Pages of Pain
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Pains Of TheMind

Black hair and ebony eyes, a deft chin and sun-bronzed skin, he is no denizen of mine He
shoves his way through the teeming lanes of the Lower Ward, both arms wrapped around that enormous
amphora he carries and no hand free for his sword. He wears the bronze armor of Thrassos, with no
cape to protect againg the acid haze that dways hangs in this part of the city. From his belt dangles a
purse, fat and naked, just daring some fingeramith to ply his trade. The gray-swaddled crowd swirls
around him with scarcely a stare; with Abyssd fiends and cdestid sergphim walking the streets, they
have better things to heed than wide-eyed pilgrims too naive to hide their coin.

A dlever disguise, but | know that Thrasson for a Hunter. Those ebony eyes can see through my
thickest granite wals, and that long aquiline nose can amdl a drop of blood at a hundred paces. Those
ears-smdl and shaped like shells, in the humen fashion - those ugly little ears can hear ahissof pain in the
next ward. He has one of those long forked tongues that can taste the fear of those who have. looked
upon my face. And if the Thrasson presses his hands to the cobblestones, he can fed the coldness of my
passing. | know he can.

In Sgil, the Lady of Pain dways knows. | hear dl the lies whispered into dl the tepid ears in the
dark bedchambers of dl the great manors. | see every hand tha dips into an open pocket on every
budling street, and | fed the dagger that bums in the bely of every trusing fool who ever followed a
glitter girl into a dark dley. No longer can | tdl where Sgil begins and | end; no longer can | separate
whet | perceive from what the city is. | am Sgil.

(In a dreary room where sck men dake their secret fevers, a ydlow-bruised girfl dimbs naked
from the zombie pit. She opens her pdm and walks the aides and does not cringe when the hot hands
caress her thighs. She lives the best way she can; in Sgil, the noblest act isto survive,)

| open my eyes, and the Lady of Pain is there—not just watching, but saking the Hunter up the
teeming street, with the clamor of forge hammersringing in my ears and the stink of hot dag scorching my
nodrils. Sheistal and serene, a statuesque beauty of classic features, with sulfurous eyes and a cold,
cdlousair. A hao of many-styled blades surrounds her head, some notched and pitted, others siver and
gleaming, but dl keen-edged and tainted with blood. The hem of her brocaded gown sweeps dong the
grimy cobblestones, but never sails.

My gray-swaddled denizens bustle by, blissfully unaware that she - no, | - that | wak among
them. Only if my feet break touch with the ground will they notice me, and | am careful to keep my shoes
on the street. Better for them to see the Lady of Pain when they have offended me, when they fed the
fear egting thar .bellies and hear the death gods cdling their names.

Whenever my denizens brush againg me, tiny white wdlts rise on ther skin. Before my eyes,
these bligters swdl into thumb-shaped pods. They begin to grow more dowly, then sprout dozens of
hooked spines. As the crowd mills about, the barbs catch hold of anything they touch, and the husks pass
to fresh carriers. They continue to enlarge and soon laich onto someone new, then someone ese after
that, and it is not long before a sea of bulging pods is spreading steedily outward around me.

My denizens continue to bustle about their business. They cannot see the pods, nor fed the extra
weight, nor even amdl the fetid reek that dings to their bodies. Only | perceive the husks, dowly sweling
and tuming emerald and gold and ruby and jet; only | see them oozing ydlow ichor and garting to throb
like hearts.

Thus are the four Pains spread through the multiverse— agony, anguish, misery, and despair—to
ripen and burst and bring low the mighty and the meek dike. From whence they come, | do not
remember. It may be that | create them mysdf, or that they rise from some hidden place deeper and
blacker than the bottom layer of the Abyss, where smoke hangs thick as rock and degth is the sweetest



memory. | can only say there is a void in my chest where | once had a heart, and from this emptiness
gorings dl the suffering in the multiverse.

At fird, the Pains are like a kiss, hot and bresthy and welcome. They reach out with long cgoling
fingers and make my bones hum with ddight. | warm to the touch and, though | know what must follow,
yearn for more. My flesh tingles and flushes and shudders, and the more my ecstasy builds, the more the
void pours forth. It fills me to glutting, sates me with honeyed rapture until bliss rolls haf a turn and
becomes sweset agony. Then my body nettles with a bligtering itch no ointment can hed. And the greater
my woe, the more scalding the anguish that seethes from the empty wel ingde. | bail in my own sck
regret, and | cannot staunch the flow. It billows up in white plumes and blanches my bones with sorrow; |
bum with the shame of a thousand evils | cannot recall, and dill the wel pours forth. It fills me as fire fills
aforge, until | must burst or scour mysdf clean on the svarming streets of Sgil.

They are agift, these Pains.

(A bottle of Arborea's best in one hand and a chain of Ossan pearlsin the other, a jolly merchant
home early flings open his door to see his young wifelying cold and blue on the floor, her child dinging to
her breast and walling for a reason. There is no reason; only life and suffering and then a terrible lingering
emptiness, and, hard as | try, | cannot see beyond that)

Pain can force fathers to forsake their daughters and heroes to betray ther kingdoms. It can
change the hearts of tyrants, or subdue the lands of proud and vicious warriors. It is pan that makes
wives hate husbands and immortals beg for death, and only pain that can shackle whole planes to the will
of asnglelord.

And s0 the gods send their Hunters, they thirgt for the Pains as flames thirg for tinder. The
wicked ones would make a weapon of suffering; they would spread it among their enemies and brandish
it over the heads of their comrades. And worse would the good ones do; they would drive torment from
the multiverse atogether-destroy misary if they could—and end forever dl suffering and despair.

Frauds and fools, every one - and the good ones more than the bad. Like quicksiver, pain dips
from the hand that would grasp it and divides before the blow that would cleave it. Without the Pains, the
multiverse can endure no more than wind can blow without the ar. Suffering breeds srength from
weakness, it heralds new births, it guides dl beings through life. The dead soar to oblivion on black wings
of anguish, and even pleasure springs from the same wdl as agony. To shun pan isto lie illborn forever.

(A child, wishing he could swim once more in brown waters, lies dick with sweat and speckled in
pink, his iff legs withering to usdess sticks. | have hugged him to my breast; the Pains have rooted and
sprouted unseen and unfdt, and now they have burgt It is not right, and it is not wrong; it islife)

At a crossroads, the Hunter stops and turns his head right, then left. He is looking through walls
with those ebony eyes, searching for what has dready found him. | take iminmy arms and press mysdf
close. A hundred blisters sprout benegth his armor, and 4ill | hold the Thrasson tight as a lover; | hold
him tight so the pods will root deep, deep down in his soul and not rub off.

His body tenses.

That huge amphora dips through his arms and nearly crashes to the street. He cries out and drops
to his hedls. He catchesiit, and gives out along breathy sigh, as though smashing that jar would be worse
then dying.

Perhaps it would. There is a golden net insde, god-enchanted just to catch me.

The Thrasson baances the amphora on the street and dowly turns, his free hand on his sword
and his eyes narrowed. It may be that he fdt a chill beneath his armor, as though a ghost had embraced
him, but he cannot be certain. So sudden and flegting was the touch that even now he wonders if he
imagined it The crowd swirls past, curang him for afool or a madman and keeping a watchful eye on his
wesgpon hand. Though | stand less than a pace away, of course he cannot see me. Soon enough, he
decides it was nothing more than a sudden case of armor itch. He takes up the amphora again and bulls
hisway back into the crowd. Already, | see a thousand hooked spines stabbing through his backplate.

Do not cdl it revenge-never revenge. Even the gods deserve their pain, and the Thrasson shdll
beer it to them.



Hall Of Marble

After so many hours harrowing Sgil's teeming lanes, what does the Thrasson think when at last
he plows through the crowd and sees the Blue Hal looming ahead? | know. The Lady of Pain dways
knows, and she will tdl you:

The Hdl of Information looked exactly as twenty or more peevish direction-givers had sad it
would: an imposing monalith of pae blue marble, with a roof of black date and three massve columns
graddling a pair of gray entrance ramps. Inscribed on the capitds of the three pillars were the words
"Cooperation," "Compliance" and "Control," an oddly ominous motto for what was purported to be a
service bureau. A web of fracture lines laced the "Cooperation” post, which, despite a supporting cage of
ged braces, appeared on the verge of collapse.

Clutching his amphorain both arms and pushing through a torrent of drab-cloaked beings-human
and otherwise - the Thrasson angled across Crystd Dew Avenue toward the ramp between
"Compliance' and "Control." The nearer he approached the hdl, the less he agreed with the churls who
hed cdled it "an edifice of datdly grandeur.” Even a Smple man of action could see that the building
suffered from a dumsy attempt to subgtitute opulence for taste. The stark bands of the onyx corner
boards made a mockery of the marble facade's soft swirls, while the turquoise window casings looked
like the painted eyes of a common harlot. The door guards, with their crimson breastplates and rusty
shoulder spikes, added just the splash of blood to make a vulgar mess of the whole thing.

Jewd of the Infinite Planes indeed! Sgil so far had been a bitter disappointment to the Thrasson.
So thick was the ginger air thet it dragged over his face like cobwebs; just breathing the awful uff filled
histhroat with a burning, acrid grit. In some wards, the avenues ran ankle-deep with swill, and in others,
amean could hardly shove hisway through the throngs that packed the streets. Everywhere, the constant
drizzle stained the dreary building facades with runnds of ydlow sulfur. Upon each sweltering breeze
came a sench more rancid than the last, and nowhere did the dlamor ebb for even a momen.

The Thrasson had heard that Sigil was shaped like the indde of a floating whed, and that if he
looked gtraight up, he would see the roofs of distant buildings instead of sky. So far, he had seen nathing
but a sck, brown haze. It was sad that the dty was the hub of the multiverse, that somewhere in its
bounds lay a portd to each world in the infinite planes; to the Thrasson, it seemed that every one of those
portals was the wrong end of a garbage chute. He wanted nothing more than to complete his task and be
gone from the place.

The Thrasson dimbed the ramp and crossed the portico, unabashedly returning the stern glower
of the guards. He would have welcomed a chdlenge, so anxious was he to vent his frugtration. In addition
to the difficulties of ddivering the amphora, no onein the city seemed to know of him. He did not expect
them to recognize him by sight, or anything so foolish, but it did seem reasonable to assume that by now
his deeds would have been sung in even the lowliest gutter house of Sgil. Yet, when he introduced
himsdlf, he dill had to recount his entire lig of fests - at least those he could remember - and even after he
described the fdling of the Acherian Giant, most people smply turned away in indifference. The only
ones interested in him were the thieves eyeing his heavy purse and the guides who, hearing the name of
the one he wished to find, scurried away without naming a price.

Asthe Thrasson neared the entrance, the sentries reached over and pushed open the doors. They
gave no sautation or comment, and their faces betrayed no hint of ether respect or disdain. They were
smply holding the doors for a man burdened with a heavy amphora

That anonymous courtesy made the Thrasson's belly bum with indignity. Still, as it was the burden
of fame to suffer ignorance in good grace, he paused long enough to utter a few sentences of thanks.

"Bar that, pd," answered the talest guard, a square-chinned fdlow with a two-day growth of
beard on his cheeks. "We'd do the same for any blood. Now get on with it." He jerked his head toward
the entrance. "Madame Mok don' like us Ietting in drafts.”

The Thrasson stepped into a murky foyer of blue marble, where he found himsdf ganding at the
end of a serpentine vistors queue. The line switched back and forth a dozen times until it findly stopped



before a high, looming counter of black marble. The massve desk stood directly beneath a glowing
chanddier of blue-green beryl crystds. It was flanked by a par of dlver, hand-shaped braziers, from
which rose two plumes of pink, apple-sweet incense smoke.

Behind the lofty counter sat a sSngle bespectacled clerk, hunched over the bench and usng quill
and ink to scratch notes into a parchment ledger. From the wooly ngp atop his head rose the
double-curled horns of a bariaur, a sort of goatlike centaur that roamed many of the multiverse's planes.
The Thrasson had dready been surprised by the hundreds of bariaur pushing through Sign's packed
dreets; in his own plane, Arborea, the bariaur were an unsettled, carefree race who would sooner lesp
into a cesspool than enter a city. He found it difficult to believe that any of them actudly abided in Sgil,
much less worked indde a gloomy building like the Hdl of Informétion.

The Thrasson considered the line only a moment before deciding it was beneath him to wait.
Scattered among the humans were frog-faced daadi, dwarves both bearded and bad, a svdte trio of
eves, even alizardlike khaasta warrior, but he saw no sgn of anyone who matched his own stature. Had
he seen the shimmering fegthers of an astral deva's sergphic wings, perhaps, or the samoking horns of a
great baatezu lord, he might have waited. As matters stood, however, it seemed apparent that his
business took precedence over that of anyone dsein the foyer.

The Thrasson pushed draight through the looped line, issuing slem yet polite commands for those
ahead to stand aside. The humans obeyed, of course, though it surprised him to note how many of them
looked taken aback. Even in Sgil, it should have been obvious from his bearing and fine armor that he
was aman of renown, beloved of the gods and deserving of al respect

When the Thrasson reached the khaasta, the reptilian suddenly raised itstal to block the way and
craned its Snuous neck around to glare. The warrior's head was typicaly lacertilian: aflat wedge that was
modly snout, with along, stupid grin and beady dit-pupiled eyes that betrayed no emotion at dl.

"You walt like the ressst of ussssss, berk."

The Thrasson regarded the tall. The thickness of a humen leg, it was armored in lesthery scales
and braided with the rippling Snews of a race not far removed from the brute. The gppendage was no
meatch for the star-forged blade in the Thrasson's scabbard, but he had no wish to punish the khaasta so
sverdy. He threw one leg over the tail, then forced the scaly appendage downward until he had it
trapped between his knees.

"You would be wise to defer to your better.”

The khaasta's head began to bob in that angry lizard way, then its scdy hand dropped toward a
broad mangkin belt.

The Thrasson snapped his hips forward, trgpping the tal behind one knee and before the other,
then scissored hislegs. With a sharp pop, the appendage kinked and went limp. The reptilian roared and
produced a tiletto from its belt shegeth, but with its broken tail dill trapped between the Thrasson's legs, it
was hdpless to spin and attack.

At the head of the line, the old bariaur scowled and looked up from his ledger. "Here now!
What's dl this?' He peered over his spectacles at the growling khaasta. "People are working. If you can't
be quigt, Il ask you to leave

The khaasta quickly dipped his dagger out of Sght. "Assssk me to leave?' He pointed a Sngle
ydlow tadon at the Thrasson, who released his tall and continued to push toward the counter. "Theat
berk'sss the one who'sss shoving ahead!”

The bariaur studied the disheveled line, then turned his glower upon the advancing Thrasson. "We
have proceduresin this hdl. Youll have to sand in line like everyone e

"Do you not know me, old sr?' The Thrasson hipped asde a scowling dwarf and continued
forward. "Have you not heard of the dayer of the Hydra of Thrassos, the tamer of the Hebron Crocodile,
the bane of Abudrian Dragons, the savior of the Virgins of Marmara...."

He reached the counter, and the bariaur leaned over his desk to scowl down. & the Thrasson,
who continued to lig hisfegts ". . . the champion of Ilyrian Kings, the killer of the Chalcedon Lion-"

"No, | have not heard of you," the bariaur interrupted, "nor do | much care what you've done. If
you can't comply with the rules, I'll have you removed.”



The clerk cast ameaningful glance toward the door. The two sentries now stood ingde the foyer,
gaing at the Thrasson as though they had expected trouble from him al aong.

"What'ssss of me tal?' complained the khaasta. "Theresss lawsss againssst the bresking of
tailssss, there isss3"

The sentries nodded, more to each other then the khaasta, then snapped their glaives to the
advance guard and started forward. The crowd parted to let them through, and the bariaur scowled
down at the Thrasson.

"Isthis true? Did you assault the reptilian?”

"I caused him no serious injury.” The Thrasson's tone was sharp, for it had been the khaasta who
had wronged him. "He dared block my path, and even you mug see tha my concerns take precedence
here

The bariaur arched his brow, then raised a hand to stop the two sentries. "Are you dedaring an
Emergency Priority?’

"I it means | am entitled not to wait, then yes™”

The bariaur licked his lips, then clasped his hands on his desk and leaned on his elbows. "The
proper procedure is to announce the Emergency Priority to the door guards, who will then certify that
you have the proper funds and escort you to the front of the ling, so as to create minimd disturbance and
avoid unpleasant incidents such as the bresking of talls" The clerk made a sour face and glanced a the
khaasta, then looked back to the Thrasson. "However, Snce you have dready reached the counter, we
will skip certification and proceed directly to collection. Y ou may now present the fee"

" Fee?"

"Ten gold pieces.” The bariaur's eyes grew large and menacing behind his spectacles. "Otherwise,
every sod who came through those doors would declare an Emergency Priority, would he not?"

When the Thrasson did not immediadly produce the fee, the guards began to advance again. "By
order of the Hal of Speakers, fdse dedaming is a crime againd the Lady's Order,” sad the talest one,
who had spoken to the Thrasson before. "Crimes againg the Lady's Order are punisheble by a sentence
of not less than—"

"I have the fea"

The Thrasson placed the amphora on the floor and balanced it againgt the counter with his leg,
then opened his purse and counted out the gold. Ten gold coins would buy a lot of wine, but he could
aways get free wine back in Thrassos. He passed the coins up to the bariaur, who confirmed the count,
entered the amount in his ledger, and dropped the coinsinto a dot on the surface of his bench.

"Do you want a receipt?"

"No. | want..."

