Dragon as it left!” Zarien said.  “Just keep moving!  He’ll be 

able to fend for himself!” 

 

 Reynyagn gritted his teeth as the waves of fire blasted through him.  Although immune to 

most fire, the fire of the Elder Dragon was searing-hot, reaching the intensity of the corsha 

blades, thus making him susceptible to their pain.  It took a blade of extreme heat to kill a Sla’ad 

neglecting old age.  But the fire of the Elder Dragon could be enough. 

 Moving to the side as he gripped the long ear of the Elder Dragon to hold on, Reynyagn 

whipped the Elder Dragon across the face as it gave a roar, diving low to the ground, as 

Reynyagn moved to the side, glancing back to see Flek behind him, struggling to climb up to 

meet him.  Too late, as the Elder Dragon rolled, Reynyagn realized its intentions. 

 Reynyagn hit ground, body colliding with the ground as he was ripped off his hold, 

slamming into the dirt as the Elder Dragon flew back up in victory, having successfully toppled 

its first attacker.  Reynyagn tasted dirt as he stood up to watch it fly back up into the sky. 

 

 The druid commander moved quickly with his men through the decomposing palace, 

holding their bows with their quiver of corsha arrows swung around their back, each of the 

arrow-heads dipped in poison.  Their spy had placed a tracking device on Lord Freglak so that 

they could track him to the corridors.  And they were closing in on him. 

 

 The wind rushed by his face as Flek flung himself forward, grasping the next spike as the 

Elder Dragon Roared, scorching a hapless goblin clinging to one of the trees.  He had to stop this 

menace.  But even when he had the Watcher dwelling within him, Flek hadn’t thought that he 

would have been able to stop this thing.  Much less without his power. 

 He was now behind where the tips of its long ears ended.  Flek looked up as the Elder 

Dragon began another descent to destroy the palace.  He had to stop this thing.  Moving forward, 

he waited as the Elder Dragon neared the palace.  And then, releasing his grip on the dragon’s 

spike, he grabbed the ends of the ears with both ends and pulled—hard. 



 The Elder Dragon had not been expecting that.  Flek was jolted back as the Elder Dragon 

was suddenly forced upwards, cracking its head on a battlement, causing it to screech in pain.  

Thinking on the fly, Flek moved his hands toward the right as hard as he could, causing the Elder 

Dragon to again smash into the palace, breaking through the glass into a hallway, now partially 

stunned by the sudden collisions. 

 Flek blinked as he shook his head, gaining focus just in time to see the Xavier Team 

skidding to a stop before him, before he suddenly realized the huge mistake he made.  The Elder 

Dragon opened its mouth, ready to roast all of its victims with its breath of flame.  Lord Freglak 

and the rest of the team threw themselves to the ground and to the side as, at the other end of the 

short hall, Flek noticed a group of goblin druids leaping out, shooting corsha arrows from their 

bows. 

 The ball of fire emitted from the Elder Dragon’s mouth missed its targets as it flew across 

them toward the goblin druid archers who had obviously not been expecting that.  The arrows 

passed through the flames.  And moments after the goblin archers were engulfed in flames, a 

volley of poisoned corsha arrows struck the Elder Dragon, one zipping into its nostrils while 

another pierced its eyes. 

 The Elder Dragon roared, slamming its head across the ceiling, causing plaster to rain 

down from it, as Flek leapt off, drawing his arjla corsha blades to finish the job.  But the deed 

was already done.  The Elder Dragon shook, its eyes glaring vehemently in its death throes, as it 

wrenched itself out of the hall, taking one last faltering flap with its wings, before its eyes rolled 

back and fell from the skies. 

 The Elder Dragon was dead. 

  



Part CXVIII: Storming the Castle 

Date: Kapton 22
nd

, 114 A.U. 

 “New operatives from the Emperor.  The Mothership is here.” 

 “The what?” the lieutenant asked, turning on a heel.  “The Mothership is here?” 

 “Aye,” the commander replied.  “Apparently, during their newest upgrade, they gave it 

the cloaking devices that the pesky goblins used to avoid radar.” 

 The lieutenant blanched.  “So…  that means—the Emperor-” 

 “He’s here,” the commander replied.  “And he’s given us a new directive.  He’s decided 

it’s high time that we stop skirting their capital city while Jaine and Freglak destroy each other.”  

The commander laid a finger on the map.  “We’re going in.” 

 

 A ring of barbed wire encircled the Mother Tree in front of the dirt wall of defenses, 

poison-coated crossbows set up behind it.  A ditch lay between the two, spiked stakes sticking up 

between it.  Above, there were enough hidden bowmen in the trees to take out the planes, 

wielding their custom-made explosive-tipped arrows. 

 “One would think with their refusal to use guns, we’d have an easy time at them,” Monty 

grumbled as he espied out their position.   

 “You would hope,” Lord Freglak growled.  He had finally left the security of his palace.  

The palace had been mostly destroyed by the Elder Dragon, and every extra goblin was needed 

for this final assault on Jaigran’s position. 

 “We can break in,” Reynyagn murmured. 

 “Aye,” Monty replied.  “We’ll use the few grenades that we have to make a gap in their 

defenses.  Zarien and you four goblin gunners—you’re going to get up into this tree and provide 

the cover that we’ll need.” 

 “I’ll use my Arglem, and Number 994 can use his lightning to stop their arrows,” 

Reynyagn replied.  “The rest of us will then charge in and take out their defenses as soon as 

possible.” 

 “Our greatest threat will be from above, though,” Flek pointed out.  “Although the bombs 

destroyed most all of their foliage, there are still far too many nooks and crannies in the 

Mothertree.  We’re not going to be able to get them out as easily.” 



 “That’s what our few fighter planes are for,” Lord Freglak reminded him.  “Once we 

begin our attack, I’ll alert them and they’ll provide an ample enough defense and destruction to 

let us through.” 

 “And then where exactly do we find Jaine?” Monty asked. 

 Lord Freglak pointed to a smaller tree next to the Mothertree.  “There, in the Tree of the 

Offspring,” he replied.  “That was the priests’ old headquarters, in the tree they claimed was the 

offspring of the Mothertree.  That’s also where we believe Jaine set up his war headquarters.” 

 “No time to wait, then,” Reynyagn said.  “They might not know yet that the Elder Dragon 

and the goblin assassins are dead.  We need to act now, when they’re not expecting a counter-

assault.” 

 “Let’s go, then,” Flek said.  And he threw the grenade. 

 

 Explosions rattled the priests’ defenses as wire curled, snapping back, dirt defenses 

blown apart as the defenders braced themselves as the smoke rose, laying their hands on their 

weapons as they pointed their crossbows into their smoke, waiting for the attack. 

 The attack came.  There was a clap of thunder, and lightning electrified two of the 

goblins on the crossbows, causing them to clutch their hearts in pain.  Gun shots rang, and a few 

more were killed as a burning light rose from the smoke, preceding a shadowy body who 

snapped the streak of light around, killing the hapless goblins nearby. 

 Shots began to ring out from the snipers above even as the roar of the aircraft became 

apparent.  The battle had begun. 

  

 Flek’s blood ran cold as two goblin warriors made for him.  Although he could have 

easily defeated them before, without his powers he knew that he was much more vulnerable.  But 

he still had something that they didn’t have.  And that was presence. 

 Feeling the adrenaline of battle building up inside of him, Flek moved forward, raising 

his eyebrows as he twirled his arjla corsha blades.  “So,” he belted out as shots rang out around 

them.  “You would challenge the great goblin warrior!” 

 The two goblins paused as they looked at him, and then a look of shock played across the 

face of one of them.  “Wait!” he suddenly cried.  “You—you’re-” 



 “Flek,” he replied, still advancing toward them.  “And I’ve returned to stop the likes of 

you from destroying our country.”  And ignoring his gut reaction, Flek leapt forward, raising his 

blades in a battle cry. 

 One of the goblins instantly gave a cry of fear, springing out of the way as the other only 

half-heartedly raised his weapon in defense.  The goblin blocked once against his attack, but 

then, freezing up, became too easy of a target as Flek lopped off his head, spinning around to see 

the other goblin fleeing in terror.  Regardless of his lack of power, he still had his reputation.  

And Flek moved to stand beside Jroldin. 

 

 Number 994 shot down the goblin fleeing from Flek before moving for cover, looking up 

as he saw the battle raging above between the hidden snipers and Lord Freglak’s aircraft.  It 

wasn’t clear yet who the winner was, especially as Number 994 had no idea how many snipers 

were hidden in the tree.  Just then, Reynyagn came up to him. 

 “Most of the immediate defenses have been routed,” Reynyagn said, trying to catch his 

breath.  “We can’t fight a pitched battle.  We have to go find Jaine.” 

 “Right,” Number 994 agreed, pointing.  “That tree there?” 

 “Aye,” Reynyagn said.  “Let’s go.” 

 

 It began as a small object in the distance, slowly getting closer and closer as its size 

became apparent.  The noise of the engines began to grow as its white shape flew over the trees.  

Monty shot down another goblin as he quickly moved closer to the tree, now nearly on top of it.  

No good going in the front door, which was sure to be guarded.  Instead, he’d climb up to the 2
nd

 

floor windows.  He had just clambered up on the ledge, when, looking back, he saw the object 

and suddenly realized what it was.  The object that had haunted him in his dreams—the object 

which he had seen so many times at the Remembrance Ceremony. 

 The object which was now coming to wrack devastation upon the battle. 

 The Mothership. 

  



Part CXIX: The Enemy of My Enemy 

Date: Kapton 22
nd

, 114 A.U. 

 Monty leapt in through the window, gun shots ringing out as he quickly shot down the 

two unsuspecting goblin guards.  Moving quickly, Monty threw himself against the door, 

shutting out a potential attacker, as he instinctively bolted it before stepping back to view his 

situation.  Noticing the wooden door, he sprung to the side as there was a hammering. 

 “Who is it?” the voice roared.  Monty looked around.  He was inside what appeared to be 

an old study, with book cases and a couple recliner chairs.  He had to get out fast.  He moved 

toward the door even as the corsha blade protruded through the rock. 

 Moving instinctively, Monty kicked the door open just as the blade finished slicing 

through the lock.  The surprised goblin guard stumbled back as one shot rang out and he slumped 

to the floor.  He had to move quickly before the Mothership showed up.  Running lightly down 

the hall, Monty grabbed the next goblin guard, quickly using his martial arts training to disarm 

the surprised goblin before slamming him against the wall. 

 “Where is High Priest Jaine?” 

 

 The tree slowly morphed, moving away from itself, as near the top of the trunk, the tree 

pressed up an orb of air which met the surface as the high priest slowly stepped out, letting his 

long robe drift against the tree as he stood, surveying the battle round about them as the goblin 

snipers took out the last of the enemy airships.  They had nearly been exterminated.  But they 

had won the air battle. 

 Wait.  The Mothership approaches.  This is the opportunity we have been waiting for.  I 

will again show you my power, and I, the Mothertree, will smite the false mother of the 

Mothership.  Thus saith the Mothertree. 

 “And so let it be done,” Jaine solemnly pronounced. 

 

 Flek moved to the side as the snipers began shooting again.  “We can’t get away from 

them!” he yelled. 

 “We need to get out of here,” Jroldin muttered. 

 “Up the tree,” Flek said, moving toward the tree.  “We can go around it where they can’t 

spot us!”  Moving quickly, they avoided the gun shots with their corsha weapons as they slipped 

around the Mothertree. 



 “I’m going up,” Flek said, gritting his teeth as he leapt up, his circlet glowing all the 

brighter. 

 “Do you really think you should?” Jroldin asked as he struggled to catch up to Flek.  “I 

mean—your powers-” 

 “I’m not going to worry about my powers,” Flek said, pursing his lips.  “They might be 

gone, but I’m not helpless.  They’re still only shooting corsha arrows for goodness sake!  We can 

stop them.” 

 “Very well then,” Jroldin said, complying.  “Let’s go.” 

 

 “Are you ready?” the Watcher asked as he turned to Jaigran. 

 “For you to go?  Go ahead,” Jaigran said as he looked out across the Great Forest and at 

the ever closer city from the main control center of the Mothership.  “Go get the golden weapon 

of the goblins.  I’m ready.” 

 “Good,” the Watcher said, moving away.  “Have your fun by destroying the city.  Don’t 

let the Xavier Team escape.  And if they do…  well, you know our plan.” 

 “I do indeed,” Jaigran said.  And the Watcher departed. 

 

 Monty moved to the side to avoid the goblin just as a bolt of lightning came from the 

other end, knocking the goblin out.  Monty paused for a moment before giving a yell. 

 “Hey!  It’s me, Monty!”  Monty moved out to see Number 994 and Reynyagn coming up 

to meet him. 

 “We haven’t found him anywhere,” Reynyagn said quickly.  “And there are a group of 

goblins behind us.  You?” 

 “No such luck,” Monty said, wiping his brow.  “The goblins I’ve interrogated say he 

went to talk to the Mothertree.” 

 “He must have some sort of secret alcove or something in the base of the Mothertree 

itself!” Reynyagn exclaimed.  “It’s our best bet anyways.” 

 “Let’s go, then,” Monty said, hearing the running of feet getting louder.  “And let’s be 

quick about it.” 

 



 The Mothership reached the outskirts of the city as it hummed.  Gears spun and motions 

were put in place, as commands which had not been processed for a century were given.  Jroldin 

clambered up to the next branch as he watched, horror struck, as he suddenly saw a large blade 

descend from the bottom of the Mothership: a blade of corsha as long as a house, and thick 

enough to support itself, slowly beginning to move, ripping a scathe in the forest as the oak trees 

began to crumble like feathers before the storm. 

 And Jroldin suddenly realized what the object was that had looked like a blade in the 

blueprints of the Mothership.  And how devastating such a weapon would be once it reached the 

city. 

 The power of the Mothership had been revealed. 

 

 The elves will play into our hand.  They will destroy the remnant of Lord Freglak and 

then we shall destroy them. 

 “Like the Elder Dragon?” 

 Precisely, Jaine.  The enemy of our enemies will be used for our purposes.  All things 

must be used, and so we are reaching our critical moment.  The moment when we will show them 

that we have the power to topple their empire.   

 There was silence before the Mothertree again spoke. 

 A ship approaches.  The crucial moment awaits, Jaine.  We must test whether or not you 

will truly trust me enough to follow our battleplan to victory. 

 Jaine looked up as he saw the small airship coming towards them.  “What do you want?” 

 The golden arjla weapons of corsha which I have entrusted into your care.  You must 

give it to them. 

 Jaine froze as the airship began moving past the outermost branches of the tree, noting 

the elven shapes inside.  “What?” 

 You must trust me, Jaine.  The secret to our success relies on this. 

 Jaine’s eyes darted around as he watched the blade of the Mothership begin to descend 

upon the homes of the goblins that supported Freglak even as the airship moved to a halt before 

him and a tall elf stepped out. 

 Give them the blades. 



 Jaine watched as the elf advanced toward him even as out of the corner  of his eye he 

noticed Flek and a dwarf trying to scale the tree to get to him.  The tall elf walked forward, 

holding out his hand as Jaine looked up into his towering face.  A face that almost looked 

familiar.  A wave of realization blasted Jaine like a splash of cold water. 

 “No!” Jaine roared in desperation as he slashed at the elf with the golden arjla corsha 

blades.  But the blades merely went through the illusionary figure. 

 “Too late!” The elf and the Mothertree spake in unison, throttling Jaine’s senses even as 

he felt the tree engulfing his legs and sending shafts into his body.  “All is revealed, Oh Jaine of 

the Mothertree, and your own god has turned against you.  Die well, and many thanks for your 

assistance!” 

 

 “No!” Flek gave a cry of dismay as the tall elf grabbed the golden arjla corsha blades 

from the high priest now engulfed in the Mothertree, only able to watch as the elf made for the 

escape pod. 

 “We can’t stop him in time,” Jroldin said.  “We have to get down from here.  Now.” 

 “Why the urgency?” Flek asked, momentarily confused. 

 “You saw what the Mothertree did to Jaine.  What if it’s coming for us next?” 

  



Part CXX: End of the Line 

Date: Kapton 21
st
, 114 A.U. 

 “It’s nice to see you again after fifty years,” the dwarf Nezore replied, leaning back on his 

chair.  “I’ve heard many conflicting reports of you as of late.  But I didn’t expect you to show up 

in my closet.” 

 “Oh, don’t act so surprised,” Astrid complained.  “It’s not like we haven’t done this sort 

of thing before.” 

