
As the two allies ventured through the deep, dark Forest of Wolt, they began to think of the Gropes that they had seen the night before.  “What shall we do if we meet the Gropes on this trail?  We must make it to the ruins in Mek as soon as possible.”


“I know, Lamòr.  But the Gropes may slow us down greatly.  Be on your guard.”


“Yes brother, Glamòr.”


Although the two brothers had not eaten for some time, they still had much strength and hope.  Then, suddenly out of the darkness came a shrill cry and all around the brothers were glowing red eyes that meant battle.
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Before the two brothers had ventured on such a conquest, they were handsome, young Mekaknights, which are like men only much taller and much stronger.  After a few years of living with their people, they heard the legend of the evil knight, Pran Slime, who had haunted the Mek people in the past.  Many Mekaknights had ventured to destroy this monster so they could pass through the mountains and reclaim their land from the Gropes, but all who left were never seen again.  One of the venturers was the two brothers very own cousin, Jaymar.  Jaymar, like all Mekaknights, hated the monster, so he journeyed through the Cave of Pran, which lies deep in the heart of  the Mek Mountains, with a legion of men, who were traveling to Mek to reclaim their city, Mekking, from the Gropes.  (The Gropes had fought the Mekaknights and pushed them back to Cranling hundreds of years ago.  The Gropes were very powerful and wanted to control all the lands around them, so they left Cranling with fifteen thousand Gropes and destroyed Mek and pushed the Mekaknights back to Cranling.  The Gropes then decided to stay and make a life for themselves in Mek because they found monsters there that they could tame and make them fight for them.  The monsters were called Harprings.)  Jaymar and his men soon found themselves lost in the cave and were killed by Pran Slime in their sleep.  After Glamòr and Lamòr heard this tale, they set out immediately to destroy Pran Slime and avenge their cousin and his men.  They left unknowingly with a horse, hope, and themselves.
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As the Gropes came out through the shadows of the Forest of Wolt, Glamòr and Lamòr drew their swords from their hilts and began to prepare for their defense.  The Gropes were armed with spears and little twisted swords, which they called daggers, only they are really quite large compared to a dagger.  Then the Gropes began circling Glamòr and Lamòr.  With the Gropes having their spears lowered and ready to charge, the brothers began to think of what to do.  They could not fight off all of them, for there were at least two hundred of them, and more or less they did not know.  Suddenly, out of the shadows, a new monster was coming.  All at once, the Gropes let out a shrill cry and hid in the bushes and trees around the bare circle where the brothers now stood alone.  Lamòr and Glamòr then turned and saw what made even the Gropes afraid.  This new monster was about seven feet high and had a huge chain encircling its neck, and connected to the chain, was a huge pointy club.  The head of the monster was fat and wrinkly, and had no hair.  For clothing, it had but a piece of Grope hide tied around its waist by a vine.  “What is the name of this hideous creature, Lamòr?  For you have read more myths and legends than have I.”


“It is a Harpring.  One of the greatest foes of the Mekaknights.  It has no real home.  It wanders were it wants, and eats whatever it can find.  The Gropes do not use the Harprings in the Forest of Wolt for work, as they do the ones in Mek.  For the monsters in this forest cannot be tamed.”


Then the great club suddenly swung down upon Glamòr, but his quickness saved him, and with his flying blonde hair, he leapt aside.  Then the Harpring lifted its club high into the air above him and let out a screech, which sounded worse than a million black birds squawking at once.  The two brothers then used their wits and speed to outsmart the giant.  As Glamòr dove through the Harpring’s legs, Lamòr jumped up into a tree above the creature, and while doing this, his long black hair swung behind him.  As the Harpring turned around to kill Glamòr, Lamòr sprang upon the giant as a cat does a mouse and gave two strong swipes with his sword and jumped off the Harpring’s back.  As the two brothers backed away slowly, the head of the Harpring suddenly fell off and hit the leafy ground.  There was little noise after the great thud.  The silence, however, did not last long.  For through the trees, the sounds of Gropes and other creatures could be heard.  With not a moment to lose, the two knights raced through the Forest of Wolt, but did not reach the open air until a day after the encounter with the Harpring.  Now, they saw their horse, Naz, who had run through the forest when the Gropes had come because he was too frightened.  But now, at last, they found him.  


“There you are Naz, some nice oats.  Now, we must march due west to make it to the Cave of Pran,” stated Glamòr.