The bariaur raised a finger to slence the Thrasson, then produced a large iron bell from behind
his bench. He rang it sx times. Though the talling was not particularly loud, it reverberated through the
cavernous hdl as dearly as birdsong. By the time the last kndl had died away, a gentle murmur had
aisen to fill the entire structure. A trio of human youths, dl dressed in pale blue uniforms with ugly red
shoulder sashes, rounded a comer and stood at attention beside the counter. Around the opposite corner
came another 9x guards, dl wearing the same red plate armor as the door sentries. These men positioned
themselves between the crowd and the counter, holding their glaives a port arms. From somewhere in
the depths of the building echoed the measured clatter of four hooves clacking upon the marble floor.

The bariaur dipped his quill in the ink, then poised it over his ledger and peered down at the
Thrasson.

"Name?'

The Thrasson hesitated, loathe to admit his one weakness in public. An impatient murmur rustled
through the lobby, and the guards began to push the crowd back.

"Name?'

"|-er-uh, why ismy name important?'

The bariaur's eye twitched. "We have our procedures, berk. Name?'

"You dare cdl me—" The Thrasson bit his tongue, reminding himsdf that he needed the bariaur's



cooperation to keep the promise he had made. "I-uh-I can't tdl you my name"

Deep in the building, the steady dacking of hooves grew louder, and the two door sentries
stepped to the Thrasson's flanks. "Can't, or won't, berk?"

"I cannot." Though hardly intimidated by the guards, the Thrasson forced himsdf to answer
politey. His task did riot cal for the shedding of blood, and it was the halmark of a true champion never
to cause unnecessary harm. "'l don't know my name. | recal nothing before awakening on the shore near
Thrassos, where the ditizens were kind enough to care for me until 1 could repay ther hospitdity by
daying the great hydra. Not long after, | heard of the mighty crocodile menacing the fishermen of the river
Hebrus, so | journeyed-"

"Yes, yes, | have heard dl that," the bariaur snorted. "But what am | to put in the ledger? He who
dew the Hydra of Thrassos, then tamed the Hebron Crocodile, and on and on? | only have one line™

The Thrasson thought for a moment, and while he thought, the dlacking of hooves deep in the
building continued to grow louder. At last, he looked up. "The people of Thrassos cdl me the Amnesan
Hero. That should fit on oneline”

The bariaur nodded sagely. "The Amnesian Hero it is, then." He scrawled in his ledger, then
dipped hisquill again. "And may | put down Thrassos, Layer the First, Arborea, as your home?'

The Amnesan Hero nodded. "That is the only home | know."

The bariaur wrote this as wdl, then peered down a the Thrasson. "I'll grant that not knowing
your own name is serious, but it hardly seems an Emergency Priority.” He dipped his quill arid, dmost
sympatheticdly, said, "Still, you paid the fee and | can't get it back for you. Who would you like to see
fird? The Bureau of Human Affairs, or perhaps the Nonplanar Races Commisson? By the Emergency
Priorities Edict of the Hdl of Speakers, you have a maximum of ten appointments to answer a Sngle
Quetion.”

The Amnesian Hero fet an unexpected flutter in his ssomach. "You can tdl me who | am?’

The bariaur smacked hislips. "I'm not authorized to dispense that information.” His quill remained
poised over the ledger. "My duties are limited Strictly to the scheduling of gppointments. Now, whom do
you wish to see?"

The Amnesan Hero came close to requesting the Bureau of Human Affars, but at the last
moment found the strength to resist the temptation. Whoever he was, he was certainly a man of renown,
and men of renown did not put their persona needs above their promises.

"If you don't know who you wish to see, | am authorized to giveyou a lig.”

The clacking of hooves deeper in the building grew so loud that the Thrasson expected to see an
enormous bariaur rounding the counter at any moment. Voices in the impaient crowd began shouting
suggestions, some more polite than others. The guards yeled back, bdlowing warnings about saying in
control and complying with the rules. To make his answer heard above the clamor, the Amnesan Hero
nearly had to shout.

"I'm not here about my name. | want to see the Lady of Pan!"

The old bariaur yanked off his spectacles, and, save for the mounting echoes of hooves on
marble, the chamber abruptly fdl slent. The clerk leaned out over the counter and, bushy white brows
haf-arched, peered down a the Amnesan Hero.

"Pardon me. Did you say, the Lady of Pan?'

The Amnesan Hero nodded. "l did." He gestured a the large amphora he was ill baancing
agand the counter. "'l have agift for her."

Nervous laughter rustled through the crowd, drawing severd stem threats from the guards. On
the other dde of the counter, the steady clacking of the hooves suddenly ceased. The bariaur's face
turned a deep shade of crimson.

"Thisisno timefor jokes, berk! Y ou're the one who declared an information emergency!”

"l am not joking," the Amnesian Hero replied. "l came to ddiver a gift to the Lady of Pain. My
quedtion is where do | find her palace?’

A brief clatter sounded from the rear of the counter, then a second bariaur appeared beside the
clerk. She was by far the largest the Amnesan Hero had ever seen - at least that he remembered



seeing-looming afull head above her associate. In fact, she was S0 large that the silk-draped swel of her
broad, goatlike forequarters was visble over the lip of the counter. Her face was gaunt and amazingly
flat, save for along narrow nose hanging like a bartizan over her gash of a mouth. Her hair was dyed the
same pae blue as the hdl's marble wadls, and she wore it in a long, unruly mop that could not quite
conced the two golden horns curling back from her temples.

The Amnesian Hero fet his mouth gaping open. He promptly clamped it shut and averted his
gaze. Horns were something of a deformity on femde bariaur, and it would be unseemly to stare.

The femde took a moment to glower over the crowd, then turned her glare upon the clerk. "You
rang the emergency bel, Earlick?!

Though she pronounced it "Earick,” Erlik was a common enough name for the Thrasson to
suspect she was being intentiondly insulting.

Without looking the femde in the eyes, Erlik nodded. "I did, Madame Mok." The clerk squinted
a his ledger and lad a finger on the appropriate line "A human, one Amnesan Hero of Thrassos,
Arborea, Layer the Fird, declared an Emergency Priority and paid the fee"

Madame Mok glared down a the Amnesan Hero, her sour face now absolutely curdled. "And
this Amnesan Hero, has he no red name, Earlick?"

"None that | can recdl.” The Amnesan Hero was tired of beng treated as though he were not
there. "l remember nathing before awakening on the shore near Thrassos, where the kind citizens cared
for me until | grew strong enough to repay them by daying a hydra that had-"

"Slence, berk!" Madame Mok snapped. "We have our proceduresinthishdl....”

The Amnesan Hero brigtled under the rebuff, but indined his head politely and adlowed Erlik to
answer for him.

Erlik swalowed, then licked hislips. "The Amnesian Hero cannot recdl hisname.”

"I see. And has a Mercykiller confirmed his dam? Or could this be another attempt by the Hal
of Records to embarrass us?'

The color drained from Erlik's face. "I d-don't have the auth-th-thority to auth-th-thorize-"

"Of course you dont." Madame Mok turned to the Amnesan Hero, then pointed a one of the
door sentries ganding beside him. ™Y ou will ook into the Mercykiller's eyes and repeat your name."

Growing more perturbed with each passng moment, the Amnesan Hero turned to the guard.
Though there were not many Mercykillers in Arborea, the Thrasson had heard the name before. They
were a group of fanatics who dispensed "judtice’ to the "guilty”-though no one in Arborea seemed to
have a clear idea of who the guilty were or what justice they received.

The Amnesan Hero met the Mercykiller's gaze, and the sentry's pupils suddenly seemed as
gimmering and dark as cavern pools. The Thrasson fdt a gentle tingle behind his brow and redlized the
fdlow was looking someplace beyond his eyes. It did not matter to the Amnesan Hero; the best thing
that could happen to him would be for the guard to discover that he did know his name.

"I cannot remember my name” said the Thrasson. "I recal nothing before awakening on—"

"That's enough - | don't need your whole life history.” The Mercykiller turned to Madame Mok
and nodded. "Hestdling the truth.”

She amiled rather wickedly. "Now that we have established who you are - or, rather, who you
are nor - what do you want from the Hal of Information? | believe | overheard something about a gift?'

"For the Lady of Pain." The Amnesan Hero rested a hand on his amphora. "My quedtion is
where do | find her pdace?'

Again, a nervous chuckle rose from the crowd. Even Madame Mok sneered in amusement. "And
this gift, it is from you?'

The Amnesan Hero scowled. "Am | not the one who paid good gold to have his question
answered?'

"You pad to have your gppointments expedited - as they have been,” Madame Mok corrected.
"But | am in control here. If you wish to have your question answered, you must comply with my
procedures.

The Amnesan Hero ground his teeth and said nothing.



"Isthe gift your own?" demanded Madame Mok.

"No, | am only the bearer. The gift comes from Posaidon, King of Seas and Cleaver of Lands"

Madame Mok's face turned as pale as dabaster. An astonished drone buzzed through the foyer,
and people who had been waiting in line dl day long began to scramble for the exits. The guards turned
away from the crowd and formed a ring around the Amnesan Hero, who, though surprised by the
reaction, was glad to be at last accorded the proper respect.

"Posaidon?' Madame Mok asked. "The god Poseidon?”

"Of course. What morta would dare send a gift to the ruler of Sgil?"

Madame Mok fixed the Amnesan Hero with her harshest stare. The Thrasson stood proudly
while she scrutinized his patrician features, the rich red tint of his bronze armor, the slver-gilded hilt of his
star-forged sword, even the polished legther of his sandd straps. When her gaze findly returned to his
face, her expresson had changed from imperious to suspicious. She dipped back from the counter's front
edge.

"Youre a proxy, then?'

"Hardly. A proxy is a servant. | am a man of renown, beloved of the people and favored of the
gods, as befits the bearer of a gift from the King of Sees.”

The color began to return to Madame Mok's face. "Then you are not invested with Poseidon's
power?'

"I have might enough of my own." The Amnesan Hero glanced contemptuoudy at the ring of
glave blades levded at his chest. "Now, if you will direct me to the Lady's palace, | will ddiver the gift
and be gone from this swarming city."

"And this gift, what is it?" Madame Mok leaned over the counter to peer down a the amphora
"Some of that rancid pine sap you Thrassons cdl wine?'

"I suspect not." Poseidon had told the Amnesan Hero only that the jar contained a treasure that
the Lady of Pain had lost before the founding of Sigil. "However, since the Cleaver of Lands bade me
never to remove the stopper, | cannot say what the amphora holds - nor would I, if | knew. What passes
between Poseidon and the Lady of Pain is no business of mine - or yours”

Madame Mok's face grew pinched and red. "In this hdl, | decide what is my business and what
isnot!"

"Then you remove the stopper.” The Amnesian Hero waved at the amphora. "If the contents are
truly the concern of the Hal of Information, it will not trouble the Lady that you opened her gift."

The Thrasson's mocking manner drew none of the expected sniggers from the guards. Instead,
Madame Mok studied him with narrowed eyes for severa moments, until findly the shadow of a amile
crept across her lips.

She shrugged. "As you wish. The amphora's contents are no concern of mine. | was only trying to
do you a favor, Thrasson."

"I am sure you intend to tel me how."

Madame Mok nodded, accepting the sarcasm with surprisng humility. "Tel me, how much do
you recdl about the Lady of Pan?'

" know only what the King of Seas told me" the Amnesian Hero admitted. "She is the winsome
ruler of Sgil, done and doof, and very sad.”

"All that istrue, of course, but sheisdso quick to anger. If she didikes the gift, she will certainly
day you."

"I thank you for the warning, Madame Mok." The Amnesian Hero believed at least this much of
what she said. Conditions in Sgil ceartainly suggested the city's ruler was cdlous and crud. Sill, the
Thrasson had every intention of ddlivering the amphora. Poseidon had promised to restore his memory
once the Lady of Pan received her gift. "We men of renown mus accept such risks, so | would be
grateful if you would direct me to the Lady of Pain's palace.

Madame Mok gave him an acid amile. "Certainly. It will be a pleasure to get you out of my hdl. |
trust that heavy purse of yours contains five more gold pieces?'

Though the Thrasson would gladly have parted with the coins just to learn the location and be on



hisway, a Mercykiller stepped to the counter and amed a glaive a Madame Mok's breast.

"By edict of the Hall of Speakers: bribery, or the solicitation thereof, is punishable by-"

Madame Mok dapped the glave asde. "Buckle your bone-box! I'm not hunting a gamish.” She
turned back to the Amnesian Hero. "Do you haveit or not?'

The Thrasson opened his purse and withdrew five ydlow coins, then raised a hand toward the
counter. Madame Mok shook her head and pointed at the square-chinned Mercykiller who had accused
her of soliciting a bribe.

"Giveit to Cwano."

The Amnesian Hero passed the money to the guard, who held the coins a arm's length and
grimaced as though dutching a handful of scorpions.

"What am | to do with these?'

Madame Mok pointed &t the door. "Go outside and hire éght lantern boys and a sedan chair for
the Amnesan Hero."

"A sedan char?'

"Of course. Hell need to show the proper dignity when he goes to see the Lady.” Madame Mok
looked down at the Amnesian Hero, then glanced a his open purse and sneered. "In fact, I'm sure he has
coin for each of you Mercykillers as well. Why don't you give him a full escort and make sure he arives
a the Gatehouse in gyle?’

"Are you sure that will do?' The Amnesian Hero shoved his hand into his purse. "I have more
gold. Perhaps you want to come too?"

Madame Mok smirked and shook her head. "That isn't necessary. Eight Mercykillers should be
enough - even for you, Thrasson.”

Bleak House

How sgudid the Amnesian Hero mudt find the Hive as he rides down Whisper Way in his elegant
sedan chair, borne over the muck and the dudge on the hulking shoulders of four white-tusked ogres,
four lantern boys leading the way and four more bringing up the rear, four Mercykillers to the left and
four more to the right. How he mus despise the grimy bloodblades who dip dong the mud brick
tenements, shadowing his chair, balancing the heft of his purse againg the swiftness of his guards bare
blades. How he mugt abhor the droning black flies that hang in the air as thick as drops during a rainfall,
feeding upon the gink of a street knee-deep in carrion and offd. How he mugt pity the gray armies of
children, with their wooden forks and their Sarving eyes and their rat-hunt scramble.

How the Thrasson curses the wickedness of cdlous, foul Sgil, until he comes a last to the
Marble Didrict, where the buildings are tdl and stony and black with soot. His bearers turn down
Bedlam Run toward the Lady's paace, and how he gasps at its sorawling, begrimed magesty.

The Gatehouse looks like no palace the Amnesan Hero has ever seen. Large enough to house
the Cleaver of Lands himsdf, its shape, that of an immense battle crown with a long, blocky wing
Soreading outward from each side. The wdls were as drab as mudstone and as high as diffs, ther faces
striped by three mundane rows of amdl square windows. The mogt driking feature was the central gate
tower, an immense hdmlike turret crested by sx curving spires that arched inward toward a centrd
minaret so high the apex was logt in Sign's brown fog. The gate itsdf was an impossibly huge porteullis,
with bars the sze of Arborean cypress trees and spaces through which a titan could have passed.

A long gtring of gray flecks stretched from this entrance hafway down Bedlam Way. So dwarfed
by the Gatehouse's immendty were these specks that the Amnesan Hero did not recognize them as
people for saverad minutes, until his bearers had carried him close enough to make out the shapes of their
heads stting atop their hunched shoulders. The column packed the street completely, leaving only enough
room for area resdents to squeeze dong the tenement fronts on the way to and from ther homes. The
Thrasson groaned, redizing that thiswas aline of petitioners, waiting to see the Lady of Pain.

"Lock that bone-box, berk!" hissed Cwaino, who was marching ong outside the chair box. "In



this part of town, sniveding draws bloodblades like flashing gold draws glitter girls™

"I do not snivd. As for your bloodblades, et them come. | would welcome the fight" The
Amnesan Hero glared at the supplicants ahead, wondering how many coins it would cost to declare an
Emergency Priority to bypass them. "Is no placein Sgil free of these mongtrous lines?!

Cwaino squinted at the wretched column. "Bar that. If you wait, | wait—and I'm not daying
down here a minute longer than | need to."

The assartion seemed bold for a mere guard, but the Amnesian Hero would be glad to avoid
paying more bribes. He was running low on gold, and he hated nothing more than relying on the good will
of othersfor hiswine.

As the Thrasson's procession approached the line of supplicants, the four Mercykillers moved
forward to shove people out of the way. The petitioners grudgingly yielded to the rough treatment,
pressng aside just far enough to let the sedan char pass. Most were humans, but the Amnesan Hero
adso saw bariaur, dves, dwarves, ogres, khaasta, githzera, and a few other races he had never before
encountered - at least that he could recall. All had gaunt, haunted faces wearied by hunger and despair,
and the soiled rags hanging from their bony shoulders hardly resembled the bejeweled foppery of most
royd supplicants.

The Thrasson saw teary-eyed women supporting drooling elders whose glassy eyes were looking
somewhere far beyond. He saw londy naked orphans with swollen bdlies and skin hanging loose on thar
crooked bones. He saw burly guards holding the leashes of wild-faced men with shackled hands, he saw
coughing, quivering women trembling with age and flushed with fever, but nowhere did he see anyone
arrayed inwhat Madame Mok caled "the proper syle" Asde from his own, there were no sedan chairs,
no lantern boys or guards, not even a sngle figure dressed in a cloak decent enough to hang in a
shepherd's hut.

Cwalno reached up to draw the chair curtain closed.

The Thrasson grabbed the cloth and hdd it open. "What do you hope to hide, Cwano? I've
dready seen tha those poor wretches hardly look like royd supplicants.”

Cwalno appeared vagudy uncomfortable, but chuckled grimly. "Who dse would they be?' He
shoved aside a babbling madman whose handler had dropped the leash. "You cant think a sane man
would - er, sony. That must be why Poseldon sent you."