 “No,” Nezore said as he opened a can of beer.  “But that was back when I was young—

back when I could still fight.”  He pursed his lips before taking a swig.  “Go ahead and sit down.  

I suppose you didn’t just come here to catch up on old times?” 

 “Why not?” Astrid asked with a shrug of her shoulders as she sat down, her grey hair 

brushing against her shoulders.  “It’s not like we didn’t have our share of adventures as part of 

the old Xavier Team.” 

 “Yeah, before you called our team illegitimate with your new team,” Nexore said as he 

raised an eyebrow. 

 “We had already agreed that our Xavier Team wasn’t the right one…” Astrid murmured.  

“Had we not?” 

 “Some people did…” Nezore said and he sighed, tapping his beer can.  “But let’s be 

honest now.  You didn’t come to talk about our previous accomplishments.” 

 “No?” 

 “Oh, come on, Astrid—I know better than that,” Nezore said, smirking.  “You don’t think 

I’ve just happened to miss all the newspapers proclaiming your betrayal of the cause and your 

theft of the communicator from Governor Iraina?” 

 “The headlines aren’t that broad,” Astrid said, rolling her eyes. 

 “No; but I’ve kept myself aware of everything you’ve done,” Nezore said.  “I’m not 

oblivious to what you did.” 

 “I wasn’t aware that you kept tabs on me…” Astrid murmured. 

 “Why wouldn’t I?” Nezore asked pointedly.  “We had been a team, right?” 

 “Yes…” Astrid murmured.  “But after the Upheaval-” 



 “You were the one that gave up on us,” Nezore said in a low voice.  “And it wasn’t just 

the Upheaval.  Ever since you pursued the government track to become a member of the Council.  

Jaigran wasn’t the only one to feel left out.” 

 Astrid averted his gaze, pursing her lips.  “Fine,” she said quietly.  “So what’s your 

point?” 

 “I assume the allegations are true?” 

 “That I took the communicator?  Yes…  They’re true.” 

 “Because you allegedly don’t trust Iraina to lead the Xavier Team?” 

 “He’d lead them to commit suicide,” Astrid retorted.  “I couldn’t risk it.” 

 “I see.”  Nezore paused.  “You really believe that?” 

 Astrid looked at him strangely.  “Of—of course I believe that.  Why wouldn’t I?” 

 “I’m sure Jaigran has a noble goal as well,” Nezore mused as he tapped his beer can. 

 Astrid’s eyes flashed.  “Are you comparing me to Jaigran?” 

 “No—no,” Nezore said, looking up.  “Forgive me for suggesting that.  But you and I both 

know that Jaigran wasn’t who he is now.  He used to have a heart before he threw his life away.  

And my point is that we often deceive ourselves to our true intentions.” 

 “And what do you think my true intention is.” 

 “You’ve been in places of power for over a century,” Nezore replied.  “First as part of the 

Triumvirate, and then as Governor of Araelia.  Don’t get me wrong—I don’t necessarily have 

any problems with your governing.  For the most part, I completely agree with all of your 

decisions as Governor of Araelia.  But you have also become accustomed to power, Astrid.  I 

might even go so far as to say that you have a drive for power.” 

 “Bu-” 

 “Let me finish,” Nezore said, standing up as he put down his beer cup, getting up on a 

stool to make up for his shortness that came with being a dwarf.  “After the completion of the 

Xavier Team, all you’ve done is to pursue power.  When some of the rest of us were trying to 

deal with Jaigran and the Council that had decreed that horrible Massacre of the Sla’ad, you 

chose to change it by becoming part of the Council.  When tensions between you and Jaigran 

were the fiercest for the third seat on the Triumvirate, you did everything you could to stop him.  

Don’t get me wrong—Jaigran had become a very amoral vengeful elf—but that wasn’t the sole 

reason for your actions.  You took the power and you made sure to use it.  And because of that 

sate for power, you helped to alienate him.  And we all know what Jaigran’s alienation caused.” 



 “I am not to be blamed for the Great Upheaval,” Astrid seethed. 

 “Of course not,” Nezore replied.  “But you affected it.  And it hasn’t been different since 

the Upheaval.  You rightly preserved Araelia and took governorship.  But then you kept it.  You 

held your love and desire for power above anything else—including establishing a 

communication with me.  That is why you stopped communicating with me—isn’t it?  Because 

you were accused of being the friend of the dwarves rather than of your own kind in your third 

election?”  Astrid didn’t reply.  “And now of course we get to your new Xavier Team!  You did 

the right thing but completely politicized what was necessary to be done!  Tell me, Astrid.  Tell 

me that wasn’t a political ploy!” 

 Astrid averted his gaze as she pursed her lips.  “I…” she said.  “I only…  I needed to do 

what was right.” 

 “But you were unwilling to relinquish your power,” Nezore replied softly, but still firmly.  

“You did many things right, Astrid, but you knew it.  Pride has become your downfall.  Your 

pride and lust for power.  And that’s why you are now a refugee of the government.” 

 Astrid closed her eyes.  “I…” she said, her voice breaking as her grey hair covered her 

face.  “I…  I should have talked more with you, Nezore.” 

 “You should have.” 

 “You always knew what to do, especially on the Xavier Team where you were the 

leader…” she whispered.  “I…  I don’t know why I stopped communicating with you-” 

 “-Yes you do.” 

 “-but I shouldn’t have,” Astrid finished.  “I…  I shouldn’t have done that.  And now…  

I’m in a mess.” 

 “That you are,” Nezore replied, and he looked up at her.  “So what are you going to do?” 

 “What am I going to do?” 

 “Yes,” Nezore said, staring at her in the eyes.  “You can’t hide forever, Astrid.  You need 

to make your decision.” 

 

 Oldin picked up the newspaper on his way into work.  He didn’t have much time to read 

with the heat of the investigation.  But as the head of the FRI he still had to stay on top of the 

news.  He glanced at the headline, and then stared.   

 “Ex-Governor Astrid Turns Herself into the Authorities.”  Oldin pursed his lips, 

pondering this for a moment—trying to figure out why exactly she would have chosen to do this.  



He would have to ask Iraina the next time they met.  Or even better try to get a chance to visit 

Astrid when the investigation wasn’t so hectic, although she’d probably be in prison. 

 Oldin placed the newspaper on his desk.  He would need to read the full story later. 

  



Part CXXI: Unveiling 

Date: Kapton 23
rd

, 114 A.U. 

 “The days of the goblins have been numbered.”  Jaigran walked down the hall as he 

followed the Watcher.  “The Mothership has completely decimated their chief city and thanks to 

you we now have the golden weapon of the goblins. 

 “Four now are in our position,” the Watcher replied.  “Two belong to the Xavier Team 

and the third is ready for us to grasp whenever we need it.” 

 “Shall we put the final step of our plan in motion?” Jaigran asked, turning around as he 

faced the Watcher.  “There will be no use tracking down the Xavier Team.” 

 “No,” the Watcher agreed.  “We will let them come to us.  And then we will spring our 

trap.” 

 “Good,” Jaigran said, solemnly nodding.  “Everything is as it should be then.  Order the 

guards to reveal all to Ranvier, our augger friend.  And then stage his escape in a way that causes 

him to reach the Xavier Team.  Victory is at our grasp.” 

 

 “Jaine was only able to explain that the Watcher was the Mothertree,” Flek said.  “And 

that the Watcher didn’t have an actual body.  He was trying to say something else, but he died 

first.” 

 “I see…” Reynyagn said. 

 “It’s a tragedy,” Lord Freglak replied bitterly.  “If not for him…  If not for him, we might 

have won this war…” 

 “The Emperor is a deceitful elf,” Zarien replied.  “And this Watcher—whoever he is—is 

a master of deception.  He nearly took over Flek’s mind.  Apparently he was the Mothertree as 

well.  I don’t know who or what he is, but he’s a force to be reckoned with and he’s the reason 

you lost this battle.” 

 “Our country is ruined,” Freglak said, shaking his head.  “Our forces are completely 

scattered, our capital city has been razed to the ground, and I have in essence lost my crown.  We 

have been entirely desolated.” 

 “We cannot give up hope,” Flek said quietly.  “Mayhaps you may yet be able to rebuild 

your country and continue to work against Jaigran once we’ve put you in touch with the other 

elven rebels.” 



 “Aye; it is my only hope…” Freglak whispered. 

 “But for us—we need a plan,” Number 994 said, standing up.  “The Emperor has four 

golden weapons now.  Only the golden weapon of the auggers remains unclaimed.  What is our 

plan for finding it?” 

 “To find where the auggers have hid themselves…” Augger murmured.  “A near –

impossible task without the radar control of the skies that the elves have.” 

 “So basically we’re going to hack into the Mothership,” Monty said.  “Your tribe of 

Sla’ad nearly had the plans finished, right, Reynyagn?  We just need to get those plans, organize 

with the elven rebel group, and break into the Mothership.” 

 “Well isn’t that a near-impossibility,” Astrid murmured.  “And all of that just to find the 

auggers—but wouldn’t Jaigran have found them first if it was that simple?” 

 “I…  I don’t think so,” a new voice said, and they turned to see an augger emerge from 

the bushes.   

 “Wha…” Augger began.  “Who-” 

 “I am Ranvier, ambassador of the auggers,” Ranvier said solemnly.  “And I think 

Emperor Jaigran wanted me to meet you.” 

 

 “So… let me get this straight,” Monty said.  “You were captured by them—they faked an 

escape—and then you thought you met one of us rebels and told them everything?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “And now…?” 

 “Afterwards, I realized that they had tricked me,” Ranvier replied.  “And I’ve begun to 

piece together their plan in bits and pieces.  They need the golden weapons to unleash the 

Watcher.” 

 “Unleash him?” 

 “I don’t completely understand it,” Ranvier admitted.  “But the Watcher doesn’t have a 

body.  But if he gains one, from what I overheard, he will gain extreme power.  And to unleash 

the Watcher, they need five of the seven golden corsha weapons.” 

 A chill ran through Flek’s spine.  “And they—they-” 



 “They have four of them now,” Ranvier said.  “And thanks to the information they have 

from me, they now know where the last one is.” 

 A cold silence fell upon the group as they realized what exactly what was happening.  

Finally, someone spoke. 

 “How did you escape?” Augger asked. 

 “They tried to repeat the past,” Ranvier said.  “Stage another escape, but an augger can’t 

be fooled twice.  It was a set-up.” 

 “A set-up so that they can find us,” Monty whispered, instantly standing up. 

 “They’re nowhere nearby,” Lord Freglak muttered.  “I have a radar device right here.  

We’re fine.” 

 “Then…  then why…?” Monty began. 

 “They want us to know their plan,” Reynyagn said quietly.  “Right?  Why else would 

they have told Ranvier?  They want us to know exactly what they’re doing.  Or what they want 

us to think that they’re doing.” 

 “So what do we do?” Flek asked.  “Do we walk right into their trap?” 

 “You need to go east,” Ranvier replied.  “I need to take you to the island of the auggers—

to the Noon Stone—and to the third golden weapon.  We need to beat him to it.” 

 “He’s still playing with the strings…” Reynyagn said.  “I know that he’s expecting us to 

try to get the 3
rd

 Golden Weapon.  But we have no choice.  Even if he’s lying about needing five 

weapons to unleash the Watcher’s power, we still need to get that golden weapon before he can.” 

 “So we have to walk into his plan,” Monty muttered. 

 “Not unless we get there first,” Ranvier said, raising an eyebrow.  “After all, would 

Jaigran have really done all of this if he expected us to beat him?  They might have a good guess 

as to where my homeland is.  But I know how to get there.  And Jaigran will not be ready for the 

weapons that we have to launch on them.” 

 “Like that would make a difference against the Mothership,” Monty pointed out. 

 “Either way, I believe it’s settled, is it not?” Reynyagn asked.  “None of us like this 

situation, but our course of action seems obvious.  The Mothership isn’t the fastest ship—we still 

have some working ships here that will be able to beat it.  And since we know where the last 

Golden Weapon is, even if Jaigran seemingly wants us to pursue it, we have no other choice.  

The Golden Weapons are what is needed to save Arquenia.  And so it is there that we must go.” 



  



Part CXXII: Parting Ways 

Date: Kapton 24
th

, 114 A.U. 

 “This is Tzjearjlan of the Sla’ad calling, over…  Yes; we are doing well.  Progress made? 

Over…  Excellent.  We are calling to report that we have finished assembling the plans of the 

Mothership.  Over…  Yes, we have compiled them on our computer system into one coherent 

model.  We await instructions of how to relay it to you, over…  Sending it to this alternate group, 

but what of the elves tracking our transmissions?  Over…  I see.  Sounds like a plan.  We will 

send it to them.  Over…” 

 

 “The Sla’ad have finished compiling the plans of the Mothership,” Reynyagn said.  “I’ve 

worked it out with them and they’ll be sending it to our rebel base.  Since the rebel base is able to 

partially-track the Mothership’s signals, they should be able to receive the plans electronically 

without them being alerted.” 

 “Excellent,” Monty replied.  “But…” 

 “But what?” 

 “What will that do for us?” 

 “I talked with Tzjearjlan further on this issue,” Reynyagn replied.  “According to him, 

they’ve discovered the source and final engine of the entire Mothership.  And apparently all 

that’s needed to disable the Mothership is to take down that central computer that they’ve found 

which controls the whole system.” 

 “I see…” Monty said, pursing his lips.   “So…” 

 “The Mothership is on course toward the isle of the auggers,” Augger replied.  “And 

while my ancestors haven’t dwelt there, after what Ranvier has said, we must try and stop the 

Mothership from desolating their land and destroying the remnant of my race.  In addition to all 

this, we’ll have to take down the Mothership at some point.  And what we can’t allow either is 

for us to arrive at the island only to be trapped there by the Mothership.” 

 “So what are you saying?” Monty asked. 

 “I’m saying that we ought to split our team in half,” Augger said simply.  “Half of us will 

confront Jaigran and the other half will seek to sabotage the Mothership in a esponiage mission, 

assuming that it is possible for such a mission to destroy the central computer.” 

 A hush fell over the group before anyone spoke.  “I will stay out of this internal 

discussion,” Ranvier said. 



 “It…  It is possible, from what Tzjearjlan said, for a small esponiage group to take it 

down,” Reynyagn said slowly.  “But…  but to split the team over that?  I believe that confronting 

Jaigran is more important.” 

 “We don’t need a whole team to confront Jaigran; do we?” Zarien asked.  “I sincerely 

doubt that I with my injured leg will do much against him with four golden weapons at his hand.  

Beside, isn’t this the solution to last night’s discussion?  He is expecting us to go after him.  He 

will be completely unprepared for an attack on the Mothership at this time.” 

 “An unprepared Mothership is still dangerous,” Number 994 responded.  “I was a part of 

it, Zarien.  We were never “prepared” or ready for an attack.  But we were still vigilant and 

training enough to disable any force that came against us.  The Mothership is never unprepared.” 

 “But we have insider knowledge,” Zarien pointed out.  “We have you, who not only 

know the system, but can manipulate it.  I’ve been in the Mothership most of my life and know a 

good bit about how to sneak around it without anyone else knowing.  And we have a professional 

spy here as well—doesn’t this sort of stuff appeal to you, Monty?” 

 “Well…” Monty said, trying to keep himself from smiling, “It…  It does appeal to me, I 

must admit…  We still don’t have enough information, though.” 

 “Right.  We’ll need the plans first,” Zarien said. 

 “I don’t like the notion of you in the middle of the Mothership,” Astrid said quietly.  

“That Mothership has razed cities and destroyed air fleets!  It has a system that routed out 

Zarien’s rebel group and made him to lose his leg!  And you think that a small group of you can 

go against it?” 

 “It’s not about safety,” Monty said.  “We’ve all thrown aside concerns for safety at the 

point, Astrid.  It’s…  It’s about doing what needs to be done.  And honestly, I think Augger’s 

right.  Yes, the Mothership may always be prepared.  But they aren’t expecting any assault from 

us like they might be after this.  And the fate of the race of the auggers is at stake.” 

 “We can’t go in without a plan…” Reynyagn murmured.  “A bit more time to plan all of 

this out would do us well.” 

 “But we don’t have time,” Ranvier said.  “I know I said I wouldn’t get involved in this 

discussion, but I need to say this.  I don’t know what Jaigran and the Watcher have in mind, but I 

know this much.  We don’t have much time and our opponent’s are enjoying a large advantage.  

We can push it back for a while, but when will we ever be ready?  We currently have an elven 

rebel group behind us that can detect their airwaves—how long will that remain?  They aren’t 

expecting an attack from us and are threatening a genocide of my race once they discover us.” 