“I agree.  But let us hurry.  By nightfall, these hills will be swarming with Gropes.”


“Let us ride then, Lamòr.”


As they rode on towards the west, they thought that they had seen Gropes moving in the tall grass.  They rode a little faster, but soon realized that these Gropes were women and children.  The women and children Gropes, were short and hobbled when they walked.  They were quite ugly and wore dark green skin.  The men, who were all warriors, wore dull colored armor and no helmet, and their hair was unevenly cut and mangled. As soon as a Grope turned the age of eleven, he was made a warrior, and a fierce one at that. 


 The language that the Gropes spoke was of their own origin.  It was almost impossible to translate.  


As the knights rode on towards their destination, the day passed and night came upon them.  They then began to set up camp, which was only a bed roll and a few pots and pans to cook food with.  Tonight, however, no fire would be made for fear that the Gropes may still be wandering the hills.  This night, they would be forced to eat cold, dry food.


As the great ball of fire rose the next morning the knights found themselves tired and weary, but they knew they had to keep moving, because they had to reach the Cave of Pran as soon as possible.  The faster they got their, the less time Pran Slime would have to notice them and prepare for them.  There was a legend that Pran Slime never left his cave, but relied on the trees and bats to tell him things of the outside world.


After traveling for over two days, Glamòr and Lamòr came to the Cave of Pran.  As they entered atop of Naz, they felt their weariness grow until they could have fallen off the steed and slept for years in the dark cave.  But they had to stay awake and make it through the long, dark trail in the Cave of Pran.  They had no idea how long it would take to get through the cave, that led into a tunnel later on, but estimated that it would take at least two days to travel to the heart of the Mek Mountains, where they would meet Pran Slime.  


Soon Glamòr felt a trickle of something wet and sticky run down his arm and quickly brought the torch towards his arm to see what it was.  It was slime.  They knew now how Pran Slime had gotten his name.  Now, with the torch raised, they could see and hear many more slime droplets falling from the ceiling of the cave.  Ahead of them, they could also see a narrow trail that, on both sides, dropped off to a bottomless valley on either side.  Lamòr guided the horse into the middle of the trail and kept a close eye on the edges.  As long as they stayed in the middle of the trail, they were safe from the slime droplets dripping on them.


After traveling fifteen miles or so, Lamòr, having keen hearing like all of his fellow kin, heard a stone tumble of the edge of the trail in front of them.  As they continued to ride, Lamòr saw in the distance, as he described it later, a “green ghost”.  Lamòr jumped swiftly off Naz and drew his sword, while Glamòr, still on Naz, drew his bow and fastened an arrow in the string.  They stealthily continued on, watching the “green ghost” the whole time.


Soon, Glamòr and Lamòr could no longer see Pran Slime, but followed the trail quickly.  After another five miles of quick riding and running, they came to a wide trail that branched off into many different directions.  They decided to let Naz decide the route to Pran Slime.  They did this by leading the horse to each path and the one he was most afraid of, they followed.  


Once on the correct path, they began to see more and more Grope bones on the side of trail.  They knew now that Pran Slime could be upon them at any moment, which is why they still had their weapons drawn.  Finally, they came to a large, flat plateau in the path.  Once they were in the middle of it, they saw Pran Slime coming towards them from the west side of the plateau.  His arms were outstretched and he was covered with green slime.  His sword was ragged and had lost its shine.  He also possessed a shield made of wood, which bore the symbol of a Mekaknight.  (The symbol is a bow and a sword painted on top of one another.)  Glamòr leapt off of Naz and tied him to a rock.  Then, Lamòr and Glamòr began to spread out along the plateau.  “What is your business in mine cave?” asked Pran Slime.


“Back down Pran Slime, or taste steel,” said Glamòr with bitterness.


“Our business is our own, dirty creature,” replied Lamòr with more respect than Glamòr.


“Why does you not tells me?”


“Because you are a filthy, slimy, mangled animal!” yelled Glamòr with his teeth tight together.  If there had been more light, Lamòr could have seen his brother’s face was as red as a tomato with anger.  Then he yelled, “Revenge for Jaymar!” and rushed upon the beast with fury.  Lamòr, who was thinking of a plan at the time, saw his younger brother rush upon Pran Slime, but was unable to stop him.  Glamòr then engaged Pran Slime.  