The Amnesian Hero locked gazes with the Mercykiller. "I hope you are not trying to say thet |
am demented.”

Cwano sneered, while at the same time hagtening to shake his head as though he had been
terribly misunderstood. "A cutter like yoursdf? 'Course not!" There was a mocking tone to his voice. "I'm
only talking about your condition. Poseidon wouldn't send no blood with a memory to ddiver his present.
Any berk who can remember hdf what he's heard about the Lady of Pain would sooner jump into the
Abyss than stand face-to-face with her.”

The Amnesan Hero sat back and nodded thoughtfully. Despite Cwalno's condescending manner,
there was truth in what he said. The King of Seas was by nature a sdfish god, hardly the type to restore a
morta's lost memoriesin return for asmple errand like ddivering a gift. Since accepting the amphora, the
Thrasson had been expecting to run into some such trouble. Now that he findly had some idea of its
nature, he was amost relieved.

"If the Lady is so terrible to face, why are dl these people walting to see her?' As the Amnesan
Hero studied the throng of dismd supplicants, it occurred to him they dl had an abundance of one thing.
"Do the wretches not fear the Lady because of the gifts they bring her?"

Cwalno eyed the derdicts with a disdanful smirk. "And what could the Lady want from these
sods?!

"Thar suffering, of course! That'swhy sheis cdled the Lady of Pain, isit not?"

Cwalno, sneered, but was careful to nether nod his head nor shake it. "Youll see soon enough,
Thrason.”

The Mercykiller pointed forward, where his three crowd-breaking companions had just pushed
through into a large open square. A dozen menin cloaks of bright, spangled colors were cavorting in the



space, legping and tumbling and soringing off their hands both forward and backward, dl the while
voidng adismd, deep-throated dirge with no words the Amnesian Hero could identify.

On the far gde of the square stood the yavning mouth of the Gatehouse's centra tower. There
were no guards in the area other than the dtrange acrobats, yet the crowd made no effort to creep
forward. They seemed entirdy resigned to their wait. From them, even the frantic energy of the tumblers
drew no more than gray, disinterested stares.

The scene kindled afeding of sad inevitahility in the Amnesian Hero. The sensation had a vague
familiaity that he sometimes experienced in moments of empathy, as though senang the emotions of
others could trigger the sentimental dregs of his own logt history. The Thrasson made no effort to cdl
forth the memory which gtirred the emation; a thousand times he had tried to fish his past from such
resdues, and never did he draw up more than frustration and biting despair.

The Mercykillers led the processon draight across the square, marching through the acrobats
performance without a word of gpology. The intruson bothered no one, least of dl the tumblers, who
incorporated it into their act by doing handsprings between the armored guards and somersaults under
the chair box. One exceptiondly lithe performer leaped high over the forward bearers to come down,
light as a feather, on the support shafts before the chair box. He squatted there like a frog with red mad
eyes, glaing at the Thrasson and Snging in a high, jittery voice:

"O tower not of ivory, but builded
By hands that reach heaven from hell;
O mystical rose of the mire,

O house not of gold but of gain,

O house of unguenchablefire,
Our Lady of Pain!"

The Amnesan Hero leaned forward, carefully consdering the words of the mad-eyed acrobat. In
the Thrasson's experience, the accomplishment of any greet feat required the solving of a riddle, and the
fdlow's strange words were nothing if not an enigma. He weighed each dement of the song: a tower built
by hands that stretched from the Lower Planes to the Upper, a magic rose growing in dime, a house of
gan and unquenchable fire

"Of coursel" The Thrasson peered past the acrobat, noting the overdl shape of the Gatehouse.
The central tower was clearly a crowned head. The side wings could be taken for arms, while the comer
towers bore a superficid resemblance to closed figs. "The Gatehouse is the Lady of Pan!" The acrobat
cackled and bobbed his head, snging:

"I have passed from the outermost portal
Tothe shrinewherea sinisa prayer;
What care though the service be mortal ?
O our Lady of Torture, what care?
All thine the last winethat | pour is,
The last in the chalice we drain.”

This riddle was even smpler than the las, divided as it was into two-line sections, and the
Amnesan Hero was dmogt disgppointed in the answer.

"Often have | been warned to abandon hope before entering some dank place. Many times has
someone assured me | would find only anguish insde, or warned me the place's terrible occupant would
pour my lifeblood upon the stones. Yet, it is dways | that return to the light, and it is dways my sword
that is smeared with seaming black gore." The Thrasson glanced past the acrobat and saw that they had
nearly reached the looming bars of the portcullis. "You must do better than that to frighten the Amnesian
Hero."

The acrobat smiled grimly and opened his mouth to speak again-then the shaft of Cwalno's glave



caught imin the head and sent him flying.

"That's enough blather, addle-covel” The Mercykiller rolled his eyes and turned to the Amnesan
Hero. "Pay him no attention. They do that to every poor sod we bring down here. It means nothing.”

Quiely seething at his guard for interrupting the third riddle, the Amnesan Hero watched the
acrobat gather himsdf up. "Everything means something.”

"Not down hereit dont.”

The Amnesian Hero looked forward and saw that they had reached the jaws of the great gate
tower. He expected the Mercykillers to stop at the threshold and send himinto the bleak place aone, but
they did not hestate to escort him ingde. The Thrasson found himsdf in a circular courtyard surrounded
by high, gloomy wadls. An enormous mosaic of gray-shaded basdt covered the floor, so large tha the
Thrasson could determine only that the pattern represented some twisted conglomeration of bones. A
hendful of brightly-cloaked attendants and despairing supplicants stood scattered dong the curving walls,
their voicesfilling the area with a gentle murmur of sobbing and softly uttered words of comfort.

Hdfway across the circle, the huge portcullis divided the courtyard in two. The bars looked more
enormous than ever, descending from a vaulted haf-cealing high overhead to rest indde a set of immense
lock wells. The Thrasson could not imagine the creature the gate was meant to keep out, but it seemed
clear enough that the present occupants never raised the portcullis. The lock wells were so full of rust and
corrosion that a hdo of orange crust covered the floor around the base of each bar.

The Amnesian Hero's procession passed through the gate without having to tighten its formation.
The back hdf of the courtyard, covered as it was by a second hdf-celling, was even gloomier than the
front. The square eyes of dozens of candle-lit windows peered out from the depths of the citade, bardly
illumineting dozens of brown dains that trailed down the wals from a lesky roof. The steady drone of
solemn voices, frequently punctuated by an echoing scream from some place deeper in the building, filled
the air with a grating hum.

Asthe eyes of the Amnesan Hero adjusted to the dim light, he saw that this area was far more
crowded than the front hdf of the courtyard. To his left, along line of petitioners waited before an iron
door, patiently dlowing a colorfully dressed attendant to sprinkle powder over ther filthy heads. In the
back of the enclave, a spangle-cloaked dwarf kneded before another iron door. He was walling madly
and, despite the efforts of two escorts to restrain him, beating hmsdf fiercely about the head. A short
distance away, another pair of burly attendants had the arms of a lithe, black-caped woman stretched
taut between them. She seemed to be glaing a a gentle-looking df who stood a safe distance away,
addressing her in avoice of honey and holding his pams spread open. Behind him, a third iron door led
deeper into the palace.

Cwano led the Amnesian Hero's procession past this group, then stopped. Fifteen paces ahead,
before yet another iron door, stood a second df who bore a brotherly resemblance to the firs one.
Along with a smdl group of brightly cloaked attendants, he was sudying a dazed man with the tip of a
tongue showing a the comer of his mouth.

Cwalno turned to the Amnesian Hero. "I'll arrange an audience with the Lady of Pain. You wait
here"

After the Amnesian Hero nodded his assent, Cwano marched over to the second df's group and
shouldered past the brightly cloaked attendants. The Thrasson watched until the Mercykiller began to
whisper into the df's ear, then turned his gaze upon the black-caped woman being restrained near his
sedan chair.

It isa ploy, of course. While he watches the woman, the Amnesian Hero is ligening to every
word Cwano says. The Mercykiller does not redize this, only | know that the Thrasson is a Hunter,
gifted by the gods with those ugly little ears that can hear the spider in the comer Sghing.

"Madame Mok's sent a specid barmy for you, Tyvold." The Mercykiller points at the sedan
chair, but the Amnesan Hero, cunning as dways, pretends not to notice. He continues to stare at the
black-caped woman, as though he finds her more interesting than any discussion about his fate. "Sod
dams he can't remember his own name."

Tyvold sneers and does not look toward the Amnesian Hero. "Did he wait in the Sdvation Line?'



"What do you think? I'm going to camp down here twenty days?'

Tyvold shrugs. "That is your choice, of course” He turns away from Cwalno. "This isnt the
Prison, you know. Mercykillers have to wait like everyone e

"That 07" Cwano demands. "And maybe Factol Lhar wants to show me permits for those
Blesk Caba soup houses springing up dl over the city? If every letter ain't just right, you can be sure he
won't have to wait inline a our place”

Tyvold's kindly features diffen into a mask of anger. He knowsit isa sgn of inner deficiency for a
high-up in the Bleak Caba to show irritation-it suggests that he himsdf is nearing readiness for the Grim
Retreat-but the df cannot help it. The Mercykillers, with ther blind devotion to "justice’ and "order," are
the worst of the Deluded. Not only do they think the multiverse has meaning, they are convinced it is thar
duty to impose that meaning on everyone else.

Of course, the fact is that nothing has meaning, especidly the multiverse. But try tdling that to a
Mercykiller, and youll spend the next ten years on the Racks of Enlightenment with a sdf-renewing
charge of Mockery. By the time you come out, youll be as mad as Cwalno and his kind. Better not to
argue. Quarrding implies meaning, and, as Factor of the Redeemable Wing of the Gatehouse's Asylum,
Tyvold has seen enough madmen to know what comes of dlowing meaning to creep into one's mind. The
df waves the barmy before him into the care of two assistants, then turns to the Mercykiller.

"Veay wdl, Cwano. Describe your ward's condition. By itsdf, a ample memory lgpse hardly
entitteshim to a cdl in the Asylum."

"Don't you worry. He's barmy enough. To start with, he's looking for the Lady of Pain. Says he's
got agift for her from Posaidon.”

"Truly? That is interesing.” For the firg time, the Factor of the Redeemable looks in the
newcomer's direction. "Do continue.”

There can be no doubt that the Amnesian Hero findsit difficult to hide his rage as Cwalno, hardly
able to difle his laughter, describes how Madame Mok tricked the Thrasson into seeking the Lady of
Pan at the Gatehouse. Even when the Mercykiller snickers out an account of how she convinced him to
hire a sedan chair and aful escort for the journey, the Amnesian Hero shows no sgn of the fury so surdy
edting a his somach. Heistoo clever for that. Instead, as Cwano chuckles a how his captive suggested
the wretches outsde have come to offer their suffering to the Lady of Pain, the Thrasson betrays no hint
that he is ligening with his ugly little ears. He rests his chin on his hand and continues to stare at the
black-caped woman, and so completeis his control that his cheeks do not even flush with anger.

From what the Amnesan Hero could see of her shadowy face, the woman's features were
dender and winsome, not quite sharp enough to be those of an df. She had Ieft her black hair hanging
loose and long over her shoulders, like arippling black penumbra that might have flowed from the Abyss
itsdf. With huge dark eyes and a button nose over a cupid's bow mouth, she was possessed of a dusky
beauty that seemed to mock cuteness more than celebrate it.

When the woman's gaze swung toward the Amnesan Hero, the darkness that masked her face
seemed to move with her head. Whatever was cading the shadow, the Thrasson redized, it was not
anything in Sgil. The woman was probably a tiefling, a child borne to a human and - well, to something
ese evenin Arborea, the Amnesian Hero had learned better than to ask. Although no two tieflings were
dike, they were dl quick to anger and rather touchy about their heritage.

"What do you look at, pretty boy? You want to make kiss with me?' The woman puckered her
lips and made smacking sounds. "Last chance before they lock us up, yes?'

Thetiefling's keeper stepped closer to her. "Jayk, that's enough. 1an't this what landed you here in
the firg place?

Jayk shrugged indifferently, but kept her huge eyes fixed on the Amnesian Hero. "What matter if |
make kiss with him, Tessdli? He is dead aready, yes?'

"Were | you," said the Thrasson, "I would not be so certain.”

The Amnesian Hero sprang from his sedan chair and landed light as a cinder on the gray floor,
then started toward the tiefling. His Mercykiller escorts moved to block hisway, but he pushed past them
with hardly a glance. In the performance of any greet feat, the champion dways had to face some trid of



character or intdlect, and there was much about Jayk's manner to suggest she embodied such a test.

"I have fought the Hydra of Thrassos and wrestled the Hebron Crocodile and harried the
Abudrian Dragons and battled many more foes too numerous to name, and dways have | been the one
who departs the bloody fray sanding and dive"

"Or so0 thought you." Jayk gave him a coy amile, then ran her dark gaze down his armored body.
"Aity for aman like you to think he is dive” She turned to Tessdi and asked, "A sad, sad ddlusion, isit
not?'

The Amnesan Hero frowned, but continued toward the tiefling. Arborea was a place of passon
and vigor, where life was an eternd celebration and death its inevitable but 1oathsome end. He had never
met someone who cdled living a sad deluson, and he could not decide whether she belonged to some
drange faction of death worshipers or was only suffering from some plane-touched dementia

The tiefling's keeper, Tesdi, grasped the Thrasson's arm. "You mustn't get too near. She's one
of the—"

The Amnesian Hero shook free of the df's hand. "If lifeisa ddusion, theniitisnot a sad one” He
continued to stare a Jayk. "And, if you will be kind enough to repeat the Third Riddle of the Gatehouse,
| hope to remain deluded even &fter | have seen the Lady of Pain.”

Jayk threw back her head and laughed, a bony, fiendish rattle that drew a chill up the Thrasson's
pine. He did not flinch or back away.

"The Third Riddle of the Gatehouse?" Jayk cackled. "The dead go in and the dead go out, and
dill they are as barmy as you! Now we make kiss, yes?'

The Amnesian Hero redized indantly the tiefling's riddle, lacking the poetic form of the firgt two,
was not the one he sought. Still, he hesitated before replying, trying to decide whether the test was to
show his courage by kissing Jayk, or demongtrate his resolve by ressting the temptation.

Taking advantage of the pause, Tessali dipped between the Amnesian Hero and the tifling. " Stay
back! She's one of the Menacing Mad.”

"Me?" Jayk scoffed. "It isyou who dings to ddusion like his mother's teat!"

With that, Jayk's head shot forward, the pupils of her dark eyes taking the shape of two
elongated diamonds. The Amnesian Hero thought he glimpsed a pair of needidike fangs folding down
from the roof of the tiefling's mouth, but her mouth closed doruptly when her burly handlers jerked her
back. Tessi stepped away and turned around, rubbing his neck as though he could 4ill fed her hot
breath upon his skin.

Jayk switched her gaze to the Thrasson, the pupils of her dark eyes dowly returning to the round.
She gave him a provocative amile, then ran her tongue over her damson lips.

"Cometo me. It will be along time before you make kiss with a woman, no?"

"No." It seemed clear enough now thet the test had been one of resolve. "There are women
enough in Thrassos, and | will have my pick of them after my audience with the Lady of Pain.”

Agan, Jayk threw her head back and gave that bony laugh. "You have not solved the Third
Riddle, no? The Lady of Pain, you will not find her herel This is the House of Bannies, do you
understand? And you and |, we are ther prisonerd”

The Amnesian Hero scowled. "Now it is you who are deluded. | have solved the First Riddle,
and the second as well, and | have seen the Lady's vassals waiting with their gifts of pain...”

"The Sumbling Dead, yes, hoping for a bed of straw and a bowl of grud, fighting againg ther
next stage, the foold" Jayk went limp, leaving her body to dangle by her outstretched arms. "l wish |
were one of them, and you as wdl-but we are here, prisoners of the Bleak Cabal, to be locked away
until we become as barmy as they, yes?'

The Amnesian Hero shook his head. "No! Thisisthe Lady of Pain's palace!”

"'Courseitid" growled Cwano. The Mercykiller was approaching with Tyvold at his sde and a
dozen wide-eyed assstants a his back. "Do | look the sort to disobey orders? You heard Madame Mok
sy to take you to the Lady of Pan.”

The Amnesan Hero eyed the Mercykiller warily and sad nothing, and Cwano tensed in his
gtance. Yet, so perfectly had the Thrasson played his role to that moment that even Tyvold—who has



lured a thousand madmen cunning as fiends into the dark warrens beyond the iron door-failed to guess
that hisward had long ago learned the lie The df only stepped forward, raisng a gray canvas cloak that
an assgtant had fetched for him from the depths of his asylum.

"This is the Ceremonid Robe of Pan." Tyvold gave it a shake, unfurling a dozen straps, chains,
and bdlts attached to the deeves and waist. "Before you see Her Serenity, you must remove your armor
and put on thisinstead.”

Cwano motioned to the other Mercykillers. They inched toward the Amnesan Hero, their
knuckles growing white around the shafts of ther glaives. The Thrasson's eyes widened. He swung his
gaze toward the tiefling, who winked and gave him a crooked smile.

"Maybe you make kiss with me now, eh?'

The Amnesian Hero's hand dropped toward his sword.

The Mercykillers lowered their glaives, but Tyvold motioned them sharply back, then inched
toward the Thrasson.

"What about the Third Riddle?" the df asked. "Don't you want to hear it?"

The Amnesian Hero paused short of touching his sword. "I do, if you can tdl it."

"And then you will change your armor for the Ceremonia Robe?"

"Of course.” The Amnesan Hero glanced a the Mercykillers, dmogt sneering at the confidence
inthelr stances. "If theriddie is a good one"

Tyvold screwed his face up in thought, and though the Amnesian Hero must have known that the
df did not have the Third Riddle, he was too cunning to give up his pretense even then. He waited a
moment longer, then gripped the hilt of his sword.

