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The Six Lords

(From a Novel by Mark Gaston)

Long, long ago, in a time before time, there were six Great Kingdoms---Fire, Earth, Water, Air, Life, and Death. All these kingdoms co-existed, forming a star with one kingdom at each point of the star. This made a pattern that allowed them to keep the world together; but one dark day that pattern was altered.


Lilianna awoke to the sweet chirping of the birds outside her window. She slowly got up and felt the nice warm dirt between her feet as she walked over to the window to close it. She looked out across the plains to see her fellow elves working out amongst the flowing grass. She looked up dreamily at the sun that was already high in the sky.

“Oh, no! I’m late!” she yelled as she looked at the position of the sun. She quickly got on her robe and grabbed her staff and ran out the door of her little hut. She ran over towards the main city where all her fellow elves and other creatures were walking in a line inside the gate.

“Hey, Lili,” yelled a tall elf sitting on the back of a horse-sized lizard. She got in line behind the young elf.

“Hey, Mateen! What’s going on? I know that I am late getting to the great temple, but are all these other people late too?” she said with a look of confusion on her face.

“No, the Air Lord has come down with his son after a thousand years and is inside the great city!” he exclaimed in an excited voice. The lizard that Mateen rode upon turned its head and nuzzled Lilianna’s face.

“Hey, Young Blood, I didn’t forget about you,” she laughed as she rubbed the lizard under its chin. “Come on. We are moving.” he made a clicking sound with his tongue, and Young Blood moved forward with the crowd.

They entered the city gates and it was a site to see. From the balconies there were many elves throwing handfuls of multiple colored flower petals. There were trumpets blaring and banners and thousands of troops all in full battle armor. It was an amazing site. Lilianna grabbed the end of Young Blood’s tale to make sure she didn’t get lost in the crowd.

“Lili, do you think that your father is talking with the Air Lord?” yelled Mateen over his shoulder.

“Maybe!” she yelled back, squeezing between two elves.

“Let’s go to the stronghold and find out,” he said, stopping Young Blood with a pat. He then picked up Lilianna and put her on the saddle with him. He then patted Young Blood twice and started to ride through the crowd towards the stronghold. 


Varin paced the floor of the royal hall nervously. “Did I give them the best rooms in all of the Stronghold?” he thought aloud to himself as he paced.

“I am sure you did, Varin,” replied a gentle voice that broke his train of thought.

“Mistress Magiwin, I didn’t hear you come in,” he said in a surprised tone.

“I think the Lord of Air and his son will be quite pleased with the accommodations that you have provided,” she said with a warm smile.

“I thank you for your kindness and confidence in me,” he said with a bow, and then ran off to look for some other task to fret about.

He has always been the best at trying to make things perfect for us here in the Stronghold, she thought to herself. She had just settled herself on her throne when an Elfin Guard came running into the room.

“Mistress, beg your pardon, but there is an Apprentice Mage and an Elf Champion outside the main gate. The woman claims to be your daughter,” he said with a bow.

“Please, show them in,” she said, helping herself up with the arms of the throne. Lilianna and Mateen were shown into the great hall.

“Mother!” Lilianna exclaimed as she ran over and embraced the Queen. Mateen kneeled before her.

“Mistress,” he greeted.

“Stand, Mateen. You are as family,” she said. “I suppose both of you are here to see the Air Lord and his son—am I right?” she grinned. Both of them shook their heads vigorously. “They are in the chapel.” She smiled as they ran off to the Chapel of life.


“So many bright colors,” North thought to himself as his large but gentle hand felt a small yellow rose. Its petals were soft to the touch, and the aroma was sweet and tickled his nose. His thoughts were interrupted as two elves about his age came running in through the doors. The Lord of Life stopped talking to North’s father to see what the all the commotion was. His frown turned to a grin as he saw the two culprits looking sheepishly at the floor.

“Lilianna, Mateen,” he said, shaking his head in mock disgust. What have I told you to about being loud in the Chapel?”

“To not make a lot of noise,” they said in unison.

Lilianna looked up briefly and caught North’s eyes. She blushed and quickly looked back down at the floor.

I hope all the Elf Girls are as pretty as this one is. He caught himself still staring at her and blushed as she looked back up at him. He quickly turned away and acted like he was looking at a purple lilac. Odin saw what was happening, but did nothing except for allowing himself a small smile.

“Mateen I would like you to meet Lord Odin from the People of Air and his son, Prince North.”

Mateen kneeled, bowing his head. “My lord.” He then quickly got to his feet he walked to Lilianna’s father and whispered something into his ear. With that, Mateen waved to Lilianna and walked out the door of the chapel.

Her father continued with the introduction. “Lilianna, this is Lord Odin of the People of Air and Prince North, his son.” He then turned to Odin and North and said, “Lord Odin, Prince North, this is my daughter, Princess Lilianna, who is also learning to become a Mage.” He finished with a note of pride in his voice.

North found that Lilianna was more beautiful now that he could see her full face.

“Lilianna, would you like to show North the Great Temple?” her father asked her. “Lili,” he said, touching her shoulder.

“Yes, father,” she said distractedly. Lilianna walked over and took North’s hand, and they both walked out of the Cathedral.

“Looks like your daughter and my son will become very fast friends,” said Odin with a smile.

Lilianna took North to the Life Temple’s great doors and stopped. “What would make your stay much more enjoyable, my Lord?” Lilianna asked.

“First, you may start by dropping the ‘my Lord’ title and just call me North; second, I would be honored if you were to accompany me to the feast and festivities tonight in the city,” he said with a somewhat roguish grin. 

“I would love to escort you tonight,” Lilianna said in a surprised and also somewhat pleased tone.

With that Lilianna tried to open the great oaken doors. North took hold of her wrist and pulled her gently away from the doors. He then put both of his hands on the doors and pushed. The large doors opened with a groan. Lilianna was amazed at how strong North was. Hand in hand, they both walked into the temple.


During this time, the Air Lord was visiting in the dark swamps, and the Followers of Death were making plans for an attack on two of their hated enemies.

“Troops of the Dark Regions, hear me,” yelled an evil Necromancer. “Today marks the dawn of a new Era, the Era of the Dark Tide,” he yelled out above a horde of every evil creature imaginable. All of them cheered at this. “This time we have the advantage because a new religion of evil has been founded.” He stopped talking for a second to allow the information to seep in. “Welcome your new fellow Lord and Commander, Arvon, Lord of Chaos.”

With that, a large barbarian wielding an immense battle-axe stepped out from behind the Necromancer.

To Be Continued!
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