As steel hit against steel, Lamòr could see that his brother was failing to defend Pran Slime’s mighty blows.  Then, with a hard swipe of his tattered old sword, Pran Slime knocked Glamòr’s sword from his hand and stabbed him in the shoulder.  Lamòr, stunned for a moment, cried out and charged with his sword parallel to the ground at Pran Slime.  Pran Slime jumped away from Glamòr and prepared to engage Lamòr.  Lamòr then jumped over the creature and, turning around in mid air, landed on his feet facing Pran Slime.


As they circled around the ground, Lamòr began gathering his strength.  Then, with two strong blows with his sword flung the creature down on the ground and sliced off his hand.  Pran Slime now had no weapon.  Meanwhile, Glamòr was readying his bow and was preparing to shoot.  “Now you will die, treacherous villain,” said a tired Lamòr.  


“Please, does not hurt me.  Spares me!  Please!” cried Pran Slime in distress.  Just then, the whisk of an arrow was heard and then seen in Pran Slime’s chest.  As a cry rose from Pran Slime, black blood began flowing from the wound.  Lamòr, seeing that Pran Slime would soon be dead, ran over to Naz and began leading him over to his hurt brother.  But before he could reach him, Pran Slime gave a cry and hurled himself towards Glamòr with a sharp bone in his hand.  The creature fell upon Glamòr and stabbed him on the left side of his chest.  Stunned, Lamòr ran over to his brother and threw Pran Slime off him.  Then, very carefully, Lamòr picked up his brother and placed him on Naz. 


As a weary and sad hearted Lamòr led Naz out of the Cave of  Pran into the sunlight, he began to think of what to do.  He decided to bury his brother in their home, which was Mek.  And now that they were in Mek, he dug a grave and buried his beloved brother in the tomb.  Then, he left the grave behind and continued on towards the ruins of Mekking.


As he traveled, Lamòr began to see more and more Grope footprints on the trail.  Then, he looked up and saw an army of at least ten thousand Gropes marching over the hills towards the southern most part of Mek, where they had a great city called Urak-Hai, which was named after their leader, Urak.  He then quickly decided to return to Cranling and get an army together, and then he would take back Mek by force.


After telling the King of Mek (even though they are in Cranling, they are still true residents of Mek), King Lune III, about his adventure, he ordered all Mekaknights to follow him through the Forest of Wolt and the Cave of Pran to the ruins of Mekking to take back Mek by force.  Eight thousand Mekaknight infantry and two thousand Mekaknight cavalry began marching towards Mek that very day, with the king himself leading them.


The army of Mekaknights were making swift progress to Mekking, or at least the ruins of Mekking.  As the army marched, many fellow Mekaknights saw them and joined them in their conquest.  The Mekaknights soon had an army of eleven thousand, including the two thousand Mekaknight cavalry.  Also, the fellow civilians and farmers followed the great army to reclaim their homeland.  Cranling would no longer have Mekaknights living on its sandy soil.


Finally, after three hard days of marching, the army had made it through the Cave of Pran and were now in Mek.  King Lune III was preparing his magnificent army to take Mekking, and then all of Mek.  His plan was to march to the ruins of Mekking and destroy the Gropes living there so the Mekaknights could use it as an advantage to protect themselves.  Then they would be able to keep the civilians safe and fight a defensive war, which would be easier than fighting an offensive war.  “What if we meet Gropes along the road to Mekking?  Will we fight or flee?  And what about the civilians?” asked a Mekaknight.


Lamòr replied slowly, “We must fight, but the cavalry will help us a great deal by chasing the Gropes away from the civilians.  We will then flee to the ruins of Mekking and began our siege.”


As the next morning drew near, the Mekaknights were already traveling to Mekking.  Although they were all very weary and tired, they knew that to reclaim Mekking would be a great accomplishment, which made them feel determined to move on.  


Finally, after two days of marching, the Mekaknights had finally arrived at Mekking, with little resistance on the way.  The ruins of Mekking were an awful sight to see.  The once enormous, beautiful castle was but now a pile of rubble, with the flag of the Gropes flying from the flag pole, but was soon replaced with the sword and bow flag of the Mekaknights.  The flag of the Gropes was a deer hide with a terrible painting of a Harpring’s pointed club.  Other ruins were that of the great church, which was built by Lamòr’s great, great grandfather, during the rein of King Jager II.  Almost all of the beautiful stone houses were destroyed, except for one or two where Gropes lived.  Once Lamòr and his army saw this wreckage, they were outraged and charged towards the city with great shouts that sent chills down the spines of all who heard it.  The Gropes who lived in the ruins were taken off guard and slaughtered.  