"Do you know the Third Riddle or not?*

"Of course," Tyvold blurted. "I walk upon four legs in the morning, two a noon, and three a
night!"

So common was the riddle, and so wel known the solution, that the Amnesan Hero did not
bother to answer. He smply drew his sword and, before the Mercykillers could stop him, pressed the tip
to Cwalno's throat.

"I paid my gold to the Hall of Information, and | expect to see the Lady of Pain! Take me to her
now!"

Showing no concern for their comrade's safety, Cwalno's companions stepped forward, dashing
a the Thrasson's throat or trying to drive their hard sted through the soft bronze that covered his torso.
Of course, the attacks faled. The Amnesan Hero's armor had been forged by the god Hephaestus
himsdf. While he wore it, no wegpon could harm him; the blades aimed at his neck dipped and broke
upon his pauldrons, and those driking a his chest Imply shattered againgt his breastplate.

The Amnesan Hero whirled on his attackers, dipping between the shafts of the closest pair's
usdess glaves. He tapped his sword againgt one man's armored midriff, then flipped his wrist and caught
the other on the backswing. The star-forged blade cut through their armor as though it were cloth, leaving
a deep gash in each warrior's flank. The two men screamed and dropped to their knees, blood spilling
from the rents in their breastplates.

The Amnesian Hero was dready past them and behind their comrades. The Thrasson lowered
his blade and drew it lightly across the thighs of two more Mercykillers. Again, the star-bom sted cut
through armor as eadly as dlk, and the Mercykillers hurled themselves to the floor, screaming more in
terror then pain.

The Thrasson bardy had time to lift his blade beforeCwalno and three more guards were upon
him, hurling themselves forward in awal of armored flesh. The Amnesian Hero did not resist the charge.
Rather, he dropped to the floor and did toward their feet, bringing his sword across the front of his body
ina sharp arc that cut deep into the shins of two of his foes. He rolled onto his somach and sprang up
behind the last pair of attackers, denting the hemet of the closest with his sword pomme and dropping
the fdlow on the spot.

Cwano turned, a bdt axein his grasp.

The Thrasson lopped off the offending hand, then sent the Mercykiller flying with a thrust-kick to



the chest. Cwano's wound was the most severe the Amnesian Hero had inflicted, but he refused to let
that trouble him. The oaf had been ingrumentd in decaiving him. In the future, perhaps Cwano would
think better of heping Madame Mok ridicule those who came to her for help.

The Amnesan Hero took a moment to look the Mercykillers over. Although none werein danger
of dying, they seemed too awed by the speed of their demise to cause him any further trouble. The
Thrasson turned his atention to Tyvold, who was saing, gape-mouthed, a the mayhem on the floor.

"Now | have a riddle for you, €elf:
"Cold eyelids that hide like a jewel
Hard eyes that grow soft for an hour;
The heavy white limbs, and the cruel
Red mouth like a venomous flower ..."

"You didn't say he was one of the Menacing!" Tyvold screeched, glaring down a Cwano's
groaning figure. The df backed away, dutching the Ceremoniad Robe of Pain as though it were a shidd,
and looked toward Tessdli. "He's one for your wing, brother.”

Tessdli shot his brother an angry look, but quickly ordered, "Clear the ared!”

The dves and ther attendants began to cautioudy retreat toward the iron doors that led deeper
into the asylum'swings Jayk's handlers also began to withdraw, dragging their squirming charge aong.

"Wait!" the Amnesan Hero cdled. "All | want ismy answer!”

Ignoring him, Tesdi reached the iron door and yanked it open. "Fetch the netflingers and
deepcasterd” His voice echoed off the stones of a long, murky corridor. "And be quick! Weve got an
armed Menace out here, and he knows how to use his weapon!™

The hollow echoes of darm cries began to spill through the doorway, drawing an angry curse
from the Amnesian Hero. "By the balt of Zeus, what's wrong with you people? Just tdl me how to find
the Lady of Pain, and I'll be gone!™

"I help you, yes?' cdled Jayk."Y ou have only to take me with you!"

"Quid!" One of the tiefling's guards dapped his pdm over her mouth, then dragged her through
the iron door.

They were only hdfway across the threshold when the Amnesan Hero noticed a certan
narrowing in the pupils of Jayk's eyes. The man screamed and jerked his hand away. The appendage
was bleeding profusdy and adready beginning to swell. He opened his mouth to say something, then his
eyesrolled back in his head. He fdl dead on the floor, his vacant gaze fixed on the gloom above.

Jayk whirled on her second captor, her mouth open to reved the needlelike fangs that had folded
down from the roof of her mouth. The guard wisdly released his grip and hurled himsdf to the floor. The
tiefling laughed, then blew him a kiss and, leaving Tessdi to quiver behind his iron door, dunk across the
floor to the Amnesian Hero.

"Come, you and |, we leave here together.” Her pupils were dill dender and diamondlike, and
she had two runnels of dark blood dribbling down her chin. "Then | show you how to find the Lady of
Pain, yes?'

The Amnesan Hero did not answer immediady. Instead, he cleaned and sheathed his sword, at
the same time sudying the carnage around him. Why would so many men dect to do battle with him
rather than answer a smple question about the Lady of Pain? When he could think of no reasonable
answer, he ructantly looked back to Jayk and nodded.

"As you will; we have a bargain." He picked up his amphora, which his nervous chair-bearers
hed been wise enough to leave lying upon the floor, then turned toward the exit. "It appears | have need
of aguide”

Dustmen



How Jayk got that blood-bubbling dash across her thigh, | do not know. Nor can | reate how
she and the Thrasson came to be panting for breath in a crooked dead-end dley, surrounded by black
tangles of razorvine and cornered by seven armored githyanki. | can only say that as they fled the
Gatehouse, the tigfling's body flared with a Slver aura of ddight, and the Sght of a denizen's joy is more
than | can bear. Thereis aflash behind my eyes, then araw, scntillaing light - a sparkling torment like an
axe bladeinmy brain - and then | see nathing but bright-winking stars. It is my weakness, this bedazzled
blindness. It is a fdse fire, a brilliant burning agpparition that flashes and fades and leaves in its place a
dlhouette dl the blacker for its passing, and so it was that | logt for a time the Amnesan Hero and his
guide.

When my vison cleared, | found them in this cul-de-sac, gasping for ar and searching the hard
walls for escape routes that were nowhere to be found. Every barricaded door and bricked-over
window hung hidden behind thick snarls of razorvine that even the Amnesian Hero knew better than to
think of dimbing. Beneath the glossy black leaves lay fluted stalks with ridges as sharp as swords, and so
dense Were the cails that anyone scaing them would find himsdf hopelesdy tangled. There was only one
way out of the trap. The Thrasson lay the amphora on the ground, then drew his star-forged blade and
faced the githyanki.

They had the look of eves gone bad. Ther faces were dender and delicate, marked by sharp
angles and warped features, with gritty ydlow skin and eyes that gleamed like polished cod. They kept
their gray lips raised in snaky, fang-toothed snarls, and their flat noses were so smdl they looked dmost
absent. All seven were armored in dark, baroque plate and tdl cone-shaped hemets, and each carried a
two-handed sword with a saw-toothed blade. Wherever they could find alobe or afold of skin to pierce
hung chains of gold finery, a sure Sgn that they were both more vicious and more capable than the many
bloodblades who would gladly have taken the jewery from their dead bodies.

"We have no ... quarrdl with you." The Amnesan Hero was 4ill winded by the long run from the
Gatehouse. "Stand aside, and | won't hurt ... any of you."

"Tesdli said you two was barmy," sheered the tdlest githyanki. "Come dong quiet. You're worth
more dive than dead.”

The Amnesian Hero gnashed histeeth a the speaker's insolence, but hed his temper and tried to
think of a quiet way to dispose of his seven enemies. The sound of dashing sted would certainly draw the
atention of the many search parties scouring the streets of the Hive for hm and Jayk, and then there
would be even more bloodletting.

The Amnesan Hero sighed heavily. "Very wdll. It seems we are captured.” He flipped his sword
around and laid the hilt over his free arm, then stepped forward. "'l have no wish to fight."

The githyanki dipped back. "That's far enough, berk." He pointed at the ground. "Drop your
dicker there”

"Asyou wish." The Amnesian Hero stopped and gently tossed his sword into the dirt. Though it
grated on the Thrasson to treat his wegpon so badly, he hoped the act would quel the githyanki's
suspicions. If he could make a hostage of the leader, perhaps he could end the confrontation without
shedding blood or creating a dlamor. "We surrender.”

"Surrender?" scoffed Jayk. She was standing behind the Amnesian Hero, and he could not see
what she was doing. "Never!"

"Magic!" Three githyanki cried the word at once, then lunged for the tiefling together.

Curdng Jayk's impatience, the Amnesian Hero pivoted on his hed and dammed a spinning thrust
kick into the firg warrior's flank. The fellow's breastplate spared him any shattered ribs, but the blow sent
him crashing into the next githyanki, who was knocked deep into a vicious snarl of razorvine. The third
one charged past, his saw-toothed sword aready arcing down at the tiefling. The Thrasson thrust a hand
out and caught him by the collar, then yanked him off his feet.

The githyanki's hdmet hit the ground fird, sriking with a deep, metdlic toll. Two paces beyond
the fdlow's feet, Jayk was tossng a gob of rough wool into the arr and uttering the dark-sounding
gyllables of a spell. Before the Amnesan Hero could turn to face his remaining foes, four huge swords
dammed into his back. The blades shattered againgt his god-forged armor, but that did not prevent the



impact from driving him off his feet. He landed face firg and tasted mordant Sgil dirt.

The battle damor grew abruptly distant and muffled. The Amnesan Hero feared, for only the
briefest ingtant, that a foe's blade had actudly rent Hephaestuss magic and struck his head. When he did
not fal unconscious or fed his skull erupting into pain, however, he quickly redized that could not be so
and sprang to his feet. He found himsdf facing four astonished githyanki holding four broken swords.
They appeared to be shouting a each other, but the only sound in the dley was a fant, uneven drone no
louder then a fly's buzzing—apparently a result of the spell Jayk had cast.

Resding the temptation to glance at his sword, which gill lay upon the ground behind his four
enemies, the Amnesian Hero hurled himsdf forward. The leader shoved his felows into the fray and
retreated. The three githyanki flaled at the Thrasson, but ther broken swords dways shattered agang a
pauldron or glanced off a vambrace. The Thrasson dammed his elbow up under a chin, and one foe fdl;
he grabbed a throat and pinched off the carotid arteries, and another dropped; he trapped a wild swing,
then popped a shoulder out of its socket. The last attacker fdl to the ground, the scream that came from
his gaping mouth slenced by Jayk's magic.

As fagt as the Amnesian Hero disposed of his enemies, he was not quick enough to reach his
sword; the githyanki leader had already snatched it off the ground. Thistime, the Thrasson did not rush to
the attack, as even his god-made armor was no defense againd that star-forged blade. Instead, he
glanced in Jayk's direction and found her atop the warrior he had kicked earlier, dawing at his eyes and
doing something bloody with a dagger. Not three paces from her, one githyanki was thrashing about in
the razorvine, growing more tangled by the ingant and bleeding from dl the places not covered by his
dark armor. Another fdlow, the one whose hdmet had made such a toll when the Thrasson jerked himto
the ground, was shaking his head and dowly rigng to his knees.

The Amnesian Hero took a flying legp at this githyanki, kicking him in the hdmet with enough
force to smash his face back to the ground. When the warrior's body fdl ingantly limp, the Thrasson
snatched up his sword and whirled around, automaticaly bringing the weapon up to dap asde a dashing
blade that was not there.

The githyanki leader, more cautious with his own safety than that of his underlings, had not legpt
to the attack. He stood three paces away, franticdly trying to rouse his fdlen warriors by kicking them in
the hdmets. The Amnesan Hero raised his borrowed sword to column guard and advanced. The
githyanki retreated a few paces, then stopped and sank into a battle stance. Though the star-forged
sword in his hands was as light as a feather, the brute hdd it with both hands, a sure Sgn tha he was
more accustomed to fighting with force than finesse.

The Amnesan Hero stopped two paces from his foe, pretending not to notice that he was
ganding among the fdlen githyanki. He amiled, then dipped his heavy sword in salute. The leader legpt
forward, trying to catch his prey at a disadvantage. The Thrasson wrenched his heavy sword up into a
high block, ddiberately dlowing his attacker time to dose. The gold-draped warrior sneered and threw
hisweight into a vicous downstroke.

The Amnesian Hero held his postion until the blades clashed, then deftly danced aside as his
star-forged sword diced through the dumsy weapon he now held. The surprised leader lurched forward,
sumbling over afdlen underling and landing on his knees. The Thrasson sprang on him ingantly, bringing
the pommd of his broken sword down on the unarmored base of the fellow's neck. The githyanki
collapsed in a heap.

The Amnesan Hero retrieved his sword, then glimpsed Jayk out of the corner of his eye. He
turned to find her stooping over a fdlen githyanki, one foot atop his didocated shoulder to keep him
pinned to the ground while she pulled his head up by atopknot of coarse hair. Before the Thrasson could
fully grasp the Stuation, she dipped her free hand around the warrior's neck and camly drew a dagger
across her victim's throat.

"Jayk!" the Amnesan Hero screamed. "What are you doing?'

The Thrasson's words were bardy audible, of course. Jayk's spdl had not yet lapsed, so dl
sounds in the dley remained muted. The tiefling stepped over to another of the unconscious githyanki and
pulled his head up.



The Amnesian Hero rushed over and caught her dagger arm. Jayk whirled on him so quickly he
thought she might be attacking, but she only tipped her head and gave him an innocent amile. A cold
shudder ran down his spine. He pointed &t the bloody blade and shook his head to indicate there was no
need to day their foes. The tiefling thrust her bottom lip out, then stuck her knife into her belt without
deaning off the blood.

The Thrasson released her, then saw that she had aready dashed the throats of four warriors. A
fifth hung motionless in the razorvine, the hilt of a barogue throwing knife lodged between his eyes.
Sickened by the needless killing, the Amnesan Hero cleaned his blade and thrugt it into his scabbard,
then retrieved his amphora and turned to leave.

The Thrasson found the tiefling in front of him, usng the sump of a broken githyanki sword to
hack through the leader's neck. This one was the last to die; she had dready decapitated the other
survivor.

The gght stunned the Amnesan Hero so badly that he could not quite believe what he was
seeing. The other attacks could be excused by the heat of battle; it was not unreasonable to day disabled
foes to prevent them from regjoining the fray later—but this was murder. The Thrasson lay the amphora
adde, then caught Jayk's arm and wrenched the bloody sword from her grasp.

"Youre amaniac!"

The only sound to pass between the Thrasson and the tifling was a muted drone. Jayk ran her
red-stained fingers through the flickering motions of a counterspell, at the same time raisng her gaze to
meet that of the Amnesian Hero. Her black eyes were large and round, and her mouth was shaped into a
amdl, astonished O. On her shadowy face, the expression seemed more a parody of innocence than one
of innocence itsdf, but neither did she show any sgn of guilt or remorse.

Thetiefling gestured at the fdlen githyanki. Y ou think | kill them, yes?'

"You did kill them." The Amnesian Hero's somach began to chum, and he had the sck feding
that taking Jayk as his guide had been aterrible mistake. "Tessali was right. You belong in alocked cdl.”

Thetiefling's face grew even darker. "Me? | do not think the Lady of Pan livesin a barmyhouse,
huh?* She spun on her hed and started toward the back of the dley, limping because of a dashed thigh
she had suffered when the githyanki firg ambushed them. ™Y ou know nothing!”

The Amnesian Hero glanced over the dead githyanki. "I know that | had disabled these warriors.
His voice was hard with reproach. "There was no reason to kill them.”

"There was reason—good reason." Jayk stopped a the back of the dley and flashed a amile
"Beddes, life, sheisonly anilluson.”

“llluson or not, there's no glory in killing helpless foes" The Amnesan Hero fixed her with a
dony glare. "It's better to let them live, so they can describe the battle and sng your fame.™"

"Pahl Fameisdduson.”

"To those who lack it, perhaps.” The Thrasson picked up his amphora and gestured up the dley.
"Let'sgo. You promised to show meto the Lady of Pan.”

"No. It is better to hide here" She waved a the back of the dley, where the razorvine was s0
dense it hid the wadls of the surrounding buildings. "If someone comes because of the fighting, they will
not look for usin there.”

The Thrasson scowled. "There's no use gdling. If you lied to me..."

Jayk rased a hand. "I do not 4dl." She motioned a the githyanki. "We should not show
oursalves. The bounty hunters, they aready look for usin dl the streets and dleys of the Hive, yes? But
they do not expect to find us here. It is much better to wait, you will see-but hurry!"

Deciding that the murderous tigfling was bound to be more experienced in such matters than he,
the Amnesan Hero rductantly nodded. While he cut a swath through the razorving, she used a
saw-toothed githyanki sword to drag the severed sems aside. It took only a moment to clear their cubby
hole, then they took the amphora indde and pulled the stalks back over the entrance. The hollow was
just large enough for them to squat side-by-side without brushing againgt the surrounding vines, and the
light filtering in from outside was dim and spotty. The Thrasson knew the hiding place would not stand up
to a close ingpection, but he had dso seen enough of Sgil to redize its resdents indinctively shied away



from razorvine; if someone came to invedtigate the fighting, the last place they would search for victors
was among the black-leaved tangles.

The Amnesian Hero used his sword to clear a smdl viewing hole. "I trust you know what you're
doing, Jayk."