 “We can work with a split,” Number 994 said quietly.  “I had…  I had been against it…  

But Ranvier’s right.  We can’t wait.  Assuming that Jaigran will be taking a smaller, faster ship 

to the island to get there first, there will only be him along with a couple of bodyguards.  Too 

many of us might get in the way.  And, other than Unyihi Garum, the main leaders of the elves 

will be gone.  We must take this opportunity or reap the costs of the genocide.” 

 “Then I suppose we have no choice,” Reynyagn relented.  “We will again split the Xavier 

Team in one last chance to stop the Emperor or die trying.  We must move forward—and 

quickly.” 

  



Part CXXIII: Final Preparations 

Date: Kapton 24
th

, 114 A.U. 

 “The hurdle to space is at long last completed,” the Watcher said.  “The Mothership has 

been fully prepared.  Once the Golden Weapons are ours, I will be able to fuel the Mothership 

and the others to break out of Arquenia’s orbit as it goes spinning on course to the sun.  We now 

await the Seven Golden Weapons to arrive in place.” 

 “Very well,” Emperor Jaigran replied.  “Events should be moving swiftly then.  Are we 

ready to take our course, then?” 

 “I already have our quickest ship prepared,” the Watcher replied.  “It will take us directly 

on course to Quelia, land of the auggers, where we will establish our position and wait for the 

Xavier Team.  The Mothership will follow us.” 

 “Very well then.  Let us go.” 

 

Kapton 27
th

, 114 A.U. 

 “Well. It looks like we’re on our own now.”  Monty, Number 994, Zarien, and Augger 

looked at the Mothership which was passing over them, its white body blotting out the rays of 

the sun.   

 “Indeed,” Monty said.  “The rest of our team will do well against Jaigran.  But it’s time 

for us to accomplish our part of the plan.” 

 “Have the full plans and guidelines been given?” Zarien asked. 

 “Our base has given me all the intel they have been able to decipher and send,” Number 

994 replied.  “For now, I have a general gist of where the central computer is and a general idea 

of the steps which will need to be taken to get there.  For now, we need to get into the ship.” 

 “And how do you suggest we do that?” Monty asked.  “If we go into any of the loading 

docks, we’ll be doomed.” 

 “That’s why we won’t be going into one of the loading docks,” Number 994 replied, 

pointing up at the plumes of fire that descended from the underbelly of the ship.  “I’ve been 

given full instructions.  We will go through one of the chinks in their armor there up through the 

holes that jet out the fire.  If you look closely, not all of them are going at once.  That’s where 

we’ll be making our entrance.” 



 “That will actually lead us into the ship?” Zarien asked skeptically.  “Why would they be 

designed to let people inside the ship control them?” 

 “Because of the fire orcs,” Number 994 pointed out.  “It takes a lot less work for a fire 

orc to make fire than it takes other machinery.  It’s more fuel efficient this way.  They create 

openings so that the fire orcs control the flames.  And it’s through those openings that we’re 

getting in. 

 

 Number 994 gritted his teeth as their vehicle moved up quickly, dancing away from the 

long plumes of fire that moved all around him as he guided the vehicle toward one of the empty 

holes.  Although the fire was continually changing, he had full control of the ship with his 

electricity abilities and was slowly getting closer and closer to the open one, just big enough to 

allow the small ship to move through the gigantic blow-torch.  Just a little closer…  a little 

closer… 

 Suddenly, the ship passed through, moving up into the oil-covered hole as the ship 

moved, on of the wings cracking as it slid against the wall.  They were in the middle of a large 

plain that spanned the underbelly of the Mothership.  Rows upon rows of holes covered with oil 

covered the face of it as red-skinned orcs stood beside, pouring out their flames into the holes 

which, when passing by the oil and fuel, enlarged the flame to create streaking plumes 

underneath it, causing the Mothership to rise. 

 And then the wing of the ship finally broke off.  Giving a yell, Number 994 flung open a 

door, leaping out with the rest of his group as the fire-orcs turned to see what exactly had come 

up through the holes to visit them.  Number 994 moved first. 

 Leaping forward, Number 994 gave a yell as lightning sparked at his fingertips.  Light 

flashed and a nearby orc fell over, struck, as Augger raised his corsha blade above his head..  

Monty ducked for cover as a ball of flame splashed against the already-damaged ship, fire-orcs 

moving quickly to try to surround them even as his comrades fought them off. 

 “There’s too many of them!” Zarien cried.  “We’re trapped!” 

 “We don’t have to fight all of them,” Monty muttered, quickly scanning the premises.  

Fifty yards away, a ladder led up to the surface.  “Look!” Monty yelled, pointing.  “Get up there 

and leave the rest of them behind!  We can’t fight them off.” 

 “Then let’s move,” Number 994 said, shooting down a Number 1542 with a bolt of 

lightning.  Augger moved toward the ladder, turning to the side to avoid a line of fire before 

moving more quickly toward the ladder.  Although somewhat-resistant to heat, Augger didn't 

know how hot the flames of the orcs were.  And he didn't want to find out. 



 “Stop!” one of the fire orcs roared.  Number 994 looked ahead as he noticed the fire orc 

moving to intercept them.  Battle training began to break in as Number 994’s mind became 

absorbed with statistics.  A Number 502—a high ranking fire orc and likely one of the 

commanders of this group of fire orcs that fueled the Mothership.  With such a high rating, 

Number 994 knew the truth—he would have no chance to beat this orc in a duel alone.  But even 

with the rest of the Xavier Team… 

 Number 502 moved forward, calling up flames as suddenly fires leapt up from the 

crevices around them, forming arches of fire around the Xavier Team as they ran past the holes 

which led down to the world beneath.  And just as Number 994 opened his mouth to give a 

warning, the fires moved, breaking the arches as they came down upon them to rain their heat 

upon them.  Throwing himself to the ground, Number 994 watched as fire arced around Zarien, 

Zarien covering his face as he stumbled back.  Too late, Number 994 saw Zarien trip backwards.  

And, covering his face, Zarien fell backwards toward the cavity behind him, even as Number 502 

lowered his hand to point at the crevice.  And a spark raced around its edge.  The flame was 

coming next. 

  



Part CXXIV: Line of Bombs 

Date: Kapton 30
th

, 114 A.U. 

Oldin walked softly through the tunnels, looking around as he tried to figure out where 

they had all gone. For over 10 days his agents had been looking for the tunnels, looking for any 

signs of the elven terrorists that were and escaped into the tunnels. Still, however, they could not 

find them.  And Oldin was getting worried. 

Oldin paused and looked at his watch. It was 11 o'clock. In two hours, Iraina was 

planning on giving some important speech that he claimed would speed his new policy 

concerning the elves. Ever since he’d gotten the communicator from Astrid, he had been itching 

to use it. Oldin didn't know what Iraina planned to command Xavier team to do. But he knew 

that Iraina planned on explaining all of that in his speech. And so, Oldin hoped that he would be 

able to give his investigation done in time, so that should be able to listen to the speech. 

Oldin paused as he heard static coming in on his walkie-talkie. Picking it up, he held up 

his year as he heard the voice coming in. 

"Oldin?" It was one of his agents.  “Oldin, this is Agent 54 coming in. Do you read me?"  

"This is Oldin," Oldin spoke into the walkie-talkie.  “What have you found?"  

"I have found suspicious items near the third tunnel," Agent 54 replies.   “Some scraps of 

clothing and bullet. It seems like there's more here, though."  

“Like what?” 

“The wall of the tunnel here—it’s unnatural,” Agent 54 said.  “When you point the flash 

light in certain way, it’s clear that it isn’t part of the rest of the tunnel wall.” 

“Stop there,” Oldin said, mind racing.  “Stay there—don’t move.  I’ll be with you in a 

moment.  I’m signaling in for backup now.” 

 

“This tunnel wall is definitely different,” Oldin said, pacing as the three agents hastily 

began pulling out their kits.  Oldin thought for a moment. 

“Stop,” he finally said.  The agents paused.  “We don’t have time to inspect it.” 

“But-” Agent 54 began. 

“The elven terrorists have evaded us for too long, and you know how all the information 

we’ve gotten recently points to an accelerated launch date of whatever their plan is!” Oldin said.  

“We’re running out of time.  How thick is it?” 



Agent 54 pulled out one of the instruments and placed it against the wall, tapping the wall 

with a metal rod to produce a note.  He looked down at the machine.  “About six inches thick,” 

he said.  “It’s likely a door of some sort.” 

“I’ve gotten that far already,” Oldin said.  “It’s a door, and we don’t have time to figure 

out how they get into this place, so we’re doing this the old-fashioned way.” 

“You mean-” 

“We blow it up.” 

 

The explosion rattled the premises as Oldin lay flat against the wall.  As the debris 

settled, Oldin moved forward, pointing his gun at the hole in the wall of the tunnel as the other 

three agents helped to encircle it.  Inside was dark and empty.  Oldin flicked on his flashlight and 

slowly moved in, scanning the premises for any enemies.  There was none. 

Inside was a room containing a large computer, a table with papers strewn around it, 

many filing cabinets, and weapons strewn around in various places.  One of the agents instantly 

fired his gun, snuffing out a security camera.  The two other agents moved over to the computer.  

Oldin made for the table, quickly flipping through papers. 

“This place was used recently,” one of the agents said as he put his gloves on, opening a 

filing cabinet.  “There’s a cup of coffee on top of this cabinet that’s still slightly warm.  Dusting 

for fingerprints should give us a whole slew of suspects.” 

“The calendar on the wall has a countdown to today,” another of the agents by the 

computer quickly said.  “It’s called ‘Launch Date.’” 

“Then we’re already nearly too late,” Oldin snapped as he flipped through the papers.  He 

paused and then slowly pulled out a large sheet of graph paper.  On it was depicted a full map of 

the tunnel systems, along with red ‘x’s positioned in the tunnels.  Oldin’s eyes moved over to the 

map key, and he suddenly froze. 

Oldin cursed and looked up.  “They’ve planted explosions all throughout the tunnels,” he 

said.  “It’s all on this map here.  The golden circles around the ‘x’s mean that they’ve already 

planted them.  All the ‘x’s except one are circled, meaning that most, if not already all, of their 

bombs are prepared for action.” 

“What good will come of planting explosives?” one of the agents asked, running over. 

“Look at this!” Oldin snapped, waving his hand over the paper.  “Look at their 

positions—their paths.  The explosives, if powerful enough, will make one huge entry from the 

outside into Araelia!” 



“You don’t mean-” 

“And today’s the launch date!” Oldin yelled.  “Look here—we’re right in the path of 

these explosives!  They abandoned this place because this whole thing is blowing up here.  And 

I’d wager my position that there’s a whole crap-load of elves out there just waiting to come in.” 

“We have to warn the Resistance immediately.” 

“My cell phone has no bars!” another agent yelled, cursing.  “My walkie-talkie seems 

broken as well!” 

“They’re two steps ahead of us!” Oldin roared.  “Take the map—find the explosives and 

disarm them—and fast!  We have no idea when they’re going to get off, but we have to stop 

them from doing this!” 

“And you-” 

“I’m going to warn Iraina!” Oldin yelled.  “The whole ceremony today has to be called 

off!  We need to get our men on the defenses and alert the dwarves!  Today is the Launch Date—

and the elves have set up a pathway into our city!”   

  



Part CXXV: One Last Voyage 

Date: Kapton 24
th

, 114 A.U. 

 “But…  are you sure about this?” Ranvier pursed his lips with concern. 

 “You may have forgiven my ancestors for their crimes against my race, but have the 

others?” Augger asked.  Ranvier’s silence spoke volumes. 

 “It is better this way,” Augger said.  “You know enough about Quelia, the land of the 

auggers, to guide them there.  The Mothership team will need my help, and we cannot throw the 

risk of the auggers rejecting me into the picture.  Stopping Jaigran is too imperative for that.  We 

all must make sacrifices.  Maybe after all of this is over, if I’m still alive, I can return to Quelia 

and make amends for my ancestor’s crimes.” 

 “I hope so,” Ranvier said quietly.  “Keep yourself safe.” 

 “And you.” 

 

Kapton 27
th

, 114 A.U. 

 “We have now left the mainland of Arquenia,” Reynyagn said, watching out the glass 

windows as the land rushed behind them.  “We’re now over the open sea.” 

“And it’ll be another two days likely until we arrive in Quelia,” Ranvier replied.  “It took 

me four days in my transport, but your ship is much faster than ours.” 

  “I don’t feel ready for this,” Astrid murmured, pursing her lips as she laid her hand 

against the glass.  “I…  I’m not ready for this all to be over.  I’m not ready for the fight.” 

 “According to the prophesy, your goal is not to fight, but to heal,” Flek said.  “In contrast 

to me, who am supposed to be the warrior but have already lost all of my fighting skills.” 

 “Peace,” Reynyagn replied.  “We already have many factors on our side.  Although 

Jaigran may be expecting us, he couldn’t have brought a large fighting force, and we should have 

the whole population of Quelia on our side.  Whatever ends up happening, we ought to have the 

numbers on our side.” 

 “I hope so…” Astrid said, closing her eyes.  “I…  I just want this all to be over…  All 

these deaths are haunting me.  The man I murdered in Araelia.  The elves that we’ve killed.  All 

the dead bodies.  Death haunts me.  I just need it all to be over…” 



 “Our sentries caught sight of the Xavier Team’s transport ship as it left the mainland,” 

Emperor Jaigran said as he entered the Watcher’s cabin.  “It seems to be a full six hours behind 

us.” 

 “Their ship is unlikely to be faster than ours,” the Watcher replied, standing up as light 

fluttered through his ever-more translucent body.  “We’ll make it to Quelia well ahead of them in 

time to launch the last phase of our plans.” 

 “You’re positive that we’ll have no substantial trouble with the auggers on Quelia?” 

Jaigran asked. 

 “The auggers will not be expecting our presence,” the Watcher replied.  “And they will 

not dare to follow where we are going.  Even if they end up confronting us on our arrival, we 

brought enough troops to be able to fend them off while we enter my chambers.  We’ll be 

landing right on top of the building where the entrance to my chambers is located, so it will all 

go well.” 

 “Yes—speaking of the troops, though, what exactly are they doing after we make our 

exit?” 

 “Whatever you want them to do,” the Watcher replied, a smirk playing across his face.  

“You didn’t bring anyone you legitimately cared about—right?  Let them go harass and attack 

the auggers if they want.  They could stay in this ship as well, but once the auggers figured out 

who they were, they may be dying anyways.  All we brought them for was to make sure we had a 

clear path into my chambers.  Once we’re in there, they can just die for all they care.  They will 

be useless once my full form is unleashed.” 

 

Kapton 29
th

, 114 A.U. 

 Catan the Silent looked up from his vantage point in the Watchtower of Quelia as he 

noticed the movement on the horizon.  Peering down at his radar, he quickly zoomed into see the 

scan of the object coming their way.  An airship—and one that appeared to be of elven origins. 

 Outsiders were not to be trusted.  Especially those that were of the elves. 

 Then again, they hadn’t had a better opportunity in a long time to finally show their 

strength once again to the world and justify what had once been their great name.  What better 

chance to exhibit the power of their kind then by making an example of this elven ship?  And 

Catan the Silent knew what he was going to do. 

 Moving quickly, Catan the Silent fiddled with levers to open up the secret door that led to 

his computer that controlled the missile defense system of Quelia that he had put up.  Although 

many other auggers had preferred to leave their defenses weak, Catan the Silent and his ancestors 



had slowly put up a complex and efficient defense system over the past centuries that the rest of 

the auggers were completely oblivious too.  Although their muteness and lack of a voice was a 

liability, it had also left them mostly above suspicion—an opportunity which Catan the Silent 

had made sure to use. 

 Putting on his head gear, Catan the Silent zoomed in on the upcoming airship and laid his 

hand on the lever.  Pulling it back, he waited as the missile turrets moved up out of the ground, 

preparing the long-range missiles to begin their attack on the intruder.  It ought to be a short 

battle—just one quick barrage that left the elven airship completely defenseless. 

 Catan the Silent waited as he trained the missiles on the upcoming airship, waiting for the 

perfect opportunity to present itself.  It did.  And, with a deft nod of his head, Catan fired.  

  



Part CXXVI: Closing In 

Date: Kapton 27
th

, 114 A.U. 

 Number 994 surged to his feet as he helplessly watched as Zarien fell backwards toward 

the fire vent even as Number 502 gestured toward it, the fire ready to explode out of the vent to 

consume Zarien.  Number 994 had to move fast.  And surging forward, thunder rolled from 

Number 994’s fingertips as lightning moved faster than fire to stop the fire-orc’s plan. 

