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Chapter One.
Through the smouldering ruins, the lone figure walked. Despite the warmth of the late summer night, he kept his identity hidden, his red hood and cloak shrouding his mysterious identity from the enemy. The shadows cast by crumbling walls and ruined archways provided enough cover aware from the ominous glow of the three pale moons. Small fires still raged in street corners and wide, broken squares, and the stench of smoke and rotting flesh hung in the air. Epallion had become a monstrous, nightmare place. No one was safe any longer, not even he.

Stepping past the long pool of moonlight before him, the figure slumped into the corner of the alley, listening to the riotous sound of goblin warriors marching up the street ahead. His heart racing, he knew he had to be careful. He couldn’t let the enemy discover him now. He had hidden himself in the fallen capital for two days now, watching enemy movements, desperately searching for signs and clues about the coming darkness. He had found nothing.

Suddenly a horde of drunken goblins burst out of a ramshackle building ahead of him, he recognised as an old inn he frequented occasionally. Now the warm light, music, laughter and conversation were gone. It was a shell of a former life. The figure froze, pressing his back against the cold, hard stone as the goblins swept past the alley. Even though were drunk from plundering the Ellerigan ales, there were still enough of them to raise the alarm. 

He couldn’t afford to be discovered. He had to wait until his friend returned. And that would not be for some time yet. Until then he would search for clues. Of course he didn’t really know what he expected to find. Venturing into the royal palace was foolish. Nrashkraig was there, and goblin shamans. They would detect him quickly should he ventured into those ruined halls, once grand and filled with light. And the mighty palace square before it was now filled with scores of greenskin warriors. That was not a feat he felt up to at this moment in time.

Taking a deep breath, he slunk out into the street, silently stepping over fallen rubble and the occasional bludgeoned corpse that littered the streets of the city. He knew he was close. He had travelled this way many times in his life, even more so these past couple of months. Dark tides and warnings had brought him to that place on numerous occasions in search of answers. And now with the enemy swarming the city and the doomed lands beyond, he needed more. For this was not the end by far. The nightmare had only just begun.

His bones and muscles ached under his sweaty robes, and his dirty beard clung to his wrinkled face. The air was hot and sticky, made worse by the fire and smoke that had raged through Epallion with such force. Still, he dared not remove his hood or sweep back his cloak. As concealed as possible he might be able to pass as a goblin shaman lurking in the night. But he prayed he never found himself in a confrontation where he would have to take on such a guise. For now, he preferred to remain invisible.

The horror he had witnessed and the death he had seen or been part of had forced him to tears many a time the past three days. Always he had wept with muffled cries, never giving the enemy a chance to hear him in his weary solitude. But what he saw now grieved him deeply. It had been a wonderful and tranquil place. And the goblins had come and destroyed all that.

The temple of Beldarinas stood grim in the ghostly moonlight, stained-glass windows shattered on the pavement. Green grass and ancient trees before the polished walls were scorched and ripped clean up. The tall white marble pillars were cracked and crumbling and the doors were broken and splintered. He knew that indoors, all the riches and splendour of the temple would have been looted, and the red carpets, drapes and tapestries slashed and burned. The silver statue of Beldarinas would have been cast down, the altar destroyed by the evil invaders. The violation of such sanctity sickened him.

As he ascended the first crumbling step, he saw the broken corpse in the doorway. His heart fell as he stepped forward. It was the honoured elder Miriasto. He must have died defending the holy temple. He noticed the long chamber beyond littered with goblin corpses. The wizard, once leader of the Wizard’s Council of Elleriga lay silent, flies buzzing around his already smelling corpse, His face smashed, arms and neck broken, and his insides spilled out over his torn robes. He must have put up a good fight, he thought. And he must have paid for dearly.

Tears glistening in his bloodshot eyes, Casterino pulled the corpse inside and pushed aside the dead greenskins. Taking a large drape still clinging to the broken pole above the window, he placed it over Miriasto’s body and muttered a prayer to the gods. It was the least he could do for such a great wizard, and good friend. The trembling wizard found the High Priest Tahlshon, protectorate of the temple in the following chamber. He carried out the same ritual again for his fallen friend.

When Casterino reached the inner sanctum, the tears began to flow. The drapes and rugs had indeed been burned, the white marble floor stained with ash. The altar lay broken in two, candles scattered across the floor. The windows were all smashed, the warm night air creeping into the sanctum, tinged with the glow of a nearby fire. At the foot of the altar, the silver statue of Beldarinas lay broken. Casterino had known this would happen, but seeing the sight before him now was unbearable. Every respect and law for magic had been broken. And even more so, the blundering force of the goblins had shut off his only route to the Philosophies.

Brushing away his tears, he replaced his hood over his head and cast his face into shadow once more. Filled with deep hatred, he left the Temple of Beldarinas, never once looking back as he descended the small flight of steps onto the silent street beyond. The black night sky was beginning to grow light. Dawn would come soon, although the tweeting of birds could no longer be heard serenading the coming morning. There was nothing to serenade. Elleriga had fallen. Mankind, for now, was lost.

Quickly the wizard found an abandoned house and plunged into the darkness. He would wait there until nightfall, and then he would leave Epallion. The great capital of Elleriga was no longer a place of councils, lords, wizards and kings. It had become a place of evil. It was the city of the goblins. There was nothing here for him now.

As he sheltered in the rafters of the rickety building, a glimmer of dawning light burst through the shattered windows. Casterino watched the dawn with apprehension, not because he might be discovered by the goblins, nor because the horrors he had witnessed. In another time, dawn would be rising. Darglesh would come. Casterino sighed. The Silukreun was almost within Lucas’ grasp. Only then could they fight back.

As he lost himself in his thoughts of vengeance and hope, the wizard took the small leather pouch from his belt and spilled its contents into his bony hands. The emerald spheres of Bolterivas. They held the key to Lucas’ destiny as Hero of the Ellerigan Quest. And the Hero of the Ellerigan Quest was the key to the destiny of something terrible. The Goblingod. Somehow, Lucas could defeat this evil, but how, Casterino did not know. But when the time came, the goblin invasion of Elleriga would be nothing compared to what the Goblingod would do. The first sign, that of the ‘conquerors’ was now complete. Now all he could do was wait. The second ‘a queen’, would come soon enough…