"I cannot walk far with this" Jayk gestured at her wounded thigh. "And if you were to hep me,
people would notice and cal Tessdi's nefflingers, yes?

The Thrasson nodded. "I suppose s0."

The netflingers had attacked as they draggled to push ther way through the Sdvation Line
outsde the Gatehouse. The sted mesh nets were surprisngly effective; as soon as they settled over a
victim's torso, the flinger pulled a draw cord that tightened the outer loop and pinned the captive's ams
to his ribs. Despite his enchanted armor, the Amnesan Hero had been temporarily caught in one. He
would have been dragged back to Tessdli, had Jayk not saved him by creeting a cloud of ginking magic
ges that had sickened his attacker and sent the entire Sdvation Line scurrying for cover. The two
escapees had joined the resulting stampede and fled the Marble Didrict, then ducked into the back aleys
to avoid Gatehouse search parties. Had they not sumbled into the githyanki bounty hunters, they might
wedl have escaped the Hive entirdly undetected.

Noaticing that Jayk had made no move to stanch her bleeding, the Amnesan Hero gestured at her
wound. "Aren't you going to do anything about that?'

Jayk kept her dark geze fixed on her leg, watching with a peculiar fascination as the blood
bubbled from the dash. "Why?"

The Amnesan Hero rolled his eyes. "So you don't bleed to death before | see the Lady of Pan."

He pulled his dagger and cut her trousers away from her wound. As he worked, the murmur of
soft voices began to rugtle down the dley. The Amnesian Hero peered through the viewing hole he had
cut and saw a pack of wild-haired urchins pulling a wobble-whedled cart around the comer. None of
them looked to be more than eght or nine years old, though they were so scrawny and sunken-eyed that
it was difficult to tell.

When they saw the dead githyanki, the eldest, or at least the largest, raised a hand to stop the
procession. He performed a cursory scan of the area, then sent a sngle sentry up the dley to keep
watch. The rest, he led forward to the corpses.

As they approached, the Amnesan Hero saw no Sgn of shock or fear on the faces of the
children, or even of distaste. The youngest, a soot-faced walf no tdler than the Thrasson's sword, was
gmiling and srutting proudly aong at the leader's Sde.

"See, Spider?' Only after he heard her voice could the Amnesian Hero tdl that she was a girl. "I
telled ya they ran down here. | heard a clank!"

"Aye you did wdl, Sly." Spider ran a wary eye back up the dley, pausng to study each
bricked-over window and vine-choked doorway. "But I'd like to know what happened to that tiefling
and her blood. They might not like us scraggin’ their kill."

Disgugted by the thought of children robbing the dead, the Amnesan Hero started to rise. Jayk
caught his arm and shook her head. The Thrasson rductantly remained were he was and continued to
watch. When no one appeared to chase them off, Spider waved the other children to the corpses.

"Let'snick 'em! And be sure to check their teeth.”

The leader and another boy used a githyanki sword to drag free the warrior in the razorvine, then
the entire pack set to work gripping the bodies. They took the corpses amor and weapons, then their
boots, purses, and underclothes as well. They ripped rings from earlobes and fingers, they tore studs
from noses, lips, and tongues, they knocked out teeth and cracked them for the fillings, they harvested
the githyankis coarse topknots for rope-making; young Saly even cut the tattoo of a snake from the
leader's arm, daming to her disgusted comrades that she could =l it for two coppers. By the time the
urchins had packed their cart, taking care to secure the best treasures in secret pockets ingde ther rags,
the bodies lay naked and even more mangled than before.

Stomach churning with both revulson and pity, the Amnesan Hero watched the walfs until ther
cart whedled around the comer.



"What place is this?' He whirled on Jayk, searching for some hint of emotion in the ddicate
features of her shadowed face. "Did | wander through a portd and fdl into the Abyss?'

"Do not be so dlly." Jayk dipped her hand into the crook of his elbow and gave him a beguiling
haf-amile. "Y ou would know it if you were in the Abyss. Thisisdill Sgil.”

"That iswhat | feared." The Amnesan Hero shook his head, then started to push open ther door
of vines. "l can wait in this place no longer. Take meto the Lady of Pan.”

Jayk pulled him back to his knees. "Be patient. Those bodies, they are worth seven coppers. The
children will report them, and our ride will come soon. While we wait, you can tdl me about yoursdf,
yes? Who you are, and why you wish to fight the Lady of Pain?"

"Who sad | want to fight her?'

Thetiefling shrugged. "It does not matter. Y ou will lose anyway."

“I'm only trying to ddiver agift." The Thrasson gestured at the amphora. "Why should that offend
her?"

"Whoisto say it will?" Jayk asked. "Now, tdl me about yoursdf. If | am prepared, things will go
fagter a the Mortuary."

"Mortuary?'

"Did you not say you wanted to see the Lady of Pan?'

"Of course, but-"

"Then | musgt know more about you."

The Amnesian Hero frowned. "Y ou can take me to the Lady of Pain? If you're another of Sigil's
tricksters—"

"I will show you how to find the Lady! But firdt, we make the preparations, yes? Tdl me who you
ae"

The Amnesian Hero hesitated, then forced himsdf to lift his chin proudly. "I am the dayer of the
Hydra of Thrassos, the tamer of the Hebron Crocodile, the bane of Abudrian Dragons, the savior of the
Virgins of Marmara, the champion of the Dyrian Kings, the killer of the Chakedon Lion..."

Jayk grasped his forearm. "'l am dready impressed with your swordsmanship. Only your name,
yes?”

The Thrasson's gaze dropped. "I don't know it."

Jayk's shadowy face rippled with confuson. "How can that be? Your mother, she could not
ek ?"

"Of course she could!" The Amnesian Hero flushed, then amended, "At least | assume she could.
| can't remember.”

Jayk's dark eyes widened. She stared a the Thrasson and said nothing.

"I awoke on the shore near Thrassos, on thefird layer of Arborea. | recal nothing before that.”

Jayk seemed unable to take her dark eyes off him. ™Y ou have no link to your past?'

The Amnesan Hero looked away. "Sometimes | glimpse the face of a woman | think | once
knew, but she dways disappears before | can speak with her." He did not add that he was usudly
drinking at the time. "But | am sure | am aman of renown. That much is obvious from my bearing.”

"And your skill with a sword, yes?"

"Yes" The Thrasson smiled, wanning to the tiefling. "I mugt have logt my memory bettling one of
Posaidon’'s sea mongters. That would explain why | was found on the shore of an Arborean sea, and why
he promised to restore my memoriesin return for ddivering this"

He thumped the amphora.

Jayk's jaw dropped. "You want your memories back? But you arc hdfway to the next stage!™

"Sage?”

"Of death! To remember is to go backward! You are like the zombie" She pronounced it
zoombee. "He cannot recall the light at his back, yet heis afraid to face the dark truth ahead.”

"Jayk, the light is il red for me. | am no zombie."

"You are, my dear. That iswhat | shdl cdl you, yes?

"No!"



"Zoombee! It sounds so nice, SO ... enticing.”

Jayk's face drifted toward his, her dark lips parting ever so dightly. The Amnesan Hero had
tasted the mouths of many Arborean women, of course, but he could fed something more powerful, far
deeper and brutdly prima, drawing his head toward hers. Men of renown were not expected to forgo
the pleasures of the flesh — some of their greatest feats came from yidding to such temptations - but the
Thrasson could not forget how the tiefling's pupils had a habit of narrowing to black diamonds, nor the
fangs that he had seen folding down from the roof of her mouth.

"Later." He abruptly pulled back. "Perhaps when the light isn't so bright.”

Jayk indined her head, her eydids lowered too far for the Thrasson to see whether her pupils
were shaped like circles or diamonds.

"Whenever you are ready, Zoombee." She gave him a knowing smile. "'l will be ready too."

The Amnesian Hero—Zoombee—swallowed nervoudy, then turned away. "You are beatiful,
Jayk, but | do not think it is our destiny to ... make kisses."

"But why not, Zoombee? Because | am tifling?’

"You mugt not think that." The Thrasson looked back to Jayk and found her lips bowed into a
coy grin. He fdt himsdf flush, angry at being mocked. "Because you arc a murderess - and because |
mugt think of other business. Remember the Lady of Pain?'

Thetiefling's face drooped into an indncere sulk. " Soon, Zoombee. | think that is our ride coming

The Amnesian Hero looked through his viewing hole. He saw only the dead bounty hunters, but
he did notice afoul odor building in the dley. At fird, he thought the sink was coming from the githyanki
corpses, hut as the fetor grew stronger, he redlized that could not be so. Evenin Sgil, seven bodies could
not rot fast enough to emit such a stench so soon. The Thrasson rubbed his hand in the mordant dirt, then
covered his mouth and nose to mask the anvful reek.

Jayk yanked his hand away from his face. "It is better to grow accustomed to the smdl now. If
you retch later, someone will hear you, yes?'

A pattern of dow, rhythmic cresks began to echo off the tenement walls, underscored by the
rigng drone of an insect cloud. The Amnesian Hero did his best to breathe through his mouth and keep
his nogtrils closed, but the effort was doomed to falure. Every time he inhded, he found himsdlf fighting to
hold his gorge down, and every time he exhaed, he begged Apollo to keep him from drawing another
breath. His prayer went unanswered, for this is Sgil, and the gods have no power here. The Thrasson
continued to breathe the rancid air. He began to fed hot and queasy; he grew scker with every lungful,
and soon hislegs trembled with weakness.

A cloud of black flies drifted around the comer, swirling over what appeared to be a jumbled,
floating mountain of corpses. The Amnesian Hero gasped at the Sght and, gagging on the stench, wished
he hadn't. Then he noticed a pair of high sideboards holding the pile in check and redlized the bodies lay
heaped on the bed of a mighty barrow. So enormous was the wagon that it brushed the tenements on
both-sides of the dley, dragging long tangles of razorvine free of the mud brick wals.

Standing high atop the hill of rotting flesh, his shape blurred by the haze of flies whiring around
him, was a gngle figure in a black cape dmilar to Jayk's. He glanced over his shoulder and cdled
something to the driver. A huge, creeking whed rolled into sght, and the wagon began to swing around.
The back comer pushed through a tangle of razorvine and crunched againgt the building benegath, then the
guide snapped a sharp command. The barrow lurched to a hdt.

"This is our ride™ The Amnesian Hero did his best to sound more curious than repulsed; this
ample errand was becoming something of a feat, and during feets, true men of renown accepted even the
maost |oathsome events with good grace. "I notice the man wears a cape smilar to yours.”

"Yes, we are both Dustmen." Jayk leaned close and peered through the viewing hole as the guide
and driver scrambled down to retrieve the githyanki. "But we must not let him see us when we dimb
aboard.”

The Amnesan Hero scowled. "How will we do that? Won't he notice us ... stting on ... the .."
The Thrasson let the question trall off, bardly managing to keep from retching as he redized where they



would be riding. "We can find a disguise for me somewhere in that mess. I'd much rather ride in front."

"Thet isnot possible, dear Zoombee. Y ou mug be strong and ride with me, yes?'

"Surdly, they'll let you ridein front! Perhaps one of them isafriend of yours.”

"Hiendship is a dduson!” Jayk hissed the words, never taking her dark eyes off the two
Dustmen, who were dready dragging the second pair of githyanki back to the wagon. "Besdes, we mugt
think of the Mercykillers. If the driver does not know about us, it is easier for imto lie, yes?'

"Yes" The Amnesian Hero dghed, remembering how the Mercykiller guard a the Hal of
Information had invaded his mind to verify his statements. "l trust I'll have a chance to wash the stink off
before my audience with the Lady of Pan?'

"But why, Zoombee? She wiill like the amdll of death!”

They watched the Dustmen throw the lagt of the githyanki onto the wagon. Then, as the pair
climbed over the hegp toward the front of the huge barrow, the Amnesan Hero used the amphora to
push the razorvine out of their way. By the time he and Jayk had crawled from thar hiding place, the
crack of the driver's whip was echoing down the dley. The Thrasson threw the amphora onto bis
shoulder, then, trying to ignore the indignity of what he was doing, ran for the death wagon.

Rivergate

They had entered the Mortuary Didtrict, the Amnesan Hero could tel. He knew by the steady
trundle of the death wagon, by how it no longer veered down every sde street in search of unclamed
corpses, by the way its axles groaned under its burden of spent lives The barrow was overloaded,
bodies heaped higher than the side dats, and the driver was heading for home. Through a tangle of arms
and necks and dead, bulging eyes, the Thrasson could see a long file of somber monuments drifting past
the wagon: granite bdls clutched in rusty iron claws, soaring obdlisks of white marble, black walls etched
with a thousand names, a hundred worthless stones erected to the memories of someone whom someone
else had once thought worth remembering. Jayk lay next to him, breathing fast and shdlow and hat; his
own heart was beating like a sword againg a shied. Soon, the wagon would enter the Mortuary proper,
the true palace of the Lady of Pain, and he would present her with Poseidon's amphora.

The wagon lumbered past another dozen monuments, then the driver suddenly drew rein. The
Amnesan Hero thought they were dowing to pass through the Mortuary's gate, until a gruff voice barked
"Hdt!"

As the barrow creaked to a stop, Jayk cursed softly and began to fumble through her pockets.
The Amnesan Hero pushed his hand through the tangle of dimy bodies to dutch her arm, then squeezed
until she stopped moving. Unless the unpredictable tiefling did something to attract attention, they would
avoid detection. They were buried under severa layers of corpses and had aready escaped notice many
times as the Dustmen clambered over the pile above.

The wagon rocked, and through the jumble of bodies, the Amnesan Hero glimpsed a
stem-jawed man peering over the sde dats. His hdmet was orange ingtead of crimson, but his brown
eyes were every hit as gony as those of the Mercykillers who had escorted the Thrasson to the
Gatehouse. Jayk mugt have been able to see the man aso, for she tried to twist her am free. The
Amnesan Hero hdd her fast. The guard could not see them buried so deeply in the shadowy tangle of
bodies, and the Thrasson would not |et the tiefling cause another bloodletting.

From the front of the wagon came afamiliar voice. "We had an escape a the Gatehouse today."
It was the df, Tessdi. "l assume you know Jayk the Snake?'

"Of course" The driver's tone was flat and uninterested. "Everyonein the Mortuary knows her.”

"We think shell come back for her spellbook."”

The Amnesian Hero's ssomach turned, and he found himsdf gagging on the rancid closeness of
the corpses. The skin of the cadavers fdt cold and dimy againg his own, the fly drone grew dizzyingin its
volume, and he found himsdf congdering the possibility that Jayk had brought him here soldly to recover

her logt property.



Tessdli continued, "Shell be with another barmy, a Menace in bronze armor.” As the df spoke,
die guard peering over the dde dats probed the pile of corpses with a sted-tipped spear. "Her
companion istal and swarthy, and more dangerous than she."

"Danger isanilluson. It was the assistant Dustman who answered, and he sounded as apathetic
asthe driver. "But we haven't seen them."

"That 50?7 growled another voice. "Look at me and say that"

"That won't be necessary, Raq," said Tessdi. "He has no reason to lie”

"Everyone has reason to lie" growled the Mercykiller.

"Not about this. Secretary Trevant had her committed in the first place.”

A burning feding weled up indde the Amnesian Hero, and he found himsdf squeezing Jayk's
willowy arm so hard he thought it would break. Any doubt about the tiefling's matives vanished; given her
thirg for blood, it seemed clear enough that she was more interested in taking vengeance on Secretary
Trevant than helping him find the Lady of Pain. Had it not been for the likdihood of landing in the
Gatehouse dongsde her, the Thrasson would have reported Jayk himsalf.

The orange-hemeted guard used his spear to push a githyanki off the pile over ther heads, then
thrust the tip down through the tangle of bodies. The point struck the Amnesan Hero's forearm and
chipped againg his vambrace. The guard gtirred his wegpon around, catching some of Jayk's shadowy
hair and twining it about the shaft.

"Have you found anything, Mateus?' caled Tesdi.

The guard shook his head. "Worms and dink." He withdrew his weapon, ripping a tress of har
from Jayk's head. The Amnesan Hero fdt her am tense, but the tiefling did not dy out "If your barmies
arein there, they're as dead as everyone ds2”

"WEell |t this one go, then." To the Dusmen, Tessdi said, "I apologize for wadting your time."

"The dead need no gpologies”” The driver cracked his whip, and the whedls began to creak.
"And timeisanilluson.”

Mateus jumped off the wagon, a lock of shadowy har waving from the head of his spear. The
Amnesan Hero released the tigfling's am and quietly straggled toward the surface, kicking and pushing
to free himsdf of the bodies. He could not be certain Tessali would recognize the tress as Jayk's, but he
wanted to be ready.

"What are you doing, Zoombee?" Jayk hissed. "They hear you!"

The Amnesian Hero ignored the tiefling and pushed past a decomposing bariaur, smearing his
bronze armor with some sort of brown ichor that might once have been skin. He came up amidgt a cloud
of whirring flies, then craned his neck toward the wagon's tailgate. Through the droning black haze, he
saw Tesdi's dender figure ganding in the middle street, pulling a strand of shadow off the head of
Mateuss spear. The df was surrounded by two more of the orange-helmeted guards, another pair of
men armored in Mercykiller crimson, and a spangle-robed Bleaker with a bucket of sand in her hands.

The Thrasson reached down and pulled Jayk up through the hegp of bodies. "Prepare your
magic-but don't kill anyone, or I'll throw you to the df!”

"If you do that, how will you find-"

" know why you brought me to the Mortuary, tiefling!" The Amnesan Hero worked his ams to
the top of the pile. "Don't insult me further, or I'll throw you out now!"