 As fire shot upward out of the vent, a bolt of lightning struck Zarien from the side, 

throwing him sideways and out of the way of the blast of fire, even as Zarien was slammed into a 

poll.  Ducking a ball of fire shot from Number 502, Number 994 ran forward, gripping Zarien’s 

hand as Zarien tried to shake his head, groggy from his shock. 

 “Move!” Number 994 yelled, jerking Zarien out of the way to avoid the next shot from 

Number 502.  “We don’t have much time!”  Stumbling in his steps, Zarien followed as Number 

994 moved to position the pole between him and Number 502 as they raced toward the ladder.  

There was a tremor at their feet. 

 There was a crash, and fire vents started exploding around them, shrapnel flying as 

Number 502 sent power surges into the fire vents ahead of them, blowing them apart.  Skidding 

to a stop, Number 994 watched as Augger safely moved through the mess, unscathed by his heat-

resistant scales. 

 “Move forward!” Number 994 hissed to Zarien.  “I’ll distract the fire orc.” 

 “But-” 

 “Move!” 

 Zarien moved forward, running, as Number 994 turned around to see Number 502 

moving toward them, a spark appearing at his finger-tips as he looked ready to send forth his 

next assault.  But this time, Number 994 was prepared.  Leaping forward, Number 994 shot out a 

lightning bolt, forcing Number 502 to move to the side to avoid being electrocuted. 

 Moving quickly, Number 994 bent down and laid his hand on the inner edge of the fire 

vent, knowing that he had to do this before Number 502 saw him and set the vent aflame.  

Sending out a snippet of electricity, Number 994 quickly hotwired the spark plugs in the vent 

and immediately threw himself to the side as Number 502 sent a wave of flame at him, gripping 

onto the inner ring of the vent as he swung himself down into it, now dangling within the vent as 

he sent out his electricity through the spark plugs into the system, quickly analyzing it before 

shooting out commands even as he vaulted himself out of the vent. 



 Number 994 landed on the ground as his command went into play and the four vents 

around Number 502 simultaneously exploded as the wiring between them was electrocuted, 

creating a sudden web of electricity pulsating through the metal floor that Number 502 was 

standing on, even as the explosion created a wall of smoke and shrapnel.  And Number 994 knew 

that his work was done. 

 Sprinting ahead even as the other orcs remained distracted with Augger, Zarien, and 

Monty—now at the ladder—Number 994 dashed to the ladder while Number 502 remained 

blinded and stunned by Number 994’s surprise attack.  Gripping the rungs, Number 994 climbed 

up even while shots rang all around. 

 “We need to move quickly,” Monty said as they quickly ascended past the ceiling of the 

ground-level into the next level.  Exiting the ladder, Augger quickly shut the trap door, locking it 

to seal it off from any pursuers.   

 “Where next?” Augger asked. 

 “The elevators,” Number 994 pointed.  “Get in it.  Now.”  Running to the closest of the 

many elevators, they waited as the elevator doors opened just as noises from the trapdoor 

signaled that the fire-orcs were preparing to break through.  Piling in, Number 994 quickly 

opened a hatch and stuck his finger in, closing his eyes as his mind searched the system, before 

deciding on their destination and punching it in, all the while covering up his digital tracks from 

any other lightning-orcs. 

 “All right,” Number 994 said as the doors closed.  “I sent us to a portion of the 

Mothership that isn’t used often.  There we can re-group and await further orders.”  The elevator 

rose, and then began to move sideways.  And their journey began. 

 

Kapton 29
th

, 114 A.U. 

 “We’ve received our final instructions.”  It was nearing midnight on the 29
th
, two days 

after they had made it into the Mothership.  Since then, their initiative had been all but erased as 

their plans had stagnated, waiting for the elven rebel group to relay instructions and for Number 

994 to receive them in a way that evaded the elves’ notice.  They had already staged two scenes 

involving crashing elevators and collapsing passages that made it look like they had been killed, 

and thus had remained undetected for the past 24 hours. 

 “What is it?” Monty asked, itching to get back to work. 

 “They finally came up with the easiest path for us to make it to the central computer 

system,” Number 994 replied.  “It involves us taking the elevators to as close as we can get, and 

then using the little explosives we have to blow into the weakest part of the defenses around it.” 



 “I suppose it was too much to hope that they’d leave their central computer relatively 

unguarded,” Zarien muttered. 

 “Have they sent the plans?” Monty asked. 

 “They said it was too large to send under the elves’ radar,” Number 994 replied.  “We 

have to go with blind faith and reliance on their instructions.” 

 “Blind faith…  suppose it’s what we have to work with,” Augger said.  “We must rely on 

the Great One for their victory.” 

 “Not the Great One—just the instructions that the elven rebels gave,” Zarien interjected.  

“But no time for a theological debate now.  The rest of the Xavier Team is supposed to arrive at 

Quelia tomorrow.  And it’s already an hour until tomorrow begins.” 

 “Then no point wasting time,” Monty said.  “We must set forth, and make one final 

attack on the Mothership’s system.” 

 “Let’s go.” 

  

  



Part CXXVII: Launch Date 

Date: Kapton 30
th

, 114 A.U. 

 Oldin moved quickly as he skidded down the tunnels, moving quickly toward the opening 

to get back into Araelia.  His communications were still all down, and Oldin knew that the elven 

terrorists were behind it.  No doubt they had sabotaged them, again maintaining their step ahead 

of him.  He had to get to Iraina to warn him about what was going to happen.  They had to get 

enough guards up to defuse the bombs that were even now waiting to rip open a clear path to the 

surface. 

 And he had to do it fast. 

 Moving to the door, Oldin quickly opened and slammed into it, throwing it open as he 

stumbled out into the wide cavern that made up the center of Araelia.  The capitol building 

flickered like a gem in the dimness of the cavern as Oldin looked toward the great amphitheater, 

where even now Iraina was planning his great speech announcing his plans for the Xavier Team. 

 Dashing into the street, Oldin leapt toward a man trying to get into his car.  “Official 

government business!” Oldin yelled, flashing his FRI badge as he drew out his gun.  “The fate of 

Araelia is at stake!  I need your car!” 

 “But-” the man interjected. 

 “Sorry!” Oldin yelled, flinging the man his business card as he snatched the keys out of 

the man’s hand.  “Come visit my office tomorrow and I’ll pay for the damages!”  Shoving the 

man aside, Oldin leapt into the front seat, slamming the car door shut before putting the keys in 

and turning it to ignition.  The car roared and Oldin slammed down on the gas pedal.  And the 

car roared off down the road. 

 

 “Bide your time,” the elven commander said as he glanced down at the mountain.  

“Everything is nearly ready.  We just need to wait for the signal.” 

 “Aye, aye, commander,” the elven pilot said, only one pilot among the fifty other pilots 

that were here commanding their ships.  “How large of a defense force shall we plan for?” 

 “A meager one if anything,” the commander replied.  “Operation C-Watch has done its 

work and will silence most all of the possible defenders.  Today is a day of victory where we will 

take the city with minimal bloodshed.  And so the promise of the Great Upheaval will again be 

ours as we capture the last free city of the humans.” 

 



 Oldin skidded the car to a stop in front of the back of the amphitheater, quickly checking 

his clock.  The ceremony began in seven minutes.   He still had time to alert Iraina before he 

moved out on stage.  Wrenching the door opened, Oldin moved out, running across the side walk 

toward the guarded door. 

 “Oldin—Head of the F.R.I.!” Oldin yelled as he ran toward the guards.  “Open the door!  

I must speak to Iraina—now!” 

 “I…  yes, sir,” one of the guards said, opening it up.  Racing down the corridors, Oldin 

could hear the low clamor of the crowd ahead as he came into the prep room where Iraina stood, 

hair slicked back, shades on, ready for his speech.  Outside the door, portions of the crowd could 

be seen as they gathered around the platform. 

 “Iraina!” Oldin yelled.  “Iraina—for the Great One’s sake, you have to call the ceremony 

off—now!  We’re in imminent danger!” 

 Iraina slowly turned, taking off his shades as he did as his eyes narrowed.  “And why 

would that be?”  His voice was cold. 

 “The cursed elven terrorists have duped us!” Oldin yelled.  “They have a whole line of 

bombs in the outside tunnels waiting to blow up a route for them to get us!  The Launch Date is 

today!  You-”   

 “Shut up,” Iraina snapped, his lips curling back in a sneer.  He cocked his head.  “Go 

ahead.” 

 “Go ahead wha-” Oldin began, but suddenly, two men grabbed his arms, lifting him up as 

another confiscated his weapons.  “What’s going on?!” Oldin roared. 

 “Oh—you still don’t know?” Iraina asked, his voice still cold as he began to laugh.  “You 

really came this far without suspicions, Oldin?” 

 “Suspicions about what?!” Oldin roared even as his numbed mind began to work out 

what was happening.  “You can’t—you wouldn’t-” 

 “I would of thought that you of all people would have begun to figure out why we were 

always a step ahead of you,” Iraina hissed.  “Of course, it never occurred to you, now did it—that 

the leader of Araelia was a traitor.” 

 “But—but—but I trusted you!” Oldin cried out as his world began to crash around him.  

“You can’t—you didn’t-” 

 “You didn’t even investigate the election results!” Iraina cried out, laughing.  “Did it 

never occur to the F.R.I. that there might have been election fraud?  Did it never struck you as 



too remarkable that in a district that Astrid was supposed to have easily won, that the last 10% of 

votes all came out for me?” 

 “You…” Oldin said, horror-struck.  “You—you meddled with the election!” 

 “But of course, Jaigran’s plan wasn’t so fragile as to be stopped by democracy,” Iraina 

snapped.  “You really are too slow to learn for being the Head of the F.R.I.  And now it’s over.  

Guards, put a C-Watch on him.  He’ll experience the announcement with everyone else.” 

 “Ex…experience the announcement?” 

 “But of course,” Iraina said, raising his eyebrows.  “Or have you not figured out yet what 

this era is all about?” 

 “No…” Oldin whispered, his voice slowly raising.  “No.  No!  You can’t do this!” 

 “I already have,” Iraina laughed.  “And thanks to your help in getting the communicator 

for the Xavier Team, I convinced them to fall into Jaigran’s plan as well, which coincidentally is 

worked out on this same day.  Today Araelia and the Xavier Team falls in one fell-swoop.  

Thanks for your help.” 

 “No!” Oldin screamed as the C-Watch was put on him.  “You…  You can’t.” 

 “Already done,” Iraina whispered and he moved out to the podium to address the crowd. 

 “People of Araelia!” Iraina cried out as Oldin could only watch.  “Today marks a new 

day in civilization—a new day for Araelia!  Today is the day when the final victor is revealed 

between the people of Araelia and the elves!  And today is the day when the final victor is me!”  

Iraina grabbed at his ear, and as Oldin watched, pulled off a flab of skin, causing the end of his 

ear to spring up.  But it was only too obvious now.  Iraina flung the fake scab of ear down as his 

pointed ears showed, above the gasps of the crowd. 

 “And now!” Iraina triumphantly proclaimed, pulling out a case from his pocket.  “Now 

you get to hail the true victors of Araelia!”  And with that, flipping open the case, he pushed a 

button. 

 Explosions rung out in the background as the portion of the mountain that for so-long had 

guarded them from the elves was destroyed, even as Oldin felt a prick hit his skin under the C-

Watch, even as it all became clear.  His thinking became obscured as he glanced weakly at the C-

Watch.  Of course.  All the extra gadgets—the additional electric current—as the volt of 

electricity ran through Oldin’s body, it became all-too obvious.  The elves had created a device 

that had gained mass popularity with the people.  And this device had just electrocuted all 70% 

of the populace that had bought these devices.  And as Oldin’s body was lulled to sleep, one last 

thought escaped from his mind. 



 They’ve won. 

  



Part CXXVIII: The Door of the Void 

Date: Kapton 30
th

, 114 A.U. 

 “Augger Island approaches,” Ranvier said.  “I have sent them a signal to let them know 

that it is I.  We should have a smooth landing.” 

 “Our destiny approaches then,” Jroldin muttered.  “And we walk straight into the trap 

prepared for us.” 

 “Iraina was counseling us about this yesterday,” Astrid said.  “We may have gotten here 

before Jaigran and we have the entire island on our side.  We have nothing to fear.” 

 “I’m still not so sure how much I trust Iraina’s advice over ex-Governor Astrid’s…” 

Jroldin muttered.  But he said nothing else as the island drew near. 

 

 “I don’t suppose this is normal?” Flek asked.  They had just landed and opened the door 

to exit the ship when they were met by a small army of auggers, waiting at the end of the 

gangplank. 

 “I’ll check in with them,” Ranvier said, pushing past him.  “Hail fellow Auggers!  Your 

ambassador has returned with half of the legendary Xavier Team to investigate the Noon-Stone!” 

 “The Xavier Team!”  Whispers spun throughout the small army. 

 “You come at a most inopportune time then,” Grandine, leader of the auggers, said, 

stepping out from the group.  “You will forgive our show of arms, Ranvier.  It’s only that this 

morning we were attacked by a group of elves and did not know whether to believe your 

message or not.” 

 “A group of elves?!” Flek cried out, a sinking feeling in his heart. 

 “It would appear that Catan the Silent isn’t as silent in regards to political affairs as he 

may seem,” Grandine replied, turning to Ranvier.  “He and his ancestors have planted a whole 

defense system on our island without us knowing.  Upon spotting their ship, Catan the Silent let 

loose a whole barrage of missiles at them as they came near, which he thought would have most 

certainly destroyed them.  The ship, on the other hand, either magically repulsed, or dodged the 

missiles that were sent at them, made it through Catan’s extensive defense system, and then 

landed on top of the Council building.”  He gestured toward a large circular building with a flat 

roof in the middle of the city.  “Two of the occupants of the ship then proceeded to make his way 

down into the chamber with the Noon-Stone and disappeared into the domain of the Watcher 



while his companions took up nest on the top of the roof to shoot us down.  Although the elves 

are all slain, nine of our kind have fallen today, a most grievous woe.” 

 An augger swiftly made his way toward Grandine from outside the army.  Grandine 

turned to see him and narrowed his eyes as the augger rapidly made gestures with his hands.   

 “That’s Catan the Silent,” Ranvier murmured as they slowly moved out of the ship.  

“He’s mute.” 

 “This is our ambassador with the legendary Xavier Team,” Grandine snapped as he 

glared at Catan.  “They are not more threats for you to depose—or people to turn into threats like 

you did with the others!”  More gestures emerged from Catan. 

 “You have no proof they were planning on attacking us before you tried to murder them,” 

Grandine snapped.  “But we’ve already been through this discussion.  Once the lawgivers set a 

time for the trial, we will see what defense you really do have against these allegations.” 

 “If I may intervene,” Ranvier said, stepping forward.  “Although I cannot get involved 

directly with this discussion, being absent from the circumstances that led up to this attack, what 

did these elves look like?” 

 “One was short with black wings and a circlet of gold.  Some claim to have seen four of 

the Golden Corsha Weapons on him,” Grandine replied.  “The other was tall, and some say the 

sun shone through him.” 

 “Then we are already too late,” Ranvier replied.  “With due respect, Grandine, these two 

elves are the leaders of the elven forces.  You say they went into the Door of the Void?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “Where is our Golden Corsha Weapon?” 

 Grandine paused as his glance flickered from Jroldin to Reynyagn, both carrying Golden 

Weapons.  “It was…  It was in the Council Chamber—the Chamber of the Noon-Beam,” he 

slowly said. 

 “Is it still there?” 

 

 “And so Jaigran has remained a step ahead of us,” Astrid said bitterly as she stared at the 

empty rack on the wall of the chamber of the Noon-Beam.  “They have all five now.” 

 “Then they can unleash the Watcher,” Flek whispered.  “They have what they need.  It’s 

over.” 



 “Unleash the Watcher?” Grandine asked.  “Do you mean—are they planning on 

awakening him?” 

 “Yes, Grandine, but it isn’t what you think,” Ranvier said as he turned toward him.  “The 

elf who seemed translucent?  He’s the Watcher—and he’s not on the good side anymore.  He’s 

allied himself with the elves to destroy us.” 

 Shock was apparent on Grandine’s face.  “But…  but-” 

 “We don’t have time,” Reynyagn said as he looked toward Grandine.  “Where is the 

Door of the Void?” 

 “There—but why?” Grandine asked as he pointed. 

 “Because we’re going to do the only thing we can do,” Reynyagn said as he turned.  

“We’re going to follow him.” 

 “But you can’t!” Ranvier said as he moved after them.  “That’s the domain of the 

Watcher!  No one has set foot within those doors and lived!” 

