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here was once a great darkness that covered the land.  Over every 

tree and flower and sunlit mountain it spread until the very air was thick 
and heavy with a cloak of living darkness  
And the people of the city of the great king fell into a deep and heavy 
slumber unable to be woken. 
 The King of the land assembled his armies to head to the heart 
of the Valley of Shadows where it was believed the darkness had first 
emerged. 
 The Generals of the armies bowed low as the king himself 
mounted his horse to lead his men.  In the ranks there stood a warrior, 
shaking.  It was true that all perhaps even the great general was afraid, but 
this warrior was fearful most of all. 





But here he stood, knowing that if he did not, the 
darkness would have one less obstacle to go through 

to reach the city. 



Onwards the Army marched, and the fearful warrior 
marched with them. 

Through mountain side and river, over cliff faces and 
rocky ledges into black caves and sorrowful caverns 

they marched.  





Days turning to weeks and weeks to months, 
and still the darkness grew thicker and darker 

and heavier and colder. 





The army found themselves in such a thick coat of pure 
blackness that the king held seemed nothing more to herm 
than a dying ember of faint flickering light.  And the heart of 

the fearful warrior trembled with every passing moment, 
neither ceasing nor subsiding. 





But still he pressed onwards, because if he didn’t, he knew the 
darkness would have one more chance to destroy all that was 

important in this world. 



Months turned to months and years and the darkness began to speak as the 
army pressed on worn and weary. And the darkness, wise as it spoke especially 
to those it deemed were afraid.  The voices came to the fearful warrior like no 

one else. 
Words of despair covered him and swarmed over him.  Screams of terror and 

the greatest of fears swept over him like storm clouds, screaming and 
pounding like thunder. 





The fearful warriors’ heart shook and trembled yet he pressed on. His eyes, 
constantly filled with tears, yet he pressed on.  Because if he did not he 
knew the darkness would scream its terror into the heart of someone 

behind him. 



After many years few warriors remained in the trek.   
Many had perished and were lost in the black cloud.  Many had been 

driven mad by the heaviness of it all and many had fled unable to march 
any longer.  





  But the Great King and his Generals still led the way 
and the fearful warrior pressed on in his place 

because he knew if he was to flee or become lost in 
the night or if he were to perish, then the darkness 

would have defeated one more. 



Finally, when all time had passed and the army felt as 
though they had walked for an eternity, there was the 

great Gate of the Valley of Shadows. 





Dry and parched the ground around it was a maze of death and cracked earth and 
there stood a Beast, so great, so ancient that he himself was part of the mountain.  

The King drew his sword but the Beast spoke quickly “’Please don’t!” 

 “Who are you and what are you doing at the gate of the Valley of 
Shadows” said the King. 

 “I was the gatekeeper, and for so long I have guarded this great gate, but I 
am so weary and cannot open it any longer.” 

 The army looked up at the gate. It was itself a mountain of steel and 
stone, as heavy as the darkness that surrounded them and more. 

 “You must help us Gatekeeper.”  Called the king. 
 “Open the gate but once more and we will destroy the evil that it guards.” 

 

 The gatekeeper moaned deeply within himself.  “I am so parched. I have 
not tasted water for so long.  If I could only have a drink, I could open the gate for 

you.” 

 “But there is no water” exclaimed a General, “We have travelled for many 
years to reach you and our stores have run dry.” 





“Then I cannot do this task,” cried out the Gatekeeper. 
 The fearful warrior watched.  As always, his trembling heart 

hearing the never ending screams and taunts of his enemies. 
“Wait.” He called out. 

“I have not water, but I have many tears on which you can refresh 
yourself.” 

The great King turned to the fearful warrior and called him 
forward. 

The gatekeeper drank; the tears of the fearful warrior were so 
many that the thirst of the enormous beast was quenched. 

“Thank you great warrior” the beast replied as he turned his great 
body and began to push the gate. He pushed and strained and struck 
the gate with great force until it gave way, began to creak and slowly, 

ever so slowly opened. 