After a day of rest and close watch, the civilians began making themselves “homes” among the ruins.  As King Lune III and Lamòr rode through the streets of their once great home, they saw one Grope, who was hiding in a ruined saloon.  All in one motion, Lamòr drew his bow and shot an arrow at the Grope, but missed.  The Grope then ran out a hole in the wall and went galloping away towards the south.  King Lune then said, “No doubt the little devil has gone to the Grope leader, Urak, and told him of our arrival in Mekking.  We must double the effort to prepare for the battle that will soon take place.  Come here, my boy.”  Once he said this, Lamòr walked slowly towards him and knelt.  At once the king took out his sword and knighted Lamòr and said, “You are no longer Lamòr, son of Clamòr.  You are now Knight Lamòr, and you will lead this army of Mekaknights into battle.”  


At midnight the following night, a shrill trumpet blast was heard from the ruined tower of the castle.  At once, Knight Lamòr and his men took their positions on the ruined city wall and saw an army of fast moving Gropes coming closer by the second.  As Knight Lamòr gave the signal, all the Mekaknights on the wall reached into their arrow holders and drew an arrow.  Then all three thousand archers placed their arrows in their strings and awaited the signal to fire.  As the Gropes drew closer, the Mekaknights grew more anxious, but waited for the signal.  The tension was growing and at last, when the Gropes were no more than one hundred feet away, the signal was given and all at once, arrows whisked through the air and hit the front line of the Gropes.  As the front line fell, many cries and moans of agony were heard.  But this first arrow strike did not stop the fighting Gropes, for they still charged at the ruins.  All the while, however, the arrows were flying and Gropes and Mekaknights were falling to their death.  One by one, Gropes reached the wall and attempted to climb up it, but were slaughtered and could not climb it.  At this time, nearly one hundred Mekaknights and three hundred Gropes had fallen in battle.  The Gropes retreated, but soon brought back huge wooden ladders, carried by Harprings, and laid them against the wall and climbed up.  Knight Lamòr quickly assembled his six thousand infantry Mekaknights on the ruins so that when the Gropes landed on the wall they would immediately meet swords.  As the fierce battle raged on, more Gropes and Harprings arrived with huge catapults that they used to fling huge boulders into the ruined city of Mekking.  The catapult was destroying many Mekaknights, so Knight Lamòr sent out the two thousand cavalry Mekaknights to destroy the Gropes and the huge wooden catapults.  At this point in the battle, three thousand casualties had already occurred.  Meanwhile, the cavalry was destroying many of the Gropes and soon arrived at the catapult.  But Harprings met the cavalry and engaged them.  With the Harprings pointed clubs flying, the Mekaknights were being slaughtered.  Finally, the cavalry retreated two hundred feet and aligned themselves for a charge.  At this point, they had lost over one third of their cavalry.  With their hands gripping their spears, they yelled and charged at the same time.  They clashed with the Gropes and Harprings, but determination kept them going and soon, five hundred Mekaknights broke through and demolished the catapults.  As the weakened cavalry rode back to the ruins, shouts and cheers were heard from the ruins which lifted the cavalry so high in spirit that they turned around and charged through the lines of Gropes like fire rushing across a dry grassland.  Even with only five hundred cavalry Mekaknights left, they rode through the lines of the enemy bravely.


As the battle raged on, King Lune III was tiring, but continued to fight by his people.  Suddenly Urak, the leader of the Gropes, leapt onto the wall with other fierce, battle hardened Gropes and began to kill the Mekaknights like they were bugs.  King Lune III saw this and grew terribly angry and so he charged at Urak and engaged him in a fierce sword fight.  All around the wall, the fighting stopped and all eyes turned to the fight between Urak and King Lune III.  At first, Urak seemed to be surprised to see the king fighting so gallantly, but soon regained his composure and began attacking the old king.  Urak pushed the king back against the ruined wall and threatened to kill him, but the king, being a good swordsman, swung his sword and knocked Urak on his back.  Then the great king held the point of his sword to the Grope’s neck and said, “You have killed my father, King Lune II, in a battle just like this one, when I was only twelve.  And now, you will die as did my father.”  And with a great cry, the king’s sword came down upon the creature’s head.  At once, the Gropes grew more angry and fierce than ever, but it was in vane, for the Mekaknights were rejoicing, which gave them more strength.  Soon, all the Gropes that remained in Mekking were those who were dead.  The final death toll of the fierce battle was over eight thousand Gropes and almost six thousand Mekaknights lay dead.