 “Jaigran did, if he went through,” Reynyagn replied as he continued walking.  “And as 

the Xavier Team, we’ll be protected, although I don’t suggest you go with us, Ranvier.”   

 “I understand,” Ranvier said.  “Do what you must do, then.  I’ll update Grandine on the 

situation.” 

 The Xavier Team quickly walked down to the other end of the room where the two 

double doors sat.  They paused in front of them. 

 “Well,” Jroldin said.  “I guess this is it.  We might be walking into immediate death.” 

“Everyone else that went into the door may not have immediately been killed,” Reynyagn 

replied.  “And what other hope do we have?  If the Watcher is unleashed, we’re all doomed.”  He 

paused, and thenm turned.  “Are you with me?” 

 “We follow, if only…” Astrid paused as her throat caught.  “I…  I’m not ready to face 

death.” 

 “No one ever is,” Jroldin said quietly.  

 “No, but—but this is it,” Astrid said.  “I…  If I die…  I die guilty of my murder.” 

 “Must you die guilty?” Flek asked as he gently laid his hand on Astrid’s shoulder.  “I 

think…  I think Monty’s told you what you have to do.”  Astrid was silent, breathing deeply.  

Slowly, one tear trickled out of her eyes before she finally looked up. 



 “I—I see it!” Astrid suddenly cried, leaping back.  “I see it!” 

 “You see what?” 

 “I see the circlet—I see the sign of the Priest-King!” Astrid cried out, pointing to his 

head.  “I see it—I believe!” 

 “I have waited so long for this day,” Reynyagn said, embracing her, as they moved 

together, carried along by the joy of the conversion. 

 “I…  I’ll be able to do it,” Astrid said.  “But come on—we have to go.  Jaigran won’t 

stop just because I’m converted.  We need…  We need to take it one final step.  To follow the 

lead of the Great One and enter the domain of the Watcher.” 

 “And so the Xavier Team embarks on its last quest,” Reynyagn said, opening the door.  

And silently, the four members of the Xavier Team moved past the door into the void and into 

the domain of the Watcher.  And the door slowly shut behind them. 

  



Part CXXIX: The Lair of the Watcher 

Date: Kapton 30
th

, 114 A.U. 

 “So.  Either they lived to fight the Watcher or they died,” Grandine said as the door shut 

behind the Xavier Team.  “Come.  We must prepare our defenses.” 

 “Our defenses against what?” Ranvier asked. 

 “If the Watcher is awakened and if the Watcher, as you claim, is evil, then we must have 

a defense against him,” Grandine replied.  “We must gather together the auggers to stop him.” 

 “Very well,” Ranvier said.  “I assume you are including Catan the Silent in that group?”  

Grandine paused. 

 “With all due respect, leader, no matter what his failings may be, Catan has been the only 

one among us who has been prepared so far for this attack,” Ranvier said. 

 “I…  Fine.  Alert him if you must,” Grandine said.  “Tell the guards to let him go.  

Mayhaps he may atone for his deeds.  I only hope that the Xavier Team will stop him in time so 

that it doesn’t come to that.” 

 

 The Xavier Team stood on a roadway that circled through the black void into an central 

cylinder chamber, which glowed white only for its light to be consumed by the black void.  The 

air spun frigid around them as open eyes blinked. 

 “Come,” Reynyagn said as he drew out the Arglem.  “They are likely in that chamber 

already.  Haste and stealth must be on our side.”  Moving quickly, they moved around the 

roadway as it spiraled down to enter into the cylinder chamber, where the roadway continued to 

curl around. 

 Torches immediately flickered up into flame, lighting their way as Reynyagn 

instinctively stopped, startled by the sudden new light.  Writing began lighting up on the walls 

around them.   

 “Is that…” Flek said pointing.  “Is that what I think it is?” 

 “The Prophesy of the Warrior,” Jroldin whispered, reading the inscription.  “It…  It looks 

like more of Xavier’s prophesies!” 

 “We don’t have time,” Reynyagn said regretfully.  “The Emperor is still ahead of us.  We 

must move on—and fast.”  Moving down through the spiral road that cycled down into the 

chamber, they passed more prophesies and then pictures detailing magnificent events in the 



history of Arquenia.  Still downward it went until finally it opened up.  Reynyagn paused before 

passing through the archway, and then stepped out.  Before him, the ramp continued to spiral 

down to the bottom of the chamber, but now the inner edge was open, guarded by a railing, 

allowing him to look into the chamber within.  The tall chamber sported runes and images, and 

in the bottom, a large circular stone sat, seven indented regions cut into it.  In the center of the 

stone swirled a blue spherical void.  The chamber was empty.  And there were no other exits.  

Quickly descending down the rest of the stairs, the four moved forward to stand near the center 

of the room. 

 “Where…  where did they go?” Jroldin asked.  “They had to be here—right?” 

 “It is the domain of the Watcher,” Astrid said softly.  “I have a feeling he’s in control 

here.” 

 “You would be right about that.”  And the Xavier Team whirled around, just in time, as 

an augger in one of the murals shifted, and his image warped to transform into Emperor Jaigran, 

who now descended with his black wings as he displayed the Five Golden Corsha Weapons 

along his belt.   

 “So this was a trap,” Flek said, narrowing his eyes. 

 “What else would you expect?” Emperor Jaigran asked.  “I see we meet again, Reynyagn.  

And I also see that you are again surrounded by pitiful fighters who would seek to challenge 

me—me—the Wielder of Five of the Golden Weapons!” 

 “I would,” Reynyagn snapped, as he raised the Arglem.  “You have left yourself open, 

Jaigran.  You should have used the Five Golden Weapons to awaken the Watcher while you still 

could.” 

 “Which I would have done,” Jaigran replied, stepping toward him as his wings unfurled.  

“If five were enough to do it.” 

 Astrid froze.  “What?” 

 “But of course, my young girl who bears the namesake of her governor,” Jaigran replied, 

a smile playing across his lips.  “All seven are needed to awaken the Watcher.  For a moment in 

this conflict, I was worried that you might escape with the two that you had, but as you see, my 

worries were unfounded.  If I couldn’t beat you to the Golden Weapons, I’d lure them to 

myself.” 

 “Then you miscalculated our strength,” Reynyagn said, stepping forward, even as his 

eyes displayed fear.  “The Prophecy of the Xavier Team will prevail against you.” 

 “You wish.”  And saying so, Jaigran leapt into the air.  A beat of his wings carried him up 

as he unfurled his weapons from his belt.  First the gauntlets of the orcs.  Then the human spear 



in one hand and the elven rapier in the other before he descended toward the middle of the group 

and his hand pointed at Astrid.   

 Before she could move, a bolt of lightning threw her aside, as Jaigran fell to land where 

she was even as the others turned on him.  Reynyagn whipped the Arglem as Jaigran blocked it 

with his rapier, stabbing at Jroldin with his spear while Jroldin defended with his battle axe, Flek 

moving around to try and flank Jaigran. 

 “You won’t beat me so fast!” Jaigran roared as he stepped back to avoid Flek’s attempted 

flank.  Flek pursed his lips.  He knew that he was the weakest member of the party with Astrid 

now out of the fighting.  He gripped his two arjla corsha blades.  He wouldn’t be able to deter 

Jaigran with fear either—Jaigran knew that he had lost all of his power. 

 Reynyagn suddenly lashed out with the whip, avoiding Jaigran’s block to cut Jaigran hard 

across the face, creating a jagged line from his left eye to his right cheek.  Jaigran gave a shriek 

of pain, stumbling back as blood poured from his face, his left eye ruined.  Flek moved upon him 

in victory.  But the victory was short-lived. 

 As Jaigran stumbled back, flesh knit together with flesh as the wound began to fade, the 

ruined eye being miraculously cured as the bleeding of the cut quickly stopped.  “You… 

forgot…  about the healing power of the Golden Corsha Weapons,” Jaigran said, slowly, as he 

gritted his teeth.  “You got one strike in.  But you won’t get another.” 

 Moving to the side, Flek raced around toward Jaigran’s backside, causing Jaigran to 

again have to step back as Reynyagn and Jroldin advanced.  If he could keep moving Jaigran 

backwards he might have a chance of helping the others enough so that they could press him 

against the wall so that- 

 Suddenly, Jaigran lurched forward, beating his wings, as he shot a bolt of lightning into 

Jroldin’s chest, throwing him back.  Stunned, Jroldin crashed on the floor, flailing, as Jaigran 

flew above him, crashing down upon him to rip the axe out of his hand, quickly girding it onto 

his belt before kicking Jroldin’s body aside.  Moving up as Reynyagn came near, Jaigran lashed 

out with the spear, blocking the strike while moving low to the ground, using his shortness as an 

advantage as he avoided Reynyagn’s attack to come up with his sword, blasting fire into 

Reynyagn’s face from his gauntlets while with the sword he struck at the hand that held the 

Arglem. 

 Reynyagn gave a cry as blade burned through flesh.  The Arglem was flung out of his 

hands as the sword cleaved all of his fifth, and most of his fourth finger off, dropping down to 

the ground in pain as Jaigran leapt to the side, sheathing his sword before grabbing the Arglem.  

Jaigran stood, panting, as he looked around him.  And then he nodded his head. 

 “Now.” 



 Instantly, the Xavier Team suddenly felt themselves being pulled back, flung to the walls 

as manacles and chains suddenly appeared around them, chaining them to the wall, as the ghostly 

figure of the Watcher emerged from the void in the middle of the central stone. 

 “It’s over,” The Watcher said.  “Have you had your fun toying with them, Jaigran?” 

 “Yes,” Jaigran said confidently.  “I have shown them that I can beat them.  Now, we will 

awaken you.” 

 “As you wish,” the Watcher whispered, and he faded away into the void. 

 “You…  You always had the power to chain us to the wall…” Flek slowly said, 

realization dawning upon him. 

 “The Watcher always had the power while you were in his domain,” Jaigran said, setting 

the Arglem down in one of the depressions on the central stone.  The Arglem glowed as stone 

immediately grew around it to thickly encase it in.  “However, I have shown that I have not 

needed such help to beat you.”  Two more weapons were laid down in the depression.  “And 

now, having been thoroughly beaten, you will watch as I fully Awaken the Watcher to his full 

power.”  Two more weapons were laid down as two more remained in his hands. 

 “No…” Flek said.  “You can’t—you can’t do this!” 

 “Ah, but I already have,” Jaigran said, laying down the orc gauntlets in the 6
th
 cavity.  He 

paused, holding the elven rapier, over the 7
th
 cavity.  “And now-” 

 Suddenly, the darkness moved around them and darkness formed on figure as they could 

only watch.  Jaigran looked up just in time to see the shadowy figure diving for him, whip 

outstretched. 

 There was a collision, and Jaigran went flying back, a line of blood forming around his 

chest as Jaigran stood face-to-face with a Sla’ad.   

 “You!” Jaigran cried out, bringing up the elven golden rapier to block the next strike.  

“You—you-” 

 “I have watched you for months,” the nameless Sla’ad replied, lashing out upon him with 

his whip as Jaigran narrowly avoided.  “Waited for months for the perfect opportunity while you 

banished the darkness from around here.  Until here when you slipped, ignored the darkness, and 

abandoned all of your golden corsha weapons.  And now—you will die.” 

 “Stop!” Jaigran roared, backing up, fear across his face as he again blocked.  “I—I 

plead—I beg you!”  His voice sounded pitiful in his fright.  “What do you want—spare my life—

I can give you the world!”  He let his rapier limply drop as he looked up in fright at the towering 

Sla’ad. 



 “I request only your life,” the Sla’ad snapped, bringing up the corsha whip for one final 

slash.  And then the Sla’ad gasped, as he suddenly looked down, the rapier protruding through 

his chest. 

 “And you have let your guard slip upon your presumed victory,” Jaigran hissed, driving 

the blade up further into the Sla’ad’s writhing body.  “Your shadows have been banished, for one 

who would have been an assassin.  May the darkness reap its rewards on you.”  And stepping 

back, Jaigran watched as the Sla’ad crumpled on the floor. 

 “Your last chance of victory is defeated!” Jaigran proclaimed, striding toward the central 

stone with his last golden weapon.  “Your assassin has faltered on the cusp of victory!  And now-

”  He paused next to the stone.  “Now, the victory is mine!”  And Jaigran laid the last golden 

weapon in the last depression of the stone as the stone encased it in.  The blue spherical void 

glowered.   

 And the Watcher was awakened. 

  



Part CXXX: The Heart of the Mothership 

Date: Kapton 30
th

, 114 A.U. 

 A single explosion rattled the chamber.  Smoke slowly cleared as Monty, Zarien, Augger, 

and Number 994 neared the crater and at the hole blasted into the floor. 

 “There’s our direct pipeline,” Monty said, grabbing the rope.  “Let’s go.”  Quickly tying 

the rope to the nearby door knob, Monty threw the rest of the rope into the hole and then slid 

down, swinging from side-to-side, before landing on top of a large computer terminal.  He 

waited as the other slid down after him. 

 Leaping down from the top of the large terminal, Monty landed on the ground and looked 

around.  The large expanse was dim, the blinking lights of the central computer system providing 

the little light that escaped through the region.  Towers and small buildings made up of the many 

computer systems stood all around them. 

 “Well,” Monty said, pausing.  “I have no idea where in this mess the central computer of 

the entire central computer system is.” 

 “And I suspect that I don’t have authorized access,” Number 994 said, laying his hand on 

one of the computers as a spark ran from his hand into the metal.  He paused.  “Nope,” he finally 

said.  “I need a password that I don’t have.” 

 “Looks like we’ll be doing this the old-fashioned way then,” Zarien said, striding 

forward.  “We go through this mess of computers and figure out where the central one is.  It 

should be noticeable, right?” 

 “The elven rebels said that there were defenses around the central computer,” Augger 

replied.  “It should be a fairly noticeable field then, I guess.” 

 “Perhaps like that?” Zarien said, pointing, as in the distance, the top of a wavering blue 

sphere could be seen. 

 “Let’s investigate,” Number 994 replied. 

 

 Moving past a computer tower, Number 994 paused as he looked at the sight.  A force 

orb had been erected around one large cubical computer.  A force orb was a high level of 

electricity magic and needed a constant source to fuel it.  Number 994 noticed the circuitry 

behind the force orb.  So the switch to turn it off was inside of the force orb.  A minor difficulty.  

He’d just need to summon enough power to break down the force orb. 



 “How in the world are we going to get through that thing?” Zarien said, coming up 

behind him with the rest of the power. 

 “If I just summon enough power, I think-” Number 994 began. 

 “I think that your mission would still fail,” a deep voice said. 

 “Who-“ Monty began. 

 Suddenly, a streak of fire flew down from the top of one of the computer towers.  Monty 

threw himself to the side as it hit beside where he was standing as three figures leapt down from 

the tower to stand between them and force orb. 

 “You have made an impressive feat, getting this far,” Unyihi Garum said, summoning 

balls of fire over his hands to light up the faces of his two partners.  Number 994 gulped.  

Number 5, a lightning orc, and Number 11, a fire orc. 

 “Unfortunately for you, not all allies are allies worth trusting,” Unyihi Garum smirked.  

“Your governor being the case in point.” 

 “Governor Iraina?” Monty asked.  “But-” 

 “Governor Iraina has been incredibly helpful to our cause,” Unyihi Garum rumbled.  “I 

believe that today was the date that was set for him to lead ten battalions of elves to take Araelia.  

But either way, none of that concerns us.  What matters is that we have been prepared for your 

assault on our central computer system.  And your mission to do so has failed.”  His words rung 

in the air. 

 “Now!” Monty yelled, and dashed to the side as he drew his gun, firing two bullets at the 

fire orc who ducked, causing the bullets to sizzle upon hitting the force orb.  Augger moved 

forward, brandishing his corsha battle axe, as he blocked Unyihi Garum’s lightning strike with 

the axe, allowing the axe to absorb the damage as Zarien and Number 994 moved for cover. 

 “Your cause is hopeless against us,” Unyihi Garum rumbled, sending out a spurt of fire 

that nearly roasted Zarien’s leg.  “ Surrender now, while you still can.” 

 “Never!” Number 994 yelled, having made it to the top of a computer tower.  Focusing 

his sights in on the force orb, summoning his greatest attack, Number 994 called out his 

lightning, sending it crashing down upon the force orb. 

 The force orb flickered, but stayed firm.  The lightning rebounded, causing Number 994 

to throw himself to the ground just in time to avoid being skewered by his own attack. 