Jayk pushed out her dark lip. Y ou migudge me, Zoombee. Just because | get what | want—"

Thetiefling was interrupted by Tessdi's cry. "Wait! Stop the wagon!™

The Amnesian Hero pulled himsdf free and spun toward the front of the barrow. The assgtant
Dustiman was peering over the mound of bodies toward Tessdli, but his gaze quickly fdl on the Thrasson.
Thefdlow's drab eyes it with surprise, then he dropped out of sght and began to jabber about what was
rigng from the dead.

The Amnesian Hero jumped to his feet and clambered up the body heap, dipping and diding on
the glairy flesh underfoot. With each step, the flies rose around himin geysers.

They fdt like chiffon againg his face and tickled his eyes with the beating of ther tiny wings. He
cringed and breathed through clenched teeth to avoid swalowing any of the gruesome creatures, and he



suffered one of those vague sensations of familiaity that sometimes troubled him. The Thrasson
shuddered to think of where he might have done this before; short of Hades's redm, he could not imagine
another place where he might have climbed a mountain of-decaying corpses.

The wagon lurched to a stop. Behind the Amnesian Hero, a growing clamor heralded the pursuit
of Tessdi and his guards. Whatever Jayk was doing, she was not cagting a spdll. The Thrasson could
hear amuffled thumping as she kicked at a Sde dat somewhere back near the tallgate.

The Amnesian Hero crested the pile to find the two Dustmen waiting in the driver's box. The
assgtant held a smple wooden club, while the driver was armed with along, coiled whip.

"S-dand fast, you barmy." The driver raised hiswhip toward the Thrasson. "We are n-not afraid
of you."

Deciding that the Dugman was lying, the Amnesan Hero sprang into the driver's box. The
assigtant leapt off the wagon without bothering to raise his club. The driver was a little more courageous,
a once sdestepping the attack and driking a his foe's unarmored face. The Thrasson caught the blow on
his forearm. He hooked a hand over the whip handle and jerked it free, then shoved the Dustman off the
high barrow.

A loud crunch sounded from the rear of the wagon. Jayk cursed and hissed a wicked-sounding
incantation. Several men shrieked in fear, and Tessdi barked, "Don't stand in the street dancing! Cut their
heads off!"

Taking no time to look back and see what Jayk had done, the Amnesan Hero cracked his
newfound whip over the four haggard dray horses. The beasts leaned into their harnesses and raised ther
hooves as though to step forward, but the barrow did not budge. They snorted in irritation and cadmly
placed their feet back on the street.

"Hey, Zoombee! Do you think a few snakes will stop these sods for long?" The muffled thumping
resumed &t the back of the wagon. "If you don't want me to hurt them, then we go, yes?'

The Thrasson took a moment to examine the driver's box and found the reins wrapped around a
tdl wooden lever risng dongsde the footboard. He pulled the straps free, then jerked the shaft back.
Something clunked down near the wheds. The horses snorted wearily and started to pull without being
urged.

The Amnesian Hero cracked the whip over thar heads, then cracked it again. The startled beasts
whinnied in surprise and broke into afdl walk.

"Run, you poor beasts!" The Thrasson snapped the rump of a horse in front, then did the same to
the animd's partner. "Run as though across the Elysan Fiddd"

The horses broke into a ragged trot The Amnesian Hero continued to pop the whip franticaly,
urging them into an awkward canter. Knowing better than to think the haggard beasts could pull the
heavy barrow any faster, or for very long, he tossed the whip aside. He took up the reins and, shouting
for the pedestrians ahead to clear the way, did what he could to guide the rumbling wagon down the
center of the Strest.

The avenue ahead was broad but crowded, with a long row of somber stone monuments
ganding dong each side. Behind each rank of memorids ran a narrow gdlery crowded with shabby gdls
Hling dried flowers, amdl flasks of inebriants, boiled rats, and other offerings for the dead. These
markets were bordered by the didrict's drab, onion-domed tenements, most with thick growths of
razorvine covering thar roofs. A hundred paces down the lane, the street ran under ahigh arch of ragged
stone, then ended in the courtyard of a low, menacing dome surrounded by a cluster of windowless
towers. Despite the lack of a Sgn, the gloomy aura of the place left no doubt that it was the Mortuary.

"Tumn right!" Jayk's voice was bardly audible over the rumble and groan of the careening wagon.
"Tum sharp!”

The Amnesian Hero scanned the right side of the avenue, looking for a large street. He found
nothing wider than an dley. Under the best of conditions, guiding the wagon into the narrow lane would
have been a harrowing task. With the barrow thundering dong faster than most men could sprint and the
manourished horses aready beginning to sumble, his chances of wrecking seemed far greater than those
of making the comer.



"Turn now, Zoombee!" Jayk yeled. "The df, heis too fagt!"

The Amnesan Hero scowled, but began to ease the wagon toward the dley's fast-approaching
mouth. "How isturning—"

"Doit, or | hdp Tesdi to the next stage!”

The Amnesan Hero cursed, then braced himsdf and pulled hard on the reins. The insde horses
turned dmost gracefully, but the outside lead could not keep up. He ssumbled and would have gone
down, had the others not pulled him dong by his harness. The team angled toward the only possible
opening, the dark-shadowed dley the Thrasson had been watching.

The front wheds turned, then the barrow's momentum seemed to catch up dl a once. The
Amnesan Hero fdt the bench tilting beneath m and dropped the reins to grab for the high sde. A
tremendous splintering sounded from the rear of the wagon, followed by the soft rumble of hifting bodies
and Jayk's wild, exhilarated scream. The Thrasson found himsdf holding onto the edge of the seat and
puling himsdf upward, praying that somehow his smal mass would be enough to keep the barrow from
tipping. Corpses began to tumble out, lightening the high sde and shifting more weight to the low.

The wagon flashed past a gray obelisk, driking it with a whed. There was a tremendous dlunk,
then the barrow rocked away. The Amnesan Hero thought they were going over, but the horses, feding
their impending doom, screamed and bolted forward. The wagon accelerated through the turn and into
the narrow dley, two wheds dill soinning in the air.

A desfening crash shook the adley. The Thrasson fdt his hands lose their hold on the sest, then he
bounced off the footboard and tumbled down through the reins and harness lines to land on the hauling
rod. The horses were shrieking in panic, their whinnies echoing off the wals like the voices of so many
banshees. The wagon was trembling with their efforts to drag it forward, but it had gotten lodged
between the tenement wals and would not budge.

The Amnesian Hero disentangled his body, then pulled himsdf back into the driver's box. Ahead
of him, the horses stood scraping at the dirt in the dark dley, forced by the hauling rod to leen agang
each other a a cockeyed angle. On the high sde of the wagon, the wheds were braced agang a
tenement wdl; on the low Sde, one of posts to which the Side-dats were fastened had become lodged in
anarow doorway, preventing the barrow from moving forward. The cargo bed was two-thirds empty;
mogt of the corpses lay scattered at the mouth of the dley behind them, piled four and five bodies deep.
Tessali was in the street beyond, just garting to pick hisway through the tangle, with his crew rushing up
behind him.

"You cdl that driving a wagon, Zoombee?" In the wagon's rear corner, near the broken side-dats
she had kicked out, Jayk pushed her head up between two corpses. "I know skeletons who do better™

"And | wish you good luck with them - after we part." The Amnesan Hero climbed into the
cargo bed and began to kick corpses about. "Where ismy amphora - or did you dump that over the Sde
aswdl?'

"No, of course. | know you need it to see the Lady of Pain, yes?' Jayk rose and tugged the neck
of the jar into view. "I hold it very tight for you."

"Then | thank you for that much, at least"

The Amnesan Hero clambered back to take the amphora, but Jayk let it dip back into the
bodies.

"Worry about your jar later, Zoombee" She pointed a the dat-post lodged in the doorway.
"Now you mugt cut us free. | will dow our pursuers.”

Jayk plucked the finger off a decomposing corpse. She turned and casudly tossed it in Tessdi's
direction, bdting out a wicked-sounding incantation. The df cringed and raised an am as though to ward
off ablow, but no black bolts of lightning or noxious clouds of gas appeared to srike m down. Nothing
happened except that a cadaver's arm flopped across his feet.

Tessali wiped his brow and lifted a foot to start forward again-then fdl to his face as the corpse's
hand clutched at his ankle. Severa assstants rushed into the tangle of bodies to hdp him up and met the
same fate when the limbs of other cadavers began to flal at ther feet. Only the womean in the spangled
robe was wise enough to stand her ground and avoid the gruesome mess.



"Come on, Zoombee, cut usfred” Jayk clambered forward to take the wagon's reins. "l thought
you wanted to see the Lady of Pan!"

The Amnesian Hero had his doubts about Jayk's true intentions—he was beginning to wonder if
even she knew how to find the Lady—but &t least the tiefling had a plan for escaping Tessali. He drew
his sword and hacked off the offending post with a sngle blow. As the wagon lurched forward, he took
the precaution of cutting off the other dat-posts as wel. Jayk turned the horses toward the barrow's low
sde, and the wagon began to right itsdif.

The Thrasson waded forward and grabbed hold of the driver's box, but stopped short of
dimbing over when a femde voice began to echo down the dley behind them. Jayk dapped the reins,
uging the exhausted dray horses into a trot. The Amnesan Hero dropped into a crouch and spun
around, expecting to find a bal of fire or bolt of lighting arcing through the ar. Instead, he saw the
spangle-cloaked woman, dill sanding outsde the dley, reaching into her sand bucket. Tessdi and his
assstants were dill sruggling to crawl free of the corpse fidd.

"Therés no need to worry,” the Amnesan Hero reported. "Tessai and his men have yet to
escape the corpses, and the woman—"

"You musin't look, Zoombee!" Jayk cried. "Shesa..."

The tiefling's warning came too late. Tessdi's deepcaster had dready pulled her hand from the
sand bucket and flung it in the Thrasson's direction. Something sung his eyes. The cregking of the
wagon's whedls grew digtant, then his vison narrowed and became dim. He yawned and fdt his legs
mdting beneath him. A dark fog filled his head, and, as he sank into oblivion, he found himsdf hoping no
one would mistake im for a corpse and sted his god-forged armor. The Thrasson dreams of mazes, of
the many kinds of mazes.

Out of the darkness skips a column of soot-faced urching, holding hands and chanting a dismd,
deep-voiced dirge. Asthe line weaves past, it suddenly breaks, and two hands reach out to take his He
finds himsdf between Spider and Sdly, the body robbers from the dley. Their faces have the somber,
expressionless aspect of Dustmen, ther hands the glairy fed of dead flesh.

The line follows, he sees, a pattern traced in the dust The path meanders back and forth past
itsdf, sometimes running for long stretches before reverang course and sometimes not, but dways
bending inward, fallowing the curve of a bordering circle. The air grows thick and hot. The dirge builds to
aroar; Sdly's hand tremblesin his, and he knows they are dancing toward agrim center of darkness and
loss and despair. The Thrasson, ever the hero, rubs his foot across the boundary in the dust, then steps
across and drags the children after him.

A pair of digtant, anguished wails sound behind him, then he finds himsdf holding hands with the
sumps of two amdl arms. He spinsin horror and discovers that he is done, sanding upon a black mirror
thet reflects dl the stars in the heavens. The flickering pinpoints are connected by twinkling threads of
slver that light the way to any place in the multiverse. He 4ill hears the dhrieking of the children,
bemoaning thar los arms. He tries to follow one of the dlver strands to them. With each step, their
voices change position and grow more distant. He turns toward them and steps across the line

Now he stands between two hedges of razorvine, and he can no longer hear the urchins a dl.
The Thrasson calls after them. There is a long slence. After a time, a deep growl rumbles down the
pathway. He has yet to meet the mongter he cannot kill, so he drops the children's severed arms and
draws his sword. Only then does he recognize his own voice in the rumbling thunder, cdling the names of
Spider and SAly.

A riddle player and an untangler of enigmas and a man of no amdl wit, the Thrasson grasps at
once what he has become: orphan torturer and stedler of ams. A true mongter. He bellows in rage and
dashes a the razorvine with that star-forged sword of his, chopping and dicng and pulling aside the
severed stalks with no regard for his bloodied flesh. When at lagt he hacks through the hedge, he finds
that he has come to a cave darkly. He stands done in hollow gloom, with the sound of his own bresth
whispering down unseen passages ahead and behind and to both sides, wondering how he sumbled into
this blackest of dl labyrinths

He entered by choice. We dl do. Whether we are mgpping the heavens or skulking the lanes of



the underworld, whether we are hunting the imprisoned fiend or have ourselves become the monger,
whether we are searching for what is logt or hiding what must never be found, we dl round that first
comer by choice—and by then, we are log.

You too. You mug decide whet is fdse and what is true, and what istme for me but not for you.
We are wandering the mazes, dl of us, and we cannot hope to escape until we learn to tdl between what
isred and what isred for someone ese. There lies the madness, and the truth as wll.

But now the dream is done. It ended back in the cavern, when the Amnesan Hero dammed
down on a bed of hard cobblestones and awoke to find himsdf crumpled at the base of a squdid hut of
unmortared stones. His body was dill covered by his bronze armor, and he fdt remarkably refreshed, as
though he had just awakened from a long and profound deep. For a moment, the unexpected vigor
confused him. He thought that perhaps his whole miserable trip to Sgl - better yet, his life snce
awakening on the shores of Thrassos - had been an unpleasant dream.

The horrid stench of decay quickly dashed his hopes, however, as did the fading ramble of the
deeth wagon. The Thrasson pushed himsdf upright and saw that he was in a didrict of shabby gray huts
gmiler to the one a his back. A few stooped forms were scurrying aong from one shadow to the next,
bare blades flashing in thair hands. Otherwise, the street was largdy deserted. Jayk the Snake stood a
few steps away, cracking the long driver's whip over the heads of the sumbling dray horses.

"Wait!" The Amnesan Hero legpt to hisfeet and started after the wagon. "The amphoral™

Jayk caught hisarm. "l have it, Zoombed"

The tidfling gestured toward the squdid hut's entryway, where the shadows were too deep to
reved what might be leening againgt the wall. As she turned, the Amnesan Hero glimpsad the familiar
pearly flash of an abalone comb in her hair. He dropped a hand to his belt and discovered that his coin
purse was gone.

"And my coin sack?"'

"That, too."

If the tiefling was disgppointed that he had noticed, her tone did not betray it. She reached under
her cape and produced the purse, now heavily soiled by blood and ichor. He snatched it from her and
opened it to peer indde. He dill saw plenty of gold, but three other items were missing.

"You are such a berk, Zoombee! The sack, it fdl off in the wagon. | do not covet your gold. It is
nothing but an illuson.”

Jayk turned toward the entryway, but the Amnesian Hero caught her by the arm. He gestured at
the comb in her hair.

"Giveit back."

Thetiefling rolled her eyes, but rductantly removed the comb and returned it.

"The thread and the mirror, too," he said.

"These are women's things, yes?' Despite her objection, Jayk reached into her robe, producing
the slver pam mirror and the spool of golden thread she had taken from his purse. "Why does amen like
you cany them?"

"I don't know." The Amnesian Hero returned the objects to his purse and drew it closed. "They
weredl | had when | awoke on the shores of Thrassos."

Jayk considered this a moment, then said, “So they have no meaning to you. It would have been
better to let me keep them.”

With that, she stepped through the entrance and indantly disappeared into the shadows. The
Amnesan Hero paused long enough to tie his purse onto his belt with a double knot.

"Are you coming, Zoombee? Or do you wat for Tessdi and his deepcaster? You like that
mindrest, yes?'

Before he could reply, a door creaked open, salling a diver of dark purple light into the
doorway, barely illumingting the amphora leaning againg the wall. The Thrasson grabbed the jar and
followed the tiefling into a windowless chamber that was lit-barely-by three damson-flamed tapers.
Unable to see anything except the flickering candles, the Amnesan Hero stood in the doorway, lisening
asthe clatter of adovenly feadt raitled to a stop. The room reeked of charred meet, sulfur-burning pipes,



and some rancid swill that smelled like moldy copper.

"What you got there, Jayk?'

The speaker seemed to be somewhere ahead and to one sde of the doorway, though it was
impossible to be certain. The fdlow's voice was s0 deep and raspy that it croaked out of the darkness
from dl directions.

"Two slver's the best Il go," the speaker croaked. "Maybe one more, if you throw in dl his
goods.”

"You think me cludess?' Jayk started forward, vanishing into the purple darkness like a ghost.
"Bven without his goods, this one goes two gold at least!”

Curang the tiefling's treachery, the Amnesan Hero reached for his sword, a the same time
stooping down to put the amphora on the floor. From the darkness ahead came the sound of chair legs
crgping across wet wood.

"St, my friends" Jayk's tone was amused. "This one, he would be more trouble than he is worth.
| keep him for mysdf.”

The Amnesian Hero fdt more than heard the sgh that rustled through the room. A few chairs
clattered, and, growing more accustomed to the darkness, he glimpsed a dozen dark shapes returning to
their seats. They had high, pointy heads and humped backs, and severad seemed to be holding large bone
clubsin tharr gnarled hands. Although many of them sat facing each other at the same tables, not a word
passed among the entire group.

The voice that had welcomed Jayk chuckled merrily, then asked, "You got jink?'

"But of course, Brill."

From the darkness ahead came the chime of a thumbnall gtriking metd, then the Thrasson saw a
flash of gold arcing through the darkness. There was a sharp crack, and the coin disappeared in midair.
The Amnesan Hero saw a black tendril curling back toward the wall, where a hulking, round-headed
slhouette stood behind a chest-high curtain of darkness that was probably a serving counter.

The round-headed figure, presumably Birill, spat the gold into a amdl spindly-fingered hand. He
stowed the coin - the Thrasson's, no doubt - somewhere under his counter.

"Your friend got a name?'

"Zoombee. And we have trouble close behind."

"'Course," Brill grumbled. "Why ese come around when you got jink?"

