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Excerpt… 
 
 “Oh, God help us!” Helden cried.  
 Rev could not take his eyes off the 
ogre. It was perhaps five yards behind, 
and closing quickly. Even up on the 
driver’s bench, he could feel the vibra-
tion of the creature’s pounding feet. Its 
small eyes were red-rimmed and ropes 
of drool flew from its great maw. Its skin 
was scarred all over, broken stumps of 
old arrows sticking out of its body. 
 Elka pushed out of the canopy, eyes 
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It's Judgment Day as foretold in the Prophecy of Lum, and the forces of 
Creation itself are at war.  The battlefield is Aerth, a place formed of 
the fears, dreams and legends of Earth where hope, magik and danger are 
intertwined and the impossible can still be.  Hobgoblin hordes 
charge toward the empires of men, and wood elf forest clans struggle 
with an evil that has returned from the sky.  In the surrounding dimen-
sional planes, the angels of Upper Etherea, demon gods of Lower Etherea 
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the Four Raptures works in the shadows to hasten the end of days.   
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 "Where’s Elsie?" Berdina cried. 
 There was Anna and Elka, cling-
ing to their mother in the wagon bed. 
Aram was with them, searching for 
his bow, and Helden was up on the 
driver’s bench. 
 Elsie was gone. 
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spent the past 870 years doing his best to avert Lum's prophecy, but he 
can't do it alone.  His one last hope—and the world's—lies with the Chan-
dler family: four unlikely and unsuspecting heroes who are brought 
together on the eve of destruction.  Rev, Faun, and their estranged par-
ents John and Summer might just make a difference—if they can 
overcome their personal demons in time to seize destiny. 
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full of terror, and began clambering 
forward toward the driver’s bench. 
Anna followed, the horses struggling fu-
tilely to haul the wagon faster. A massive 
hand clamped the top of the canopy 
frame, and then the whole wagon tilted 
backwards as the ogre heaved itself up 
onto the back of the vehicle. The wagon 
slowed as Rev watched the massive head 
and shoulders rear above the top of the 
canopy. He should move, he should fight, 
but all he could do was stare, it was so 
huge! 
 The ogre’s mouth twisted into a 
broad, crooked leer as it reached for 
them over the canopy. Rancid breath 
gusted over them and drool spattered 
the canopy’s canvas surface. 
 Elsie peeked out from the canopy. 
“Father? I’m scared.” 
 She looked more the wide-eyed, tow-
head child now, less the coy cheerleader 
Rev had initially thought her to be. I’m 
only a few years older than her. What  am 
I doing protecting these people? 
 Something slammed into Rev and 
Aram from behind with brutal force 
and spilled them from the driver’s 
bench to the wagon bed in a tangle of 
arms and legs and snow.  
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