 “There!” Number 5 yelled, sending crackling lightning around another terminal that 

Zarien had climbed to the top of.  Zarien gave a cry as electricity sizzled around his electronic 

leg, crumpling on top as the barbs of electricity flowed over him. 

 Monty moved forward, ignoring the stream of fire that narrowly missed him.  “Nice try,” 

he snapped, shooting at Number 11, now only ten feet away.  Number 11 moved to the side, but 

not quickly enough to avoid the bullet hitting him in the chest.  Number 11 fell to the ground, 

blood spurting out. 

 “But not good enough,” Unyihi Garum yelled.  Too late, Monty looked up as lightning hit 

him hard in the chest, throwing him backwards to crash against another computer system.  

Number 994 watched in horror, turning around to late to see that Number 5 had flanked him.  

Too late, Number 994 put up an electric shield in defense as the attack overpowered his defenses, 

throwing him off of the computer tower to hit the force field and slowly slide down on it even as 

the electricity in the force field snapped at him. 

 “Uhhh…” Number 994 blinked, trying to keep consciousness, as he did a head count.  

Monty and Zarien were both knocked out.  Augger was nowhere to be seen, likely knocked out 

as well. 

 “And so we come to the end of the road, you and I,” Unyihi Garum said, striding forward 

as Number 11 lay dying beside him.  Number 5 came up next to him.  Number 994 blinked, 

seeing something in the shadows while trying to figure out what the figure was gesturing at. 

 “You…  You can’t…” Number 994 gasped, even as he deciphered what the figure was 

saying to him.  And then realization dawned upon him.  Rule #1.  Of course. 

 “I can, and I will,” Unyihi Garum snapped, pointing a gauntlet at him.  “You are a traitor 

to the cause, Number 994!  The others will have their lives spared to be tortured and questioned 

by the Emperor, if he wills it.  But you are under my authority.  And no orc who willingly 

betrays me will do anything but die the death of a traitor, struck with the mightiest force I can 

conjure up to blast your body into oblivion.”  Lightning cracked around his gauntlets.  “And so 

you meet the end of the road.  Die traitor.” 

 Rule Number 1: Always use your opponent’s greatest strength against him. 

 Lightning thundered toward him as Unyihi Garum unleashed his powerful attack.  

Against the force field, Number 994 used his remaining strength to throw himself to the side at 

the last second, exhausting all possible strength even as the lightning thundered past him to hit 

the force field.  The force field again flickered, for longer this time on account of the more 

powerful assault, even as the figure in the shadows leapt out of the shadows past the down force 

field. 



 Too late Unyihi Garum saw what was coming as the force field flickered on again, 

rebounding the lightning.  The lightning rebounded—and struck Unyihi Garum with greater 

force than his previous attack, smiting him in the chest. 

 Unyihi Garum gave a cry of pain, falling back in agony even as Augger, the figure in the 

shadows now inside the force field, lifted up his corsha axe, putting all his strength behind it 

even as his arms cycled around, smashing the full weight of the corsha axe into the central 

computer system. 

 “No…” Unyihi gasped, flailing in death’s rows from his own assault.  One strike.  Twice.  

Number 5, shaking away his initial shock, leapt for the force field too late in one desperate 

attempt to stop Augger.  But Augger swung his third strike.  The central computer, now struck 

thrice, faltered, and an explosion rang out.  The force field collapsed, causing Number 994 to fall 

back even as Augger was engulfed in the explosion. 

 “No…” Number 5 said, panting as he stood next to the fallen Number 994.  “No…  No!  

It can’t be!” 

 “Sorry,” a voice whispered.  And a bullet ripped through Number 5’s ribs.  “I guess you 

ought to kill people instead of trying to knock them out,” Monty said, leaning against a computer 

tower, even as he held the smoking gun.  “You never know when they might come back to bite 

you.” 

 

 “All of the computer systems are down—I’m not getting anything to work!” Number 2, 

the pilot of the Mothership, roared to his co-pilot.  “All the engines just shut off!  I’m not getting 

anything to work!” 

 “Can’t you fix it?” the elven co-pilot yelled back. 

 “I’m trying!” Number 2 yelled.  “Nothing’s working!  Where’s the Garum?” 

 “I don’t know where Unyihi is!” the elven co-pilot yelled back.  “The Mothership’s going 

down!  You have to stop it!” 

 “Nothing’s working!  It’s total sabotage!  Where’s Unyihi Garum?!” 

 

 “We’re falling fast, but we ought to be able to the escape pod in time,” Monty said, 

panting, as they rounded the corridor.  “It’s just around here—right?” 

 “Yes,” Augger replied, only slightly burnt from the explosion, as he carried Number 994 

over his shoulder. 



 “All I can say is that I never would have imagined your resistance to fire would’ve been 

so needed,” Zarien said.  Number 994 had used the last of his energy to use his electric power to 

fix Zarien’s mechanical leg before succumbing into the depths of unconsciousness. 

 “There’s a reason that the Xavier Team called for an augger to the task,” Augger replied.  

“I have merely accomplished my purpose. 

 “There’s the escape pods,” Monty said, pointing to the corridor.  “No one else is here 

yet.” 

 “There are other escape pods other places in the ship.  I’m sure the other ones are going 

to be used,” Zarien said even as he pushed the button to open the door to the escape pod.  “Let’s 

go.” 

 

 The white behemoth of the Mothership continued its descent even as all attempts to stop 

it from crashing were made.  Pilots ran around in a frenzy in the cockpit of the ship, choosing to 

try to salvage the ship rather than use the escape pods and face assured death from what would 

be a very vehement Emperor.  Escape pods from those just trying to save their skins were fired 

off even as the Mothership came closer to the waves, nearing a lonely desert island even as all 

hope was lost. 

 The tip of the ship hit the ground first.  Explosions flared throughout the ship as the 

Mothership hit the island, even as the escape pod with the Xavier Team flew away.  There was 

the noise of an explosion behind them.  And then a large mushroom cloud split up into the air as 

the entirety of the Mothership imploded upon collision. 

 The Mothership of the Elves was destroyed. 

  



Part CXXXI: Awakening 

Date: Kapton 30
th

, 114 A.U. 

 Streaks of light flew out from the void as the Seven Golden Corsha Weapons were 

sealed.  Jaigran stepped back in the midst of the dazzling light as he threw his head back, 

laughing uncontrollably in infamy.  Jroldin struggled at his bonds, trying to reach to his pocket as 

he brought his leg up, fingers clawing at the pocket to get his tools out. 

 “This is it!” Jaigran roared as the Golden Weapons shone, casting their golden lights into 

the blue void.  “I have won!”  There was an eruption as the void pulsed, even as smoke, cinders, 

and fire began to conglomerate above the void.  Jroldin pulled his tools out of his pocket, his kit 

that he promised his father he would never travel without, as he painstakingly opened it in his 

chained hands, grabbing the small tube and, shutting the case and letting it fall into his pocket, 

squeezing the fluid from the tube onto the metal menacles, watching the fluid dissolve the 

manacle on his right hand. 

 “The Watcher is awakened!” Jaigran roared as the smoke, cinders, and fire began to 

slowly form into a giant humanoid form that stretched upwards towards the roof of the chamber.  

Quickly pulling his hand out, the acid only slightly burning his hand, Jroldin squeezed the liquid 

onto the other manacle, letting it dissolve the metal before jerking his hand out.  He was free.  

Jroldin grabbed his knife from his belt, his last weapon, and his last hope of stopping Jaigran.   

 “I awaken the Watcher!” Jaigran roared as the humanoid figure stood, dwarfing all of 

them in the chamber as the Watcher raised his hand upward, a hand made up of the smoking 

cinders that formed his smoke-filled black body, red creases appearing between the cracks as he 

gave a roar of triumph. 

 “No!” Jroldin yelled, leaping forward toward the Emperor.  And, brandishing the knife, 

he stabbed Jaigran in the back. 

 There was a sharp intake of breath, and Jaigran stumbled forward, blood spurting from 

his wound, as he crashed down upon the circular stone full of the Golden Weapons, even as 

Jroldin drove the knife in harder. 

 Jaigran rolled over in pain, even as Jroldin drew out the knife, preparing to plunge it into 

Jaigran’s heart.  Jaigran stared up at him in his malevolent gaze.  And then he lowered his head.  

 Suddenly, there was a noise, and a flash of light.  Jroldin winced as a piece of glowing 

golden armor flew past, the armored glove latching onto Jaigran’s hand, even as Jaigran rolled 

away from him off of the stone. 

 Pieces of golden armor flew past, the golden weapons disintegrating into armor, even as 

they latched onto Jaigran, creating his armor as they morphed from corsha into metal, covering 



his body in the golden armor even as a helmet latched onto his head.  Jaigran lifted out his hand 

and a golden corsha sword slammed into his hand.  His other hand lifted, and a golden shield 

flung itself on him, using up the rest of the golden material even as Jroldin stared at him in 

horror. 

 “Nice try,” Jaigran whispered.  And then surging forward, he stabbed Jroldin in the chest. 

 Jroldin faltered, collapsing even as the Watcher stepped down beside Jaigran, his large 

form condensing into a burning shadowy figure next to Jaigran, about the size of a normal elf.  

“Let them perish in my tomb,” he said in a deep gravelly voice.  “The chamber will destroy itself 

in my absence.  Let us leave.”  And stepping to the void, the Watcher laid his hand on it.  And 

Jaigran and the Watcher vanished in streaks of blue light. 

 

 The ground shook as a tower suddenly burst out from the Noon-Stone, smashing up into 

the roof of the council chamber as blue light erupted out of it, Emperor Jaigran flying out from it 

to land on the roof even as the Watcher condensed above him, his burning ember body crashing 

down as he stood, enveloping the top of the roof in shadow as the blue light burst out above him, 

shining up into the sky out of the top of the new tower. 

 “Arquenia is lost,” the Watcher roared, stretching out his burning hand over the city.  

“With your armor, you will be invincible to attacks.  We will destroy this last city of the auggers.  

And then we will aspire to the heavens and leave into space in our ship.  The time of our 

commencement is come.  And this city will be our example.” 

 

 “We’re done,” Flek whispered.  Jroldin lay writhing in blood on the floor.  He, 

Reynyagn, and Astrid were chained to the wall in manacles without a key.  “It’s… it’s over.  

This is defeat.” 

 “We…  we can’t…” Astrid whispered, even as her chest heave.  “Not…  not after all of 

this…” 

 “We have to get out of here,” Reynyagn said, looking up.  The ceiling shook, even as 

cracks began to form in it.  “The chamber is self-destructing.”  He looked down at Jroldin.  

“Jroldin!” 

 “I…” Jroldin gasped, blood dripping from the wound in his chest as he looked up.  “I…  

I’ve failed…” 

 “You can’t!” Reynyagn said.  “Not yet, Jroldin!  You need to get us out of here!” 

 “But…  but how…” 



 “Touch the void!” Reynyagn hissed.  “The Watcher used it to teleport.  You’re the Priest-

King!  You can do it!”   

 “I have to…” Jroldin heaved up off of the floor, blood dripping from his chest as he 

staggered forward.  Throwing himself upon the Noon-Stone, Jroldin gasped, contorting his face 

in agony, before he stretched out his hand upon the void, feeling the depths within it.  He called 

upon the forces of teleportation in one last gasp of agony. 

 And nothing happened. 

 

 “Fire more!  Stop that thing!” Grandine roared.  Catan the Silent signaled with his hands 

before pushing the button.  Missile silos on the island turned around, letting loose five missiles, 

four of which  fired at the shadowy being of fire which was the Watcher.  Four missiles crashed 

into the body of the Watcher, causing him to stagger once even as his hand quenched the life of a 

hapless Augger in his hand.  And then the Watcher shook his head, unmoved. 

 The fifth whistled through the air as Jaigran moved out of the way too late.  The missile 

sailed into him, blowing apart his arm as it exploded, throwing him against a tower.  Catan the 

Silent stabbed the computer keys, bringing up the surveillance camera closer onto Jaigran.  

Jaigran grimaced, obviously in pain, before relief sprung upon his face.  Golden armor streaked 

up from the ground toward him as flesh and bone knit together.   

 Catan the Silent watched in horror as Jaigran’s arm, blown apart, came together across 

the city to re-connect bone and marrow into one solid arm, which golden armor fastened itself 

again.  A smile played across Jaigran’s face.  And then he smashed the surveillance camera. 

 Catan the Silent pushed back, staring at the black computer screen.  “I…  I can’t stop 

them,” he stammered.  “Their defenses—they’re too good!  We’re…  we’re done.” 

  

 “Do something!” Reynyagn shouted as the cracks resounded throughout the walls.  

“You’re the Priest-King!  Can’t you do it?!” 

 “It’s…  it’s hopeless,” Jroldin gasped as he collapsed, his hand falling off the blue void.  

“My powers…  my powers are over…” 

 “What do you mean?” Astrid cried out. 

 “I…  I can’t do it…” Jroldin whispered, tears dripping down his face as he lay limply on 

the stone, his life draining out of him in his blood.  “It won’t open to me anymore.  We’re…  

we’re at the end of our rope, guys.  I’m…  I’m sorry…  It’s over.” 



  

  



Part CXXXII: Consummation 

Date: Kapton 30
th

, 114 A.U. 

 “Destroy the world and let it burn…  Let it burn in the fires of the sun forever…”  

Emperor Jaigran pointed with his gauntleted hand as lightning rippled out of it, electrifying the 

hapless augger.  “Quench the fires of opposition and destroy them through the gauntlet,” he 

murmured as the augger arched his back in pain.  “Put your enemies under your feet…  Destroy 

your prime adversaries and overcome them…” 

 He paused, flying down to meet the augger, now flickering between life and the depths of 

the unknown.  “I apologize that this had to happen,” he whispered in a smooth voice.  “But 

where are your protectors now?” 

 

 Jroldin lay, breathing softly, on top of the circular stone, a wet line trickling down his 

face as his hand slowly slipped off the blue void, falling on the cold rock.  Astrid’s face was 

covered with her hands while Reynyagn stared up at the cracking ceiling as the entire chamber 

bore the weight of the void outside. 

 “You…  We…” Flek tried to say, but he pursed his lips in agony.  “No.  It can’t end 

here.” 

 “We have no other choice,” Jroldin said softly as he turned to look at him, his shirt 

smeared with blood.  “I…  I can’t do it, Flek.  I can’t do it!” 

 “Don’t give up,” Flek said, straining.  “You gave me hope when I had none, Jroldin!  

We’ve faced opposition before!  We can’t give up now, even when hope seems lost!” 

 “But…  but then…” Jroldin said, shaking his grief-stricken head.  “Then we had hope…  

then we had…” His voice trailed off. 

 “Then we thought I was overtaken by the Watcher—we thought the Xavier Team would 

be broken—but it wasn’t!” Flek pleaded.  “Even in such a situation, we can still-“ 

 “No…” Jroldin said, interrupting.  “Wait…  I…  No…”  He stared at Flek, and his gaze 

hardened.  “No…  It couldn’t be…” 

 “What couldn’t be?” 

 “Catch,” Jroldin gasped out, tossing a tube to Flek.  Flek managed to catch it in his hands, 

looking at it strangely.   



 “It…  It’s what got me out of the chains…” Jroldin gasped as he doubled over in pain.  

“Squeeze…  squeeze it on the chains…”  Flek did so, watching the acid dissolve the chain before 

jerking his hand free, quickly doing it to the next one. 

 “Here,” he said, handing it to Reynyagn, as he rushed over to support Jroldin, lifting him 

up.  “We’re not dying like this.”  Up ahead, the ceiling caved in, slowly giving way to the black 

void.   

 “Not me…” Jroldin gasped, clutching his wound.  “I…  The void…”  He pointed.  

“Touch the void, Flek.”  Out of the corner of his eye, Flek noticed as Reynyagn, now free, ran 

forward to grab the corsha blade that the dead Sla’ad assassin held. 

 “Wh-” 

 “Just do it!” Jroldin yelled hoarsely.  “Touch it!”  Hesitantly, Flek complied.  He felt the 

cool surface of the blue void with his fingers and felt the energy running under his fingertips.  

The energy beckoned.  And Flek pushed harder, meeting the energy with his fingers even as the 

void caved in through the ceiling.   

 Reality caved inwards.  And, filled with energy, Flek channeled it outward. 

 

  Light shone all around them as Flek rose up, gasping, staggering backward as he felt 

light-headed.  Figures appeared next to him, all lying on the top of the ceiling of the Noon-

Chamber, a blue light shining out of the roof next to them from a well of light.  Flek suddenly 

again was weighted with the body of Jroldin, staggering back again as he tried to hold Jroldin 

up.. 