With a great groan, the silhouette heaved his bulk up and lumbered dong to one of the purple
tapers. He fumbled beneath his counter a moment, then held a second candle to the damson flame. The
wick caught fire, flooding the chamber with aflickering ydlow light that gave the Amnesian Hero his firgt
good look at Brill and the room's other occupants. He nearly dropped the amphora.

Brill was a daad, one of the massve, froglike beings reputed to scavenge the battlefidds of the
Lower Planes. The Amnesan Hero had never before seen one in the flesh - a least that he could
recal-but he had heard many accounts of their taste for blood. This one was a Green, with a flat pate,
scalloped brows jutting over wide-set eyes, and a mouth large enough to swallow a swine.

The Amnesian Hero could not identify the race of Brill's customers, but they were uglier than the
tavern keeper himsdf.

They did not bother to cover ther leathery nakedness, perhaps because of their sparse covering
of wiry brigtles, which would have torn most garments to shreds. The shape of ther bodies bore a remote
semblance to that of a human, though too skeletal, somehow twisted. They had waspish waists showing
ugly grates of ribs, knobby-jointed limbs much too long for therr bodies, and gnarled, yellow-taoned
fingers that looked as though they could dig a bear fromits cave. The tables before them were piled high
with charred haunches and shoulders, many of which looked human.

As one, the customers swung their gray eyes toward the Amnesan Hero and burgt into fits of
hissng, as though laughing a some joke he had not heard.

"Wha manner of place isthis?" the Thrasson gasped, wondering again if perhaps he had not lost
hisway and tumbled into the Abyss. He turned to Jayk. "Where have you taken me?'

It was Brill who answered. "I cdl the place Rivergate.” The daad passed the candle in his hand to



Jayk, then said, " ou know where to hide"

Thetigfling nodded, then stretched over the counter and brought her mouth close to Brill's. To the
Thrasson's surprise, the daad let her kiss him upon the lips long and hard. They remained coupled for
severa moments. When shefindly drew back, her pupils remained round, and there was no sgn that her
fangs had dropped. The Amnesian Hero «could not hdp thinking of their own near kiss and wondering if
he, too, would have been spared her bite.

"Zoombee, don't be jedous” Jayk chided. "You won't make kiss with me."

Brill placed a dusty jug and two black mugs on the counter. "Go on, then - before your trouble
waksin the door. Y ou know what a mess these rutterkin make when they get to killing.”

Jayk filled both mugs, then corked the jug and tucked it under her arm. Leaving one cup on the
counter, she moved deeper into the tavern, joking and flirting as she danced past the tables of rutterkin.
Though they never made any reply the Amnesan Hero could hear, twice she pinched long-lobed ears
and threw back her head to laugh. The Thrasson followed without picking up the cup she had left for him.
He loved wine as much as the next man - perhaps even a bit more - but he had no somach for the
coppery vinegar he andled in this place.

The Amnesan Hero had bardy worked his way past the firg table when something snapped his
backplate and jerked him onto his hedls. Shifting the amphora's weight to one arm, he spun around to see
along, dender tongue curling back toward Brill's mouth.

The daad gestured at the mug on the counter. "Forgot your drink.”

The Amnesian Hero tried not to make a distagteful face. "I'm, uh ... not thirgty."

Brill croaked what seemed to be alaugh. "'l wouldn't waste blood port on no human, but | expect
you'd rather have Arborean ruby anyway. Take it and drink up, or youll have reason to wish you had.”

Deciding to accept Brill's threat as the price of a good hiding place, the Amnesan Hero retrieved
hismug and joined Jayk at the back of the room, where wisps of black mist were pouring through the
cracks of a badly warped door. The tiefling shouldered the portal open and stepped through, aready
quaffing down the contents of her mug. The Thrasson started to follow, dill holding his cup in hand.

"Drink, Zoombee!" Jayk urged. "Otherwise, you find yoursdf svimming in the River Styx."

The Amnesian Hero paused with one foot over the threshold. "Thisis a portd ?"

"Yes If you step through without drinking, then splash,” she explained. "The key is backwards.
That iswhy it isa good place to hide, you see?’

The Thrasson did not see, but he was too proud to admit it. He raised his mug and stepped into
the room. The wine proved to be somewhat tangier and more fruity than his Arborean favorites, but it
was a least palatable. He drained the entire cup in asingle gulp, then licked hislips clean.

"I had no idea how thirgty | had become.”

He thrust the cup at Jayk to be refilled, then found a safe comer in which to place the amphora
The storeroom stank of mildew and sour coppery wine, which, from dl appearances, was the rutterkins
preference in drink. Casks and boxes stood againgt every wall, stacked to the caling and more often than
not bardy visble behind slky vels of spider webs. In the center of the room sat severd stools and a
barrel with a set of knucklebones etched for gambling.

The Amnesian Hero closed the door and pulled a stool over, then sat down and pressed his eye
to a crack. Without Jayk's candle, the man room had again grown gloomy and purple. Brill and the
rutterkin were no more than vague black shapes, more imagined than seen unless they happened to be
dlhouetted againg a taper's damson flame. Save for the constant sound of gnawing and an occasond
sniggeing hiss, the tavern remained qui€t.

Jayk placed the Thrasson's cup in his hand. "When Tessali comes, you mugt tdl me so | can put
out the candle. Otherwise, he sees the light through the cracks, yes?'

The Amnesian Hero did not bother to ask why she thought Tessdi would look for them in
Rivergate. The Thrasson had met enough dvesin Arborea to know that tracking ran in ther blood. He
took along swalow from his mug, then smacked hislips and took another one.

"What is to prevent Tessali from tracking us from Rivergate's door into this storeroom? | worry
thet hell have us cornered.”



"Thereisno need for that." Jayk sounded amused. "Brill and the rutterkin have a certain, how do
| say... .fondness for eves and humans Tessdi and his guards will not linger."

"Aslong as there is no killing. They may be chaang us, but the misunderstanding is more our fault
then theirs” The Amnesian Hero did not add that in Jayk's case, the purslit was entirdy judtified. "They
don't deserve to land on a rutterkin's plate.”

"Why do you fret so much about this killing dl the time?' Jayk demanded. "Even if you believe
lifeis genuine, why does it make you so envious to see others advance toward the One Death?"

"It does not make me envioud" He turned away from his peephole and looked &t the tigfling, who
sat on a sool, absently ralling the knucklebones between her fingers. "But murder, and especidly
sensaless murder, is the enemy of dvilization. Even your Dustmen understand that, or | doubt they would
have committed you to the Gatehouse.”

"My work had nothing to do with it!" Jayk hurled the knucklebones into a web-filled comer.
"That was Komosahl Trevant! He's jedlous of my gifts”

"Your gifts?'

Jayk's eyes grew narrow and dy. "I know you have seen them, Zoombee. That's why you won't
make kiss with me, yes?'

"You mean your fangs?' He hid his expression by draining his mug, but as he drank, he kept a
wary eye on the tiefling's shadowy face. "And the way your pupils change into diamonds?*

"Of course" Jayk amiled, then came over and pulled his empty mug from his mouth. "It only
happens when | am excited. Frightened or angry, you know, but especidly when | am amorous,
Zoombee."

The Thrasson's mouth grew dry. "And you c-cdl this a gift?"

"But yed" Jayk took his empty mug and returned to the center of the room. "My degtiny, it is to
help people reach the One Death. But Trevant, he does not understand this He says | have too much
excitement to be a Dusman.”

Jayk whirled back toward the Thrasson, dashing wine as she poured. "l ask you, how can | have
too much excitement? That is how | help others, isit not?"

"Wdl..."

"But Trevant isa coward. He says the other factionswill drive the Dusmen from the dity if | give
30 much hdp." She thrust the wine back into the Thrasson's hand. "I say he is a fraud. How can he dam
to know the One Death and fear anything? It isimpossiblel™

"And that's the red reason you were taking me to the Mortuary,” the Amnesan Hero surmised.
"You wanted me to avenge Trevant's betrayd.”

"You will do that, Zoombee?' The tigfling dropped beside his sool and, resting her ams in his
lap, gazed up a him. She did not quite flutter her eyelashes. "For me?'

"Maybe—er, not" Always vulnerable to adoration, the Amnesian Hero bardy caught himsdf.
"Weren't you supposed to be taking meto the Lady of Pan?'

Jayk rose and backed away, her dark eyes now as cold and hard as obsidian. "I mean to do
both, Zoombee. We can summon her whenever we like" Her lips curled into a cunning smile, then she
shrugged. "So what is the harm if we do it in Secretary Trevant's office?"

The Amnesian Hero scowled. "I don't see how that avenges you.”

Jayk raised her mug to her lips and took along swdlow, garing a him over therim.

"I'm sure others can tdl me how to summon her," the Thrasson warned.

"But will they? Y ou have wondered why everyone thinks you are barmy for wanting to see her?'
Jayk s her mug on the barrd and met the Thrasson's gaze. "The Lady, she does not ded kindly with
those who summon her—or those who help. That iswhy you need me. Only | will show you. | ask - no,
| demand—one thing in return: Komosahl Trevant mugt be near, yes?'

"We gtruck our bargain in the Gatehouse" The Amnesian Hero turned back to his peephole,
dready beginning to fed the wine. "You said nothing about Trevant then.”

"Exadly.”

Though he could not quite figure out why, the Thrasson had the unpleasant feding Jayk had just



declared hersdf winner of the argument. He swallowed another mouthful of wine and slently cursed
Rivergate's darkness. Staring into the murky room gave him an uneasy feding, as though he were soying
upon the relm of Hades itsdlf and might be caught at any moment.

Anirritating creak sounded across the room, then a beam of gray light shot through the purple
murk. Squinting againg its unexpected brilliance, the Amnesan Hero saw the blocky shape of an
armored man slhouetted in the doorway. The warrior glanced back over his shoulder.

"WEell need the torches." The voice was that of Mateus.

The Amnesian Hero glanced in Jayk's direction, whispering, "Put out the candle. They're here"

By the time he looked back through his peephole, Mateus was leading the rest of the party into
Rivergate. A Mercykiller followed close behind with a lit torch, then came Tessdli, the deepcaster, and
the other guards.

They advanced just far enough <o that the torch lit the dark comers of the room. Tessdi braced
his hands on his hips and, being careful to avoid looking a what lay piled on the tables, stood in the heart
of thelight.

"We're pursuing atiefling sorceress and a bronze-armored warrior."

A rutterkin stood, ripping a hunk of meat from a haunch of flesh that looked dender enough to be
even, and glared directly into Tessdi's eyes. There was no other response.

"If youll tdl us where they are, well retrieve them and be gone" Tessali said. "They're barmies,
both of them, and quite dangerous.”

This drew a chorus of wigy teeters. One of the Mercykillers drew his sword and stepped in
front of Tessdli, pressing the blade to the throat of the rutterkin who had risen to mock the f.

"The Factor asked you a question, berk.”

The rutterkin camly raised a misshgped arm and placed his bare hand over the blade. "Uh ... et
ur... mood air... ut brey ... feast."

The rutterkin's words were so dow and thick that it took the Amnesan Hero a moment to puzzle
them out. By the time the Mercykiller had done likewise, Tessdi had pulled the fdlow away and pushed
him back toward the door.

"Were here for everyone's good,” the df said. "We are not looking for afight.”

"Then leave," croaked Birill.

Mateus whirled on the daad. "At fird glance, some of that mest seems human. You wouldn't
want me to take a closer look, would you?'

Brill squared his massive shoulders. "Imported. Scavenge it from the Blood War mysdf.”

"And | suppose you have the permits to prove that?"

Brill's gulp was audible even. through the storeroom door. His beady eyes darted toward the tiny
chamber. Mateus took the torch and began to lead the procession toward the storeroom.

The Amnesan Hero hissed a quiet curse.

"What isit?" Jayk whispered.

"Brill betrayed us™ the Thrasson whispered. "Get ready.”

He reached for his sword and fdt Jayk's hand on hisarm. "Brill did not turn stag. It is part of the
bob."

The tifling pulled him through the darkness to the back comer of the room, guiding him into a
hiding place between two large casks. In the next ingtant, the warped door flewv open and Mateus, with
one of the Mercykillers close behind, charged across the threshold.

Thar torch hissed and went out a once. The Amnesian Hero heard a brief purl of water, then
two splashes and a pair of gurgling screams. A musky river amdl filled the storeroom, but even that faded
amog before the Thrasson had identified it.

"What happened?" It was Tessdi. "Light!"

The deepcaster uttered a brief incantation, then the tavern was flooded with a brilliant sapphire
light that shone from the blade of her dagger. It was difficult to say whether Tessdi or the Amnesian Hero
was more surprised to find the rutterkin surrounding what remained of the df's party.

"LUut... toe ... bitel"



A rutterkin snaiched the glowing dagger from the deepcaster's hand, then tossed it into the
storeroom. Thistime, the doorway filled briefly with swirling black currents, and again the purl and musky
ard| of ariver suffused the air.

"Timefor you to leave, df," croaked Brill.

The Amnesan Hero peered over a cask and saw the murky outlines of the rutterkin stepping
addeto let Tesdi pass. Thedf led his party back to the door, then managed to garner his courage and
stop. His face was bardly visblein the purple candldight.

"I know they came in here - ahuman and aftiefling. I'm not leaving urtil 1 know what happened to
them.”

Brill's am arced through the dim light, swvinging toward the storeroom. "They went through that
door, just like your guards." He croaked severd times, chuckling. "Go ahead. Take alook.”

A wave of gbilant snickers rustled through the tavern.

"Your humor is not appreciated.” Despite his words, the df turned a thoughtful eye toward the
storeroom. "And you may be assured the Harmonium will return to inspect your licenses.”

"There is no reason for that." The voice, that of a human femde, triggered one of those vague
sensations of familiarity that sometimes troubled the Amnesian Hero. A chair scraped in a dark corner,
then the woman continued, "I have been stting here for severa hours, and | can assure you that the ones
you seek are not here.”

Tessdli turned toward the voice, which seemed to be approaching the counter. "And who are
you, milady?"

"A woman aone and in distress.”

A tdl, statuesque beauty clothed in a smple white gown walked into the dim light. With gligening
adlive skin, high cheeks, and proud emerdd eyes, her face was as regd asit was gunning - and it was one
the Amnesan Hero knew as well as he knew his own.

"Perhaps you would be kind enough to escort me to a safer part of the city?' The woman glanced
around the dark room as though surprised to find hersdlf in such a place. "I seem to have lost my way."

The Amnesan Hero dipped from his hiding place and crept forward, bardy able to hold his
tongue. Jayk grabbed his arm and pulled him back, then gently closed the storeroom door.

"Zoombee, what has happened to you?' she hissed. "Were dmogt safel”

The Thrasson pressed his eye to the peephole. "It's her! The woman who appears" He amost
whispered ‘when | drink wine," but caught himsdf and said instead, "The one | know from beforel”

"Pahl That cannot be."

In the main room, Tessali was rubbing his chin and sudying the woman with a thoughtful air. "This
isa bad didrict for awoman of your... appearances. How did you come to be here?'

The woman shook her head, her expresson dazed. "I cannot - | honestly don't know. | was a
home, then this”

"Yes, perhaps you should come with me" Tessali wrapped an am around her shoulder, then
glanced at Brill. "Is her account settled?”

Even the daad could not think quickly enough to make a profit from her unexpected appearance.
He only shook his head, croaking, "Didn't know she was here.”

"Good." Tessdi motioned for his remaining guard to open the door. "WEell be going.”

"No," gasped the Amnesan Hero.

He tried to pull the door open, but found it blocked by Jayk.

"Zoombee, don't be afod!"

"I can't let him take her!" the Thrasson whispered. "She knows who | am!”

"What is she doing here? How did she find you?' Jayk demanded. "This woman, she mud be a
deepcadter's trick.”

"Out of my way!"

The Thrasson pushed Jayk away, then remembered the porta and fumbled around in the
darkness until he found the wine. He returned to the door and jerked it open, but by then Tesdi had
dready taken the woman and left. The Amnesian Hero raised the jug to his lips, then rushed across the



threshold, leaving both the amphora and histigfling guide behind.
Dabus

Dim has falen over the city. It would be wrong to cdl it dusk; there are no rays of sunlight fanning
up from the skyline, no sivelit clouds hanging low over the harizon, no degpening hues of blue spreading
across the heavenly vault. There is only the waxing gray gloom, spilling from the acoves and niches of the
city’s hundred-thousand hovels, spreading over the scum-coated cobblestones, rising like a ground fog to
fill the avenues with a thickening ashen murk. In Sgil, we have no twilights before the dawns, no endings
presaging fresh beginnings, no desths begetting new births, we have only that eternd ashen indant that
follows what was and precedes what will be, that wavering gray span that separates the dying and the
desth.

Once the Amnesian Hero has dodged past the rutterkin tables and dashed by Birill's gloomy
counter and burgt from Rivergate's doors, it is into this gray eventide that he sumbles. Already has the
dreet filled with the scuttling denizens of the night: bustling, dark-cloaked figures who mdt into the
shadows as suddenly as they emerge. Already has the throng swalowed Tessai and the white-gowned
beauty, carried them into the ashen gloom and swept clean their trall. Already has the Thrasson logt his
quarry and his good sense as wdl; he will go after the woman, search her out in winding lanes he has
never walked.

Sl dutching the jug of Rivergate wine and weatching for a flash of white dress in the dimness
ahead, the Amnesian Hero raced down the street. When he found only skulking figures camouflaged in
night-gray cloaks or armored in spiked plate, he turned and rushed in the opposte direction. The
cobblestones rattled with the sound of claws on stone, and the air stank of acrid, lower-planar swest.
Sporadic screams of anguish rose and fdl in the digant darkness; the clamor of dashing sted grew
common, and the din of growling voices became a congtant rumble. Twilight had fdlen in the didtrict of
blood.