The army of the great king proceeded into the Valley of Shadows and into a 
cavern where stood another beast, red as blood, covered in hate and murder 

and all darkness. 
He stood as tall as the cave, spear and shield clutched in his many hands, 

teeth bared and ready to feast. 
The archers of the king fired their arrows, but each did nothing to the 

scales of the beast.  The beast began to laugh at the king. 
“Fools, no weapon can destroy me, your journey has ended and your hope 

has been defeated.  There is no light or dawn for you in this place.  Your bones 
will sit here for eternity, screaming of your defeat and shame.” 

As he laughed, louder and louder the army was pushed back by falling 
rocks from the roof of the cave. 





“What do we do sire?” asked one of the generals. 
 “We must collapse this cave and entrap him in it.” 

 “But how my Lord?” 

 The fearful warriors’ heart shook and trembled as it had done in his chest 
for so long. 

 “I know how.” He called out. 
 The King called him forward.  “Do what you know then” pointed the King. 

 The fearful warrior walked to the side of the cave, to the wall. 
 Placing his chest to the wall he stood still.  His heart trembling as it had all 

these years.  Within moments the echoes of his heart began to vibrate the walls of 
the cave.  With each trembling beat, the cave shook harder and harder, stronger and 

louder.  
 The roof began to drop pebbles as it shook more and more, larger and 

larger, until the entire cave shook and trembled like his heart. 
 The red beast stopped laughing.  His bared teeth closed as he frowned in 

confusion and shock at the cave around him. 
 Large boulders began falling now, larger and larger, the cave began to 

collapse as the Beast screamed and tried to run.  But as he turned, a great boulder 
fell from the roof of the cave and crushed him. 





The fearful warrior lifted his chest from the wall and bowed to his King. 
 The King and his army climbed through the caves remains into a throne 

room. 
 At the far end of the room sat a throne with a figure so dark he appeared to 

be shining bright as the sun.   So dark, no one could look upon him. 
 “Ah great King” he stood and laughed, mocking the army in front of him. 

“You’ve come to destroy me.” 

“Yes we have” replied the King. 
 “I shall make it simple then.  Since a king cannot kill another, send your 

army to me.  If they can reach my sword, I will let them remove my head and world is 
saved.  Simple as that. 





The army stepped forward. 
 The dark King laughed. 

 “Well then, let us begin” He said, and blew a gust of stone heavy darkness at 
them.  The wind was strong as the army inched forward, pushing them back, crushing 

them under its weight.  Its’ horrible heaviness seeping into their skin, pressing into their 
hearts and minds.  Pushing them back, thrusting them back, heavier and heavier,   the load 

growing with every moment. 
 As each moment passed, more and more of the army fell, crushed or turned to 

flee, or were blown away.  
But not the fearful warrior.  He had felt the heaviest weight for so long and his legs, 

though shaky, had become strong.  His heart though trembling was strong.  Step by step 
he trudged, closer and closer.  The dark King scowled.  He blew harder.  More darkness of 
scorching screams and heaviness engulfing over the fearful warrior but with each gust of 

darkness and hate the fearful warrior continued, one step at a time. 





The dark king began to scream out and summon every voice and dark spirit, 
every horrible wind and foe, but the steps of the fearful warrior did not stop.   

The fearful warrior reached the sword.   
The dark king roared and transformed into a horrible dragon.  





  

 The fearful warrior lifted the sword 
 
 

The dark king roared,  
 
 

The fearful warrior swung the sword.  
 
 

And The Dark king his swung his gigantic dragon  claws and bore his 
teeth, darkness pouring out of them like heat from a volcano. 





and fell. 



Light emerged and swept over the throne room and through the 
courtyard and the cave, and through the gate, and through the 

valleys and mountains and rivers and over the green hills and trees 
and flowers and poured into the city and over all the sleeping people 

and they awoke into daylight. 





The fearful warrior’s heart stopped trembling. 
His hands and legs stopped shaking 

His eyes stopped pouring tears 
And the weight of it all,  

from all these years ,was gone. 
And all that was left  
All that remained. 

All that there could ever be,  
Now that the darkness was gone 

Forever vanquished 

Forever destroyed 

Forever lifted….. 



Was daylight 