 “It—it worked!” Astrid cried out as she looked around, from the skies above, to the 

burning figure of the Watcher in the midst of the city that lay before them.  “We—are we—” 

 “We’re on the top of the Noon-Chamber,” Reynyagn responded.  “But how…”  A 

shadow fell across them. 

 Just in time, Reynyagn leapt up, swinging his sword up to block the attack of Emperor 

Jaigran, descending from the sky.  Jaigran landed on the edge of the roof next to them, his eyes 

vehement with anger. 

 “How-” he began.  But Reynyagn reacted first, throwing himself forward at the Emperor, 

crashing into him as he threw the two of them off of the roof, all the while blocking the 

Emperor’s sword with his own as they fell, pushing away from the Emperor at the last moment 

as they hit the ground. 



 Jaigran panted.  “Face it, Reynyagn.  It all ends here.”  Jaigran moved forward, swinging 

downward even as Reynyagn dodged.  “Must I beat you a second time?” 

 “One should never be too confident in their abilities,” Reynyagn snapped, panting, as he 

glanced upward toward the top of the building.   

 “You’re one to talk,” Jaigran snapped, faltering as Reynyagn attacked.  Too late, 

Reynyagn saw the grin on Jaigran’s face.  But Reynyagn ignored it as he stabbed Reynyagn 

between the neck plates. 

 Jaigran swallowed hard, masking the pain on his face as he stared down at the blade that 

now extended through his neck.  But then his eyes glinted.  Moving forward, he kicked 

Reynyagn hard in the shins before bringing his shield around, bashing Reynyagn on the side of 

the head as Reynyagn was thrown backwards, stumbling on the ground, the blade now released 

from the wound. 

 “Nice try,” Jaigran wheezed as the wound in his neck began to heal, the blood instantly 

clotting and the skin clinging together.  “But not close enough.  The Golden Armor is too strong 

for that.”  He looked up toward the quickly advancing Watcher, moving toward them from 

across the city.  “Pick your killer, Reynyagn.”  And with that, he moved forward. 

  

 Flek shook Jroldin as, below, he could hear the sounds of Reynyagn’s duel with Jaigran.  

“Wake up, Jroldin,” Flek said, sweat beading down his forehead.  “You can’t go yet, Jroldin.  

Keep fighting!” 

 “I…” Jroldin managed to say as his eyes slowly opened.  He looked around.  “Where…  

where are we?” 

 “We’re above the Noon-Chamber,” Flek said.  “I…  I think I teleported us here.”  He 

stared at Jroldin.  “But we need to fix you up—now.  We have to stop your bleeding.  You can’t 

die, yet.  We just need to find a way to leave the city—come back later to stop the Watcher—we-

” 

“It…”  Jroldin said, a smile slowly breaking onto his face, despite the pain, as he laughed.  

Flek stared at him.  “Of course…” Jroldin said.   “How did I not realize it…” 

 “You’re still wounded and nearly dead,” Astrid said, rushing toward him.  “I don’t know 

what you’re talking about, but I still have some of my gear, and-” 

 “No…” Jroldin said, shaking his head as he weakly pushed Astrid away.  “It’s too late—

but don’t you see?”  He pointed upward at Flek.  “It’s…  everything’s clear…”  Look—the gem 

on the circlet—”  He turned to point at the electric blue light that shone from what appeared to be 



a well that had formed from the top of the roof.  “The colors match—the prophecies of the 

Priest-King…” 

 “You need to be healed…” Astrid said, moving closer as she tried to examine Jroldin’s 

wound.  “You-” 

 “It’s too late,” Jroldin said, shaking his head as the paleness of his face became evident.  

“I…  I’ve lost too much blood, Astrid.  You’re a healer.  You know that—right?” 

 “No…” Astrid said, chest heaving.  “You can’t—not yet—not now.” 

 “But I’ve figured it all out in time…” Jroldin said, a small smile forming across his pale 

lips. 

 “Figured out what?” Flek asked. 

 “That…” Jroldin gasped as he reached his hand slowly upwards, resting his hand on the 

circlet.  “The…  The Priest-King…  He can’t die…”  His gaze met Flek’s as he slowly exhaled.  

“You…  You know, Flek…”  Flek stared back at him.  “When…  when it’s all over…  tell my 

father…”  His voice broke one last time.  “Tell him that I love him…  And that…  Tell him I’m 

finally ready to be called Jacob.”  And then his head fell to the side as his arms fell, his arms 

resting on the ceiling.  One last sigh exhaled out of his body.  And his eyes rolled upward in his 

final rest. 

 “No…” Astrid whispered hoarsely.  “No!  It can’t…  It’s not over…” 

 Flek shook uncontrollably as he slowly stood up, laying Jroldin’s body down to rest in 

the wet sand as the water fell back as part of the tide.  “I…   I know,” he said as he stared at the 

blue light emitting upward.  “He…  He’s right.” 

 “He’s right about what?” Astrid cried out.  “He’s dead, Flek!  Jroldin’s dead!” 

 “We—we must grieve,” Flek said, biting his lip.  “But we have to do so later.  We only 

have one last chance.” 

 “One last chance for what?!” Astrid cried. 

 Flek exhaled sharply.  “One last chance to stop the Watcher,” he said, as his eyes shown 

with an unearthly vigor.  “It’s all too obvious now.  He figured it out at the last moment to save 

us all.” 

 “What are you talking about?!” 

 “Listen, Astrid,” Flek said as he stumbled forward, laying his hand on her shoulder.  

“You have to trust me.  Do you trust me?” 



 “I…” Astrid said, biting her lip as her eyes rimmed with tears.  “He’s…  he’s…” 

 “I know he’s dead,” Flek said as he tried to hold back his own tears.  “But we have to do 

this, Astrid.  We need to do this for Jroldin now, before it’s too late.”  He stepped back, 

straightening up.  “We don’t have time.  We need to do this now.  Are you with me?” 

 “With you in what?  We’re doomed!” Astrid cried out as she looked up at the 

approaching Watcher, his black face now shielding the sun.  “Jroldin dead.  Reynyagn fighting a 

losing battle with Jaigran.  And the Watcher coming to finish us off!” 

 “No,” Flek said, standing up as he stepped toward the blue light.  “No.  I know what I 

have to do.  The only escape—the only way to stop the Watcher.”  He stared downward as Astrid 

joined him, looking down into a well of blue light that shone out from the depths all the way past 

them into the heavens. 

 “What is this?” Astrid asked, nearly shouting, turning toward Flek.  “Why—how will this 

help?” 

 “I can’t…  I can’t explain now,” Flek said.  “Astrid…”  He turned toward her, laying a 

hand on her shoulder.  “Astrid, I just want to let you know…  I just wanted to let you know that 

I’ll miss you.” 

 “But…” Astrid said, her face welling up with tears.  “I can’t…  not you, too…” she 

whispered, her voice breaking.  “Flek…  I-”  She moved forward, embracing the startled goblin.  

“I…  I’ll trust…  I have to…” 

 “Be strong,” Flek whispered as he slowly turned from her to the well, linking hands with 

her as he stood at the brink of it, staring down into the depths.  His knees trembled and he licked 

his lips, as Astrid clenched his hand tighter.  There was a guttural roar from behind them.  Astrid 

didn’t need to look to know whom it was.  And slowly, she released her grip on Flek’s hand. 

 “Be strong,” she whispered in return, and stepped back.  Astrid watched as Flek closed 

his eyes.  And stepping forward, he let himself slip, falling into the well of light as Astrid 

stepped forward, looking down in agony to watch him to descend into the burning light.  He 

stared upa t her as he fell, lifting up one last hand—one last gesture toward Astrid as light burned 

away at his lower body, consuming his legs—torso—and then he was all consumed in the 

burning light. 

 A cry of anguish escaped Astrid’s lips as she stepped back, turning as she saw the 

Watcher, now in front of her, extending a burning hand toward her.  The earth shook as the light 

wavered.  Astrid sank to her knees, removing all worry from her body as peace fell over her, 

even as the Watcher’s hand moved closer to snuff out her life. 



 There was a peal of thunder, and the earth snapped.  A tremor threw Astrid to the ground 

as she looked up at the Watcher.  The light from the well shone brighter, suddenly turning as she 

could feel the whole planet moving, throttling backwards.  Multiple lights shone out from the 

well as Astrid shielded her eyes.  She heard a roar of anguish and through the squinting light 

watched as the lights tore at the Watcher, sucking him into its blue-filled light as he lifted one 

last faltering arm to the heavens.  And then he too was sucked in with the light as the earth 

rumbled. 

 

 Light exploded from on high as Emperor Jaigran rose again to his knees upon the uaking 

earth.  Too late, Jaigran looked up, watching in horror as the Watcher gave a roar of anguish, his 

body melting and blending into the light that sucked him into its swirling vortex as a reed flushed 

down into a whirlpool.   

 Jaigran’s mouth dropped open, staring upward, even as too late, he grasped what had 

happened.  Reynyagn moved up the ground, surging forward.  And even as Jaigran looked back 

in horror, Reynyagn thrust his blade into the armor of Jaigran’s breastplate and stabbed Jaigran 

in the heart. 

 Jaigran stared back at him, opening his mouth in a howl, the noise of which was sucked 

away into the wind.  The vortex of light shifted and Jaigran was suddenly lifted up off of his feet, 

sliding up into the air away from the blade even as blood spurted out of his armor.  Jaigran 

opened his mouth in a voiceless scream as his body and armor dissolved into the light.  The light 

rebounded, pouring back in on itself into the well at the top of the Noon-Chamber, flying into it 

even as it recovered itself, the well spinning as it sealed itself back into the ground where it had 

come from even as the earth stopped shaking. 

  And then there was silence. 

 

  



Part CXXXIII: Song for the Fallen 

Date: Morden 2
nd

, 115 A.U. 

 A low dirge played across the silent city, even as embers still lingered from the fires that 

had once besieged the city.  A slow procession moved through the streets, nearly all of them 

auggers except for the couple faces of those not of their kind.  Heads dipped down in silent 

sorrow, even as feet moved concealing a joy that they had not felt for a long time.  The 

procession slowly moved to the great ship ahead of them as, slowly, members boarded the ship 

even as many auggers stopped, watching in silence as the crew loaded in.  Slowly, the ship’s 

doors sealed shut and it took off in a quiet hum, rising up off of the ground before flying away 

into the air, leaving the ruins for the survivors to rebuild. 

 And a promise to return. 

 

 Reynyagn gazed out the window of the large front of the ship.  Catan the Silent was 

driving this vehicle, which his ancestors had built long beforehand in the case of an emergency.  

It would be quick, and well-armored in case they ran into any stray elven ships that hadn’t heard 

of the news of the downfall of their empire. 

 “It’s…  it’s hard to accept the truth,” Astrid said quietly. 

 Augger slowly nodded.  “It is,” he said quietly.  “Although the last member to the team, I 

still had developed close relationships with both of them.  We always knew that death was 

lurking in the distance…  But I never expected it to take away two team members in one fateful 

day.” 

 “It was perfectly timed…” Reynyagn murmured. 

 “What?” 

 “Oh—sorry,” Reynyagn said.  “Not their deaths, mind you…  But just the whole event.  

That exactly one hundred fourteen days after the Upheaval, the elves would have been defeated.” 

 “They had planned the timing,” Monty replied, pursing his lips.  “With everything else 

that we’ve learned, it seems like they had planned everything down to the exact day when they 

would be awakening the Watcher.” 

 “Speaking of things we’ve learned, has anyone been able to contact Iraina yet?” Zarien 

asked. 

 “I’ve been trying,” Astrid said quietly.  “No answers, though.  Why do you want to talk 

to him anyways?  If what you said is true—“ 



 “I don’t want him for the help,” Zarien said, shaking his head.  “Yes, as Unyihi Garum 

told us, Iraina is a traitor.  But even traitors can be dangerous, even after Jaigran is killed.  I had 

hoped to try to control him in some way if we got in touch with him.” 

 “He’s in the middle of Araelia,” Astrid said.  “I doubt that he could do much to sabotage 

the cause there with all of the rest of our military presence there.” 

 “True enough…” Zarien said.  “I only wish…”  His voice slowly trailed off into silence.  

 “Well,” Augger said after a while.  “I didn’t think about it much yesterday, with you guys 

arriving and all from destroying the Mothership, but I guess I need to get used to your new title, 

Number 6.” 

 “Yeah…” the orc replied.  “I…  I don’t know.  After being Number 994 for so long…  

Well, it’s a bit jolting to suddenly be promoted by so many titles.  And… well, I dunno.  I mean, 

I’ve already forsaken all other parts of the orcish system…” 

 “What are you saying?” 

 “We’ll just say that I’m still thinking about it,” he replied. “We’re going to have to do 

something about the rigid orc system.  Even with the destruction of the elven empire, I’m 

doubting it will be leaving easy.  And since I’m both a member of the Xavier Team, and now one 

of the most powerful orcs remaining in Arquenia, a lot is going to be hanging on me as we try to 

figure out what we’re going to do.” 

 “I see.” 

 “And what about you?” the orc asked.  “You have name problems of your own, do you 

not?” 

 “Yes,” Augger said, slowly nodding.  “I…  I’m not sure yet what I plan on doing.  From 

my short discussion with Grandine yesterday, I believe that I’ll be reinstated on the island and 

that the sins of my forefathers will be forgiven, but I will have to do something about my name.  

There is much to consider.” 

 

Date: Morden 25
th

, 115 A.U. 

 The ship slowly lowered down into the great tunnel that now led directly into Araelia.  

Eyes darted around even while hands stood ready at the gun ports as it descended, turning on 

lights as it went into the dim darkness that surrounded the city. 

 “I think Iraina was more busy than we thought he was,” Monty said quietly as they 

moved out of the tunnel to hover over the city.  Slowly, the ship came down to a resting point as 



the team cautiously got out to look out across the dim city, leaving Catan the Silent behind to 

maintain and defend the ship, if necessary.  It was silent, even as in the distance they could see 

partially-destroyed buildings and ruin. 

 “The city’s…  it’s desolate…” Astrid whispered. 

 “There are people watching us from the shadows,” Reynyagn murmured.  “I’ll go gain 

information from them.” 

 

 The remaining members of the Xavier Team, along with Monty, slowly walked up the 

stairs, moving into the door way to arrive in the ransacked room which, although partially-set up, 

still was a far cry of what the governor’s office used to look like.   

Ex-governor Astrid slumped at a chair across the desk from them.  Oldin, Head of the 

F.R.I., sat beside her.  They looked up upon seeing them enter.   

“Welcome, Xavier Team,” Astrid said, slowly nodding.  “You have done well in 

fulfilling your mission.” 

“So you know, then?” Astrid the Healer asked. 

“Aye…  I do,” Astrid the Governor replied.  “We were able to receive the messages you 

sent us, but Iraina had damaged our device enough so that we weren’t able to send messages 

back.” 

 “Speaking of Iraina…” Reynyagn began.  “The people we talked to were able to give us 

some information, but-” 

 “Iraina is gone,” Astrid the Governor replied.  “From what I understand, he began to 

receive messages from you stating Jaigran’s destruction the first day of this year, but was trying 

to verify that with external sources before he did anything.  I believe that about the time he 

learned from the elves above him that the Mothership had been destroyed and the empire 

collapsed, the dwarves in the mountains had just begun to send out small forces against him.  He 

had been planning on confronting them before, but, upon learning that Jaigran had been defeated, 

packed up and left with the rest of the elves, allowing the dwarves to reclaim the city.” 

 “And you?” 

 “I was placed back in charge… for the moment,” Astrid the Governor replied softly.  “I 

do not wish for my position here.  But someone needs to do it for the moment.  Oldin and I have 

been working at repairing the damage the elves wrought.”  She paused.   



“Where is Jroldin?” Oldin suddenly asked, standing up suddenly upon realizing his 

absence. 

 “You didn’t tell them in the messages?” Reynyagn asked, glancing toward Zarien. 

 “Since Iraina didn’t answer, I didn’t think to do so,” Zarien said. 

 Reynyagn turned back to Oldin and took a deep breath before beginning.  “Your son…  

your son acted valiantly as the Priest-King,” he slowly said.  “He provided us with key insights 

as the Priest-King and was instrumental in telling Flek what to do to destroy Jaigran and the 

Watcher.”  He paused, even as he could see that Oldin had already figured it out.  “Your son…” 

Reynyagn said quietly.  “Your son died a hero, Oldin.  He kept trying, even when he knew he 

was dead.  And he wanted to let you know…”  Reynyagn’s voice caught.  “He wanted to let you 

know that he loved you.  And that he was finally ready to be called Jacob.” 