“We have won one battle, my king, but now we must win the war,” said Knight Lamòr solemnly.  


“I know.  Gather your troops.  We must continue to fight.  Leave five hundred armed Mekaknights here to protect the civilians.  Then, we march to Urak-Hai,” said the king very sadly.


Knight Lamòr gathered his troops and left five hundred of the weariest soldiers in Mekking, as King Lune III had requested.  Knight Lamòr then began the march towards the south with five thousand infantry and five hundred cavalry.


Once they were within seeing distance of the city, the Mekaknight army knew that it would be a tough battle to win, but they knew they must.  King Lune III saw the city and ordered the men to rest a while among the tall grass, so as not to be spotted by the enemy.


After an hour of rest, King Lune III told Knight Lamòr his plan to siege the city.  They would first cut down two large trees and use them as rams to brake down the gate.  It would be impossible to destroy the city any other way.  The walls of the city were at least eighty feet high and had one large gate and two small gates around the city walls.  Once the rams had been built, the army marched down towards the city and prepared themselves for a long battle.


Knight Lamòr sent out ten spies to see which gate would be the easiest to brake through.  They soon returned and said that the small gate on the east side of the city would be the easiest to brake through.  Knight Lamòr then ordered, as King Lune III had told him, two thousand Mekaknights to take the rams and go down to the east gate and begin the attack.  Meanwhile, the other three thousand Mekaknights would hide in the grass about three hundred feet from the wall.  Once the rams were in place, the three thousand archers would then shoot fire arrows upon the city.  The cavalry, however, would began blocking the remaining two gates with trees and other materials.  That way, the Gropes could not escape the city.  As soon as the gate was destroyed, all the Mekaknights would rush into the city and destroy everything.


Once everything was in place, the army waited for the signal by King Lune III.  Finally, the signal was given and the siege of Urak-Hai began.


The archers were destroying Gropes on the wall like they were ducks sitting in a pond.  Knight Lamòr figured that since Urak had died, the Gropes had no plan of defense or attack.  At last the gate was destroyed and all the Mekaknights charged through with shouts and swords in their hands.  They met one thousand Gropes waiting for them at the other side of the gate.  The Gropes charged and met swords.  Everyone was engaged in fighting.  The cavalry soon came and charged through the open gate and searched the city for any other Gropes or Harprings.  They soon found one thousand Gropes and twenty Harprings on the north side of the city near the large gate.  The five hundred cavalry Mekaknights rode toward them with spears in their hands and destroyed over half of the Gropes before the Harprings got to the cavalry.  The Harprings swung at the Mekaknights, but they had learned a lesson on how to kill them from the first battle.  Half of the Mekaknights sat on their horses in front of the Harprings, while the other half of the cavalry went behind them.  Then they sandwiched the Harprings between them and slaughtered them one by one.  The cavalry then destroyed the remaining Gropes and rode back to the battle at the east gate.  Over one thousand Gropes had been killed at this point.  Only two hundred Mekaknights had been killed, however.


At the east gate, over five hundred Gropes lay dead and only five hundred were left.  The cavalry soon came to their aid and destroyed the remaining Gropes.  Knight Lamòr was glad that the battle had been short, for he, like all his people, was weary.  


After the battle, the Mekaknights burned Urak-Hai and left for Mekking.  Once they had returned to Mekking, they mourned for days, but soon the mourning turned to happiness.

Epilogue

A week after the great war, King Lune III died of  fever.  All the Mekaknights mourned this loss, but were forced to find a new king.  Since King Lune III did not have any sons, a vote was held and the outcome was that Knight Lamòr was to be named a different name again; this time King Lamòr.  A long task lay ahead of King Lamòr, and that was rebuilding the city of Mekking and driving all the Gropes out of Mek.  


At last, after six years of working,  Mekking was finally completed.  The Mekaknight army had also driven the few Gropes left in Mek back to Cranling, their real homeland.  Finally, after centuries of living in Cranling, the Mekaknights had reclaimed their homeland of Mek.  Over the next few centuries, new kings came into power, and all remembered the great Battle for Mek, as some had called it.  Few Gropes ever tried to take back Mek again, and if they did, they were destroyed.  Finally, the Mekaknights had reclaimed their homeland and were free.
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