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It was a stormy night—quite unlike any the villagers had ever seen. Rain fell from the sky like diamonds glistening in the moonlight. But in this darkness, evil lurked. King Hakkan, his magician, and his army of barbarians stood below a cliff and watched the tiny village below with sinister eyes.
The villagers hid—with anxiety and terror—in their homes, watching the storm ravage their beautiful grasslands and crops. A few villagers held up their
lanterns and saw King Hakkan and the magician standing on a hilltop. Yet another bolt of lightning leapt across the sky and illuminated three equally-menacing-looking men, standing sternly between the village and the king’s
barbarians. But these were no strangers to the villagers’ eyes; they had seen this stance of bravery many times from these three men, and every time the villagers were amazed. Who were these men? they wondered.

Suddenly a booming voice rang out among the terrible music of the storm and from the valley below. “Magnus! Keep to your horse!” a man’s deep voice
sounded. The rain began to fall even harder as the skies grew darker. The proud, white stallion beside one of the three men whinnied in the tumultuous night.
“Today this village will fall, and I will then have all this land and its inhabitants. They will be my slaves and pay me taxes forever!” King Hakkan roared from
his position under the eave of the cliff, addressing the three brothers.
“Servants, plebeians, beware! We are here for one reason only: To conquer this village once and for all!” proclaimed King Hakkan. The barbarians begin to chant
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