 

  



Part CXXXIV: The Council of Arquenia 

Date: Traje 22
nd

, 115 A.U. 

 Trumpets blasted in the distance while the drums were beat, creating a symphony of 

noises that slowly faded into the background as the doors were shut to the Noon-Chamber, 

leaving the members of the Council to meet in privacy around the Noon-Stone even as the noises 

could still be faintly heard in the background. 

 Representatives from all of the races and countries sat upon the thrones and chairs seated 

around the Noon-Stone: Lord Freglak of the goblins; Rehi Garum, the new chief of the Imperial 

Orcs; Governor Astrid of the humans; King Ddederaun of the dwarfs; Tzjearjlan of the sla’ad; 

Commander Eren and rebel leader Rezja of the elves; Grandine of the auggers; and finally, the 

remaining members of the Xavier Team, along with Monty. 

 “Welcome to the first meeting of the Arquenian Council for centuries,” Grandine said 

solemnly as he stood up.  “For years, ever since the great civil war that raged close to eight 

hundred years ago that broke up the previous council, these seats have sat uninhabited for 

centuries, the city itself lying waste and dormant before we came, fleeing the augger slayers, to 

dwell here.  And so, for the first time in 832 years, I call this meeting to order.”  Satisfied, he sat 

back down in his seat. 

 “It is fitting that I should speak first,” Commander Eren of the elves said, standing even 

as he lifted his head up high in a proud stance.  “As the representative and leader of the elves, I 

have come to tell you that there is no need to pursue further retribution among the elves.  

Retribution will be given among our own kind, and those who partook of Jaigran’s faults will be 

duly punished.” 

 “With all due respect,” Rezja, leader of the elven rebels said, standing.  “I would hardly 

trust a previous commander under the Emperor to be found fitting for the task.” 

 “Your own kind is not able to solve the pressures alone,” Rehi Garum of the orcs 

rumbled as he likewise stood.  “Your paltry attempts at a court system so far have found us 

guilty more often than not in the past two months than of your own kind.  You are hardly able to 

declare sovereignty over the matters of your own people.” 

 “My people are well sovereign enough to-” Commander Eren said, raising his voice. 

 “Silence,” Reynyagn said, standing up and putting an end to the discussion.  “This debate 

will run its course in the meeting of the council, but the purposes of this council demand an 

agenda before we get embroiled in heated debate.” 

 “Thank you, Reynyagn,” Grandine of the auggers said, standing.  “According to the brief 

communications we have enjoyed before this meeting, the following objectives have been given 



for this meeting.  First, that the Council hear a full report from the Xavier Team detailing the 

exact fall of Jaigran.  Second, that a measure would be given as to what consequences, if any, the 

orcs and the elves will receive.  Third, that requests be heard for any necessary rebuilding that 

will need to be done under the oversight of the Council.  Lastly, that a regular date and session 

for the Council of Arquenia would be re-instated.” 

 “Number 994 and I have been appointed to bring to the Council a full report of the 

actions of the Xavier Team, beginning with our partial-commencement in Araelia, continuing on 

to the destruction of the Mothership and the demise of Jaigran,” Reynyagn said.  “We will 

present to you our full report, and then receive any questions from the Council concerning any 

details or rationale that they wish to be presented for our actions.  I will henceforth begin with 

the calling together of the Xavier Team by Governor Astrid…” 

 

 Grandine slammed his gavel down upon the stone.  “There are henceforth no more 

inquires made to the Xavier Team for their actions in this meeting, unless further inquiries arise 

during the presentation of the further elements of the Council,” he proclaimed after the numerous 

questions had finally ceased.  “We will henceforth move on to the next agenda item: what 

consequences, if any, the orcs and elves will receive.  The board is opened for discussion.” 

 “As the chief of the Imperial Orcs, I demand that additional oversight be given to the 

actions of the elves,” Rehi Garum said, immediately standing up.  “I will not deny the 

involvement of my race in the actions of the orcs, nor will I deny my own presence among the 

Imperial Orcs.  However, I am able to go in much detail about what the current court system is 

that Commander Eren has instituted among the elves, and how they are failing to achieve true 

justice-” 

 “The sovereignty of the elves will reign supreme,” Commander Eren snapped, standing 

up.  “In case anyone here would soon forget it, we are still in charge of numerous elven airships.  

The downfall of our greatest ship destroyed the regime, but even without it, we are not altogether 

lacking in power, along with the rest of our floating cities.  None of us wish war again here, I am 

sure.  And so to avoid war-” 

 “To avoid war, you would demand that we turn a blind eye to the instatement of a new 

elven regime,” Rezja snapped.  “From what I have seen of your rule, I would agree with Rehi 

that your measures are far from satisfactory.” 

 “Commander Eren has unwittingly brought forth a strong point that must be discussed,” 

Governor Astrid said, slowly standing up.  “Although Emperor Jaigran has been defeated, much 

of his forces still remain, albeit secluded now in the land of the elves.  Peace will not be long 

held while the elves still outnumber all of the other races one hundred to one in the skies.” 



 “So you plan to wrack your vengeance for the sins of our former leaders on us,” 

Commander Eren snapped, glowering vehemently.  “I will not be held accountable for such 

sins—furthermore then, I declare that-” 

 “SILENCE!”  A great voice boomed throughout the chamber as all the members of the 

Council looked around, startled.  They looked around, trying to identify the speaker. 

 “It would appear that the Council has forgotten, or perhaps dismissed, what had been a 

central part of the previous Council!” the loud voice continued.  “As a result, allow me to enter 

this climactic dispute, as the proper chairman, and the overseer, both of this Council, and of 

Arquenia.”   

 The voice dropped off and there was silence as the Council looked around one to another, 

trying to discover who was speaking.  There was a sizzle, and bright light suddenly poured out, 

as the Council looked in astonishment to see the doors into the domain of the Watcher slowly 

open, blinding light coming forth before the doors slowly began to close.   

Astrid blinked, trying to regain her proper sight, as she squinted through the lingering 

light to make out the figure that had emerged from the domain of the Watcher.  She slowly 

managed to pick out the features as the remaining light dwindled away.  And then she gasped 

with realization, along with the rest of the Council, as it suddenly became quite obvious who it 

was. 

And lifting his head up to meet them, Flek stepped forward. 

 

  

  



Part CXXXV: The Eighth Watcher 

Date: Traje 22
nd

, 115 A.U. 

 Members of the Council violently stood up out of their seats in shock as Flek stepped 

toward them from the closed door into the domain of the Watcher.  Flying out of her seat, Astrid 

ran toward him in joy, even as Flek put out his hand to stop her. 

 “Wait!” he said, trying to stop her from embracing him, but too late.  Astrid flew into 

him, passing through his body, as she tripped, not expecting the lack of resistance, and fell right 

through Flek to land on the floor behind him.  Murmurs began to whisper throughout the Noon 

Chamber. 

 “I…” Astrid looked up, dazed, as Flek knelt down beside her, light wavering as it passed 

through his body. 

 “Sorry, Astrid,” Flek whispered, putting his hand upon hers, even as it passed through her 

hand.  “You…  You may want to sit down again.”  Shaken, Astrid slowly returned to her seat as 

Flek followed her to stand before the Council. 

 Reynyagn gazed at Flek.  “I suppose,” he began.  “I suppose that there really is only one 

rational explanation for this, correct?” 

 Flek nodded.  “You are correct,” he said, turning to look at the rest of the Council.  “I, 

Flek, stand before you as the Eighth Watcher and the traditional and rightful head and chairman 

of the Council of Arquenia.” 

 “The Eighth Watcher?!” Astrid stood up in alarm as she stared at him, a touch of dread in 

her voice. 

 “The Watchers were not always evil,” Flek said confidently.  “Grandine and many of the 

other auggers in this isle will remember that.  The Watchers were tasked with keeping the planet 

of Arquenia spinning around the sun, to watch over the world and protect it from harm, and to 

work to guide the seven races to live together in peace.  For six generations of Watchers, the 

beings served Arquenia well before the Seventh Watcher, who had originally been an elf named 

Erzile, was slowly corrupted.  As Grandine proclaimed in the beginning of this meeting, there 

has been no Arquenian Council on this isle for eight hundred years.  That is because the Great 

Arquenian War occurred eight hundred years ago, where the races fought against each other.  

The isle was deserted, the seven other sacred places of the Watcher were overthrown and left 

empty, and knowledge of the Watcher was forgotten by all except for a few auggers who dug 

within their memories.   

“For five hundred years afterward, before the wandering auggers finally migrated here, 

the Watcher was in isolation, everyone else having forgotten his ways.  From the records I found, 



he slowly grew cold and bitter, coming to loathe the ones who had forgotten him, the ones he 

was obligated to protect.  And so he finally began to launch a plan to wrack revenge on those 

who forgot him.  From what I found, one hundred forty years ago, he was able to successfully 

possess an orc, and through the orc learned much about the world.  Through the orc whose name 

is left unknown in Erzile’s records, Erzile the Watcher came in touch with Jaigran, and did what 

he could to guide Jaigran’s route down the bent path before Erzile’s orc was killed in battle.  His 

work had been done, though.  And so, upon possessing an elf last year at Tzel-Maret, Erzile was 

finally able to make contact with Jaigran, whereupon he disclosed to him his full plan, joining 

him against the rest of Arquenia.  He used his power to keep the world spinning for the opposite 

purpose, forsaking that power so as to send Arquenia crashing into the sun, which would have 

happened if they had succeeded.” 

Grandine nodded.  “Your account of previous Watchers, and the name of this Watcher, 

matches our records and memories.” 

“But…  but what of you, Flek?” Astrid asked.  “You—you died—I saw you. How…  

How did you survive?” 

 “I…  I didn’t,” Flek said gently.  “As you saw, and as your team mates have explained, I 

fell into the blue light.  Rippling pain disintegrated my body.  For a while, I thought I was dead 

before I slowly came to and began the process of discovery.  I have learned that it was through 

the energy contained in my body that the blue light transfused me into the Watcher.  Since only 

one Watcher can live at once, and since the last Watcher had left his domain and vacated his seat, 

the energy removed the power from the Watcher Erzile, destroying him, as well as dissolving the 

Golden Weapons, which also destroyed Jaigran. 

 “For the past two months, I have examined the records and tools that Erzile left behind 

him in the most-Secret domain of the Watcher, the domain even more sacred than the physical 

domain that Erzile created for Jaigran to unleash his full power.  Through it, I came to realize 

that I had become the Eighth Watcher, my destiny as the Priest-King.” 

 “What?!” Zarien looked up at Flek in surprise.  “But…  but you-” 

 “That’s what Jroldin finally figured out and finally managed to tell me before he died,” 

Flek replied.  “As the Warrior, I was tempted by Erzile, who had taken semi-possession of my 

body.  By fulfilling his role as the Priest-King by placing the circlet upon my head to free me 

from his power, Jroldin not only healed me, but he transferred his role and powers over to me.  

Only the Priest-King had the power to become the next Watcher in such a calamitous event.  

That was why Jroldin was unable to use the power of the void to teleport us out of the Watcher’s 

domain, and why I was.  I became both the Warrior, and the Priest-King.” 

 “The prophesy reveals itself in strange ways…”Reynyagn murmured, and silence reigned 

upon the chamber. 



 “The discussion is not supposed to end at my coming,” Flek finally said, striding forward.  

“Although I only possess an ethereal body that is constrained to the limits of this chamber, there 

is yet work to be done—specifically concerning the judgment of the elves.  As the eighth 

Watcher, I have looked upon the planet for the past two months, and I have seen the facades that 

Commander Eren has put up as supposedly legitimate trials.” 

 “But-” Commander Eren began. 

 “Silence!” Flek proclaimed.  “I have seen you as the Watcher, and so I will proclaim my 

judgment to be followed by the Council, for that is my duty as the Watcher.  You involved 

yourself too much in the affairs of the elves while they ruled the skies, and because of that, you 

still believe in your own racial superiority!  Because of this, not only will another need to take 

your place as the ruler of the elves, but members of other races will need to stand and bear 

witness, helping to move the courts to make just decisions.  Am I understood?” 

 Commander Eren glowered vehemently.  “What else am I to expect from a filthy 

goblin?” he spat. 

 Flek twitched his lips.  “Your racial superiority complex at play,” he stated bluntly.  “Is 

my judgment accepted by the general Council?” 

 “Some…  Some more specific knowledge of how exactly the justice system has been 

manipulated would be useful,” Governor Astrid replied. 

 “Then I will begin the relating of the events,” Flek said, pacing.  “Concerning the trial of 

Lieutenant Zeran of the elves…” 

 

 Flek watched as, the meeting finally adjourned an hour short of midnight, the Council 

filed out, resolving to come back to discuss the remaining issues the next day.  He waited while 

the Council filed out, and then slowly exhaled as only he, the Xavier Team, and Monty, were 

now left. 

 “Well,” he finally said.  “I’m not sure how prepared I am yet for the duties of this job…  

But I’m ready.” 

 “So…” Astrid began.  “Are you—are you immortal?” 

 “As long as the world lives, I live as long as I choose,” Flek replied.  “Traditionally, 

every five hundred to seven hundred years or so, the Watcher will begin to tire of his duties and 

will elect a new person to take His place.  Erzile had already been the Watcher for close to five 

hundred years before the Arquenian Civil War.  I suspect that being the Watcher for more than a 

millennia began to drive him crazy.  Releasing the Watcher involves a similar mechanism that 

Jaigran and Erzile set up.  The seven golden weapons are used to activate the Watcher and then 



the spirit of the old Watcher leaves, while the new Watcher takes his place, letting the old 

Watcher finally die to rest in peace.” 

 “So there will be more Golden Weapons then,” Reynyagn said. 

 “Yeah…  once I make them,” Flek said.  “I’m going to try to make them either tomorrow 

night depending on how late the Council goes, or the day after that, and then give each weapon 

to the races.  Basically, that mechanism is there to make sure that all members of the Council 

agree with the identity of the new Watcher.” 

 Reynaygn pursed his lips, slowly nodding.  “You…  You have a great task ahead of you, 

Flek.” 

 “Aye,” Flek said nodding.  “I know.” 

 “And you’re just constrained to appearing in this chamber?” Astrid asked. 

 “Not just this chamber,” Flek replied.  “There are seven other places in Arquenia I can 

appear at, at places where the seven races tended to dwell.  The Citadel of Tzel-Maret was one of 

them—the Mothertree another one.  There’s a dwarven temple in the mountains known as the 

Temple of Light that you might have heard of, Astrid, but I don’t think you would have heard of 

the other places.” 

 Astrid pursed her lips.  “So…  you’re not really back then…” 

 “Not…  not in the way you might want,” Flek said quietly.  “I mean, I’ll still be here…  

But at the same time, I’m not going to ever be fully back.” 

 Astrid slowly exhaled.  “I…  I see…” 

 for the orcs as a whole as he tried to slowly work to reform the system away from its impersonal 

nature that solely built them up to be a fighting force, to work to give them back their personal 

identities.  Although he technically didn’t have a name, merely known among the orcs as “the 

orc,” he was still known as Number 994 to his friends. 

 Raising her head, Sereth walked up toward the table where King Zarien now sat, trying to 

consolidate the provinces under his kingdom.  They exchanged glances as she gave him the 

transcripts, explaining whom each of them were from.  Flek the Watcher had helped them to 

finally begin to reconcile their differences concerning Cortna, who was slowly healing, but who 

was doubted to ever fully recover from Jaigran’s brainwashing. 

 Zarien nodded to her explanation, smiling, before beckoning her to sit down beside him 

to help him with his task.  Slowly nodding, Sereth agreed, smiling, as she sat down as they began 

to work out both his responses to their emails, and his plans for his kingdom.  She bent over his 



drawings, etching out some ideas of her own, as the night began to wax long, while they still 

talked, the conversation slowly drifting away from imperial matters to more personal matters. 

 It was late that night when Sereth finally began to retire to her quarters.  Somewhere 

within her, an inkling of an idea began to sprung up, a question of whether or not new feelings 

may or may not have begun to arisen within her.  A glimmer of what might be.  Of whether or 

not her feelings were as mutual as she thought they were beginning to become. 

 Maybe she was just mistaken. 

 

 But from where he watched, up far above, beyond, and within Arquenia, the Watcher 

knew that she was not mistaken.  He smiled, as he began to see the beginning of something new, 

of something the two parties were only beginning to become aware of.  And he sat back within 

his chambers as he watched with anticipation for it to continue into the blossoming of something 

greater.  

 

Finis. 

 