Redizing that he was in danger of losng his way back to Rivergate, the Thrasson ceased his
running. "Tesdi!"

Had the df actudly answered, the Amnesian Hero might have come to his senses and given some
thought to his actions. What would he do? Try to explain that he was not "barmy," then demand the
return of a woman whaose name he could not recal? Asit was, the Thrasson's voice merdly vanished into
the generd roar. He found himsdf standing done and ignored in a street bustling with brutish beings, his
mind gill clouded by Rivergate's powerful libation, not quite able to comprehend how he had again lost
the one woman who could possibly tdl him his name.

The Amnesian Hero fixed a wary gaze on the dark figures streaming past. Had he seen one of the
ghedly brutes skulking the streets of Thrassos, he would have drawn his sword on the spot and driven it
from the city. Now, he found himsdf in need of their ad and ready to ask it. Wondering how he had
fdlen so low, he took another swig from hisjug and stepped into the path of an ember-eyed shadow.

"If you would be kind enough to offer your indulgence...”

"Out the way, bubber!" As the creature spoke, its lips were illuminated by afant, fiery glow deep
inits gullet. "I'll scorch ya"

It sidestepped the Thrasson, buffeting him with a murky wing that suddenly unfolded from its
back. The Amnesan Hero accepted the indignity with atypica restraint, more interested in finding his
white-gowned womean than teaching proper manners. He grabbed the next figure in ling a lanky
dope-shouldered brute in scale armor, and dragged him to a stop.

"A moment of your—"

Something long and snaky lashed over the fellow's shoulder and pinged off the Amnesan Hero's
bronze armor. The Thrasson glimpsed the form of a thick scaly tal arcing away, then fdt the tip of a
dagger pressed up beneath his jaw.

"Lego-n-step'way, berk." The voice was raspy, the breath foul. "Maybe | don' killya"



The Amnesian Hero camly released the brute's am and grabbed his knife hand instead. With a
quick twigt againg the joint, the Thrasson turned the dagger away and, in the same motion, forced his
adversary to his knees. He found himsdf looking down at a gaunt, scaled face with sunken eyes, an
arrow-shaped nose, and arow of tiny tusks risng from behind a pouting lower lip. The fdlow was one of
the barbazu, a race of minor fiends the Thrasson had encountered when Apollo sent him to deliver a
messege to the Lord of the Siinking Mire.

"You have no cause for darm.” The Amnesian Hero twisted the barbazu's wrigt until the dagger
came free and clattered onto the cobblestones. "Nor do you have need of wegpons.”

The crowd parted and continued to scurry past, giving wide berth to the confrontation. Any
humen that could drop a barbazu to his knees was not to be bothered - especidly in this part of Sgll,
where drength was the only law.

The Amnesan Hero said, "'l only want to ask about Tesdi."

"Who?' The fiend's tail appeared above his shoulder, but hovered there and did not strike; there
would have been no purpose, as the bony end-barb had broken off the firg time it hit the Thrasson's
armor. "D'yathink | know every..."

"An df. He has a human with him, a beautiful woman."

The barbazu's gaze flickered to the wine jug, which the Amnesian Hero dill held in his free hand,
then over the rest of the Thrasson's body.

"The df's armor red?" The fiend's speech was il raspy, but less urgent now.

"I fear not." The Thrasson was disappointed; there could not be many dvesin this squdid digtrict,
and it was just his luck the barbazu had seen the wrong one. "He was wearing a spangled cloak. The
woman wasin white"

"Oh yesh, atasty scrap.” The barbazu glanced over his shoulder. "I seen 'em. Hangin' dl over
thet df, she was"

"Where?" The Thrasson peered past the fiend into the degpening gloom. "How long ago?'

"Hve gold," the barbazu replied. "Worth ‘at much jink, by the look o'er.”

"The quedtion is a Smple one" The Amnesan Hero wrenched his captive's wrig further and
pivoted away, forcing the fiend facedown on the cobblestones. "Answer it, and | won't break your wridt.
That should be payment enough.”

The barbazu bobbed his head. "Two dleys back, on the right." His voice grew spiteful. "Lookin’
for a place to do him. Hope she does."

The Amnesan Hero pivoted away from the barbazu, a the same time savagdy twiding the
fdlow's wrig around. The brute had no .choice but to dstart ralling. The Thrasson could eedly have
broken his captive's arm, but he settled instead for amashing hiswine jug over the fiend's thick skull.

"You should be more cordia in what you wish for others." The Thrasson placed one hand on the
hilt of his sword, then, wondering at the depth of his rage, cautioudy backed away. "In the future, |
Suggest you curb your tongue.™

"RPke it, bubber." The barbazu gathered himsdf up and, just as cautioudy as the Thrasson,
backed away in the opposite direction. "You adready got yours. Tha tasty morse, she ain't never going
back to no vinegar-swillin' sod like you."

With that, the fiend mdted into the crowd and was gone. The Amnesian Hero turned toward the
dley, convinced by his strong emotions that the woman had indeed been someone specid to him. When
he found her — and liberated her from Tesdi's tender care - he would cetanly find his past
Unfortunately, he would gill be honor-bound to ddliver the amphora. No matter how badly Poseidon had
understated the errand's difficulty, for a man of renown to renege on a promise to the Cleaver of Lands
would be as urfitting as it would be fooligh.

The Thrasson reached the mouth of the second dley and paused to get his bearings. Although he
remembered which way to turn, finding Rivergate again would be difficult. He could not tel the difference
between any of the huts in the didrict. They were dl windowless hegps of stone, unmortared and
accessible only by tunnd-like entryways. After he rescued the mysterious woman, he would need to ask
directions, which meant he would need to incapacitate his pursuers, &t leasst temporarily.



Hoping he would not be forced to kill anyone, the Amnesian Hero drew his sword and Started
down the murky passage. Like many of Sign's back lanes, this one appeared quiet and deserted; most
people avoided such places as a matter of course, and those who did not preferred leaving or hiding to
being noticed. The dley was littered with fla stones that had fdlen from the tumbledown wals that
formed itslooming sides. The musty smell of day hung heavy in the moig air. A few paces ahead, a large
mud puddle glimmered fantly in the gray gloom.

Thinking to pick up atral of wet footprints on the far Sde, the Amnesan Hero dashed forward
and legpt over the muck hole. Though his god-forged armor weighed little more than a leather jerkin, the
puddle was alarge one; his rear foot fdl alittle short, snking into the dime with a long durp. Before he
could pull free, the mud compressed around his ankle and clamped it in place. He lost his balance and fdl
flat. The Thrasson cursed his dumaness and tried to bring hisleg forward.

He found himsdf diding back toward the puddle. Digging the fingertips of his free hand deep into
the dirt, the Amnesian Hero pulled forward and tugged harder on his leg. He fdt warm mud dithering up
hiscdf. An unfamiliar pounding erupted in his ears; could he actudly he frightened? The Thrasson craned
his neck to look over his shoulder, found that he could see nothing, then peered beneath his am and
decided he had good reason to be darmed. A snaky tendril of mud had engulfed his foot, and even now
it was gretching out of the puddle, writhing like an ed and steedily working its mouth up his leg.

The Amnesan Hero pushed historso up, then swung his sword around to attack. To his horror,
he could barely touch the stirange creature. His leg seemed to be dretching toward the puddle, and, at
least where it was not covered by bronze armor, his flesh was turning as gray as the muck itsdlf. He could
no longer see the difference between the tendril and his own knee; the mud had dready clamed
everything below that, and he had a dead, tingling feding in his toes.

The Thrasson thrust the tip of his sword, dl that could reach, into the muck. The star-forged sted
cut through the tendril easily enough, but the mud smply oozed back behind the blade. He rolled onto his
sde, then curled toward his feet and attacked the base of the appendage. The blow severed it deanly,
but his foot remained bound to the puddie by a curtain of mud dribbling from his shin. By the time he cut
through this, the base of the tentacle had reattached itsdf.

The Amnesian Hero could no longer fed his toes. His thigh had turned as gray as pearls, and his
knee had become an amorphous mass of muck. He could not believe that a smple mud puddie would
accomplish what the Hydra of Thrassos and the Acherian Giant had not.

The Thrasson looked down the dark dley, straining to see his quarry. "Help! Tesdi!"

No answer.

"Tesdl, thisisthe Amnesian Hero! | won't harm you. Perhaps | will even surrender!”

Nothing stirred in the darkness. The Thrasson fdt himsdf diding back toward the puddle, and
thet was when he redlized he had seen no footprintsin the dirt before him.

The puddle had swallowed Tesdi's party, too.

The Amnesian Hero wedged his sword between the stones of the dley wadl, anchoring himsdf in
place. Any norma weapon would have snapped, but it would take afar greater rain to break - or even
bend - his star-forged blade.

The mud reached the hem of the Thrasson's loin tasset. He fdt as though his ankle, dl he could
dill sense of hisfoot, lay twice a leg's length from his hip. He might save himsdf by usng his star-forged
blade to cut off his own leg, but he refused to consder such a cowardly act. Who had ever heard of a
one-legged man of renown? Better to suffer an ignoble death now.

The Amnesan Hero turned his face groundward. "How have | offended you, 0 Great and
Wicked Hades, that you treat me thus? | deserve a death more glorious than thig"

"But Zoombeg, | have told you—you are dead dready.”

"Jayk?' The Amnesan Hero craned his neck around to see the tidling carrying his amphora
down the dley. "Truly, the gods are watching out for me."

"You mugt not be so absurd, Zoombee!" Jayk scoffed. "I heard you when you cdled to Tessdi."

The Thrasson flushed. "Y ou do redize | had no true intention of surrendering?'

"But of course, Zoombee." Jayk smirked, then leaned the heavy amphora againg a nearby wall.



"Who would surrender when he can let an ooze portal suck himinto a Paradlementd Plane?’

One of the stones anchoring the Thrasson in place popped free. He resumed his steady dide
toward the puddle. "Jayk, will you please free me from this mud?'

"I will try, Zoombee." The tiefling reached under her cape. "It can be very difficult. Perhaps my
megic works better if you hep me with Trevant, yes?'

The Thrasson fdt his free foot brush the puddie's surface. He tried to lift it free, but he was too
late; along cord of mud rose with his toes.

The Amnesan Hero returned his gaze to the tiefling. "If you think Il buy my own life a the
expense of an innocent..."

"How can you say Trevant isinnocent? He betrayed me™

"Bethat asit may, | won't help you." Caught by both legs now, the Amnesian Hero began to dide
more rgpidly toward the puddle. He stared into the mud. "Will you hep me or not?!

"I suppose | mug." Jayk's voice was both sharp and resgned. "You are too handsome to
become one with Ooze."

The tidling threw a samdl diver of glass into the mud, a the same time spesking the words of a
ample incantation. The ooze started to diffen, the writhing of the tendrils dowed, and a glassy sheen
spread over the surface of the puddle. A deep, penetrating cold pierced the Thrasson's leg, then he
ceased diding.

"Why do you wait, Zoombee? Cut yoursdf freel"

With both legs caught, the Amnesan Hero found it much more difficult to reach the mud. When
he did diceinto the icy muck, however, it stayed cut, and he soon freed the newly caught foot. After that,
it was a Imple matter to hack a large block from the puddle. Dragging a leg twice its normd length
behind him, he crawled a short distance down the dley and began to hammer at the frozen dudge.

A few blows later, he had knocked the worst of the icy mud off hislegs. In the dim light, he could
not tdl how quickly the color was returning to his chilly flesh. He fdt a dight, aching bum as his e ongated
leg resumed its normd proportions, then his skin began to nettle as it does after baing extremey cold. He
dill had no feding below the ankle, and the foot itsdf gleamed with the same faint glow he had earlier
observed on the surface of the mud.

The Thrasson rose and limped dong the edge of the puddle, both testing his legs and searching
for clues as to the fate of Tessli and the white-gowned woman.

"Zoombee, what are you looking for?"

"Sgnsof Tesdi and the woman we saw in Rivergate. They were supposed to have come down
thisaley."

"Who tdls you athing like that?"

The Amnesian Hero stopped and looked up. "A barbazu.”

"And you believe him? | see Tessdli in the dtreet-searching for that glitter gifl in white" Jayk
shook her head sadly. "Poor Zoombee, he even trugts fiends™

The Thrasson flushed again, feding foolish for dlowing his enthusasm to overcome his judgment.
"I did have him at a disadvantage.”" Slill, he sheathed his sword and, seeing no other way back to Jayk,
went to the edge of the ooze portal. "Can | wak on this?'

"Until it thaws."

The Amnesan Hero limped across the ice, then stopped a Jayk's sde. "I am in your debt.
Perhaps | can help you recover your spellbooks, but | won't—"

"Harm Trevant, | know. That isfine. Y ou must live by the rules of your ddusions.” Jayk looked a
his sasndaed foot, then added, "Now we mugt go. We mug find a heder before your foot thaws."

The Thrasson scowled a his glimmering foot. "What happens then?!

"It probably does not matter, if you dill wish to see the Lady of Pain" Jayk turned toward the
mouth of the dley. "But you were in the ooze too long; it has taken your foot. If a heder does not restore
it before the mud thaws, the porta will finish its work."

The Amnesan Hero cast an uneasy glance a his glimmering foot, then picked up the amphora
and turned to limp after Jayk.



Two paces away, the tiefling had stopped to stare at four dender figures with clouds of white har
piled high atop their heads. They had amdl coin-shaped noses, deep-set eyes, and squat brows with two
sets of horns - one pair draight and one pair curled. All four beings were camly stacking stones across
the mouth of the dley, an activity strangely at odds with their flowing, elaborately embroidered robes.

Jayk raised a hand to her mouth and retreated, backing into the Amnesan Hero. She stopped,
but did not turn around or speak.

"What's hgppening here?' the Thrasson asked. "Why are you so afrad?’

"Dabug"

When Jayk offered no further explanation, the Amnesan Hero pushed the amphora into her
ams. Flacing one hand on the hilt of his sword, he stepped forward and pointed at the wal.

"Wha are you doing here?'

In unison, the dabus stooped over as though to pick up something. Although the Amnesian Hero
could see no loose stones on the ground, when they rose again, each hdd aflat rock in his hands. They
placed the stones on the wall, then bent down to get ancther.

"Answer me"

The Thrasson stepped forward and thrust his hed againg the wal, kicking a smdl gap open.
Normally, he would never have been so rude, but he was darmed by Jayk's reaction. The dabus merdy
picked up the didodged stones and returned them to thelr places.

The Amnesian Hero kicked the stones again. "Answer me.”

The dabus stopped working and, ill ignoring the Thrasson, turned to each other. Their mouths
began to work, spewing long streams of symbols into the ar. There were no sounds, merdly strange
comhbinations of pictures and Sgns that hung about their heads like hummingbirds.

After abrief conaultation, two dabus bent down and retrieved a pair of war-axes from the same
mysterious place they retched the stones. Asthey stepped over the wdl, the Amnesan Hero noticed for
the firg time that their feet - if the dabus had any beneath the hems of their long robes - did not touch the
dreet.

The Thrasson stepped back and drew his sword.

Jayk was at hissde ingantly. "No, Zoombee! You mustnt drike them!" She thrust the amphora
into hisarms, precluding any chance that he would. "We are in enough trouble!™

"Trouble?'

"They are building a maze. Y ou should summon the Lady of Pain now, while you 4ill can.”

The Amnesian Hero ran his gaze around the dley. "Then she's near?'

"The Lady isaways near,” Jayk replied. "All you need do is pray to her."

"Pray?"

"Yes She dways appears to those who pray to her."

"And then what?*

Jayk's face paed to a pearly gray. "Then sheflaysus - dive, yes?'

"No, not us" The Amnesian Hero did not bother to ask why the Lady would want to flay them.
Having explained many times that he had only come to ddiver a gift, he was beginning to redize that
Sgil's resdents did not understand their queen. "There's no reason for you to be here. I'll pray done. This
armor was forged by Hephaestus himsdf, and even Apallo's arrows cannot pierceiit. | doubt the Lady of
Pain's wrath will rend it."

The shadow returned to Jayk's face, but she made no move to leave. "It is better to accept our
pain here than to be trapped in the mazes forever.”

"Phah! In Arborea, we play mazes for fun." The Thrasson leaned the amphora agang the dley
wadl. "And there is no reason for you to stay. Thisis not your doing.”

Jayk gmiled and glanced toward the mouth of the dley, where the dabus had aready raised ther
wall to waist height. She shook her head. "That is not for you to decide.”

"Perhaps not, but the Lady aready intends to imprison me. What do | have to lose by forcing her
dabus to release you?'

The Thrasson strode forward and faced the two armed dabus. He gestured a Jayk with his



sword. "She has no part inthis. Asmen - er, beings - of honor, | ask you to release her."

The dabus hdd ther axes at port ams and watched him carefully, but made no other response.
The Amnesian Hero waved Jayk forward. When the expressions of the Lady's servants did not change,
he sheathed his sword and turned his back on them.

"Wait for me outsde." The Amnesan Hero leaned close to embrace Jayk, a the same time
dipping the golden thread from his purse. He pressed it into her pam and whispered, "When you hear me
praying, hold the end and throw the spool over the wall. 1t will not be long before | return to help you
retrieve your spellbooks.”

"Zoombed!"

Jayk pulled away and tipped her chin back, her lips bardy parted. Tempted as he was, the
Amnesan Hero did not accept the invitation. The tiefling's eyes were closed, and her mouth was not
open far enough to see whether her fangs had descended. He grabbed her by the waist and soun her
toward the wall, lifting her over in one swift motion. Without breaking rhythm, one of the dabus builders
took her from the Thrasson and set her on the ground.

The Amnesian Hero sighed in rdlief. Before undertaking afeat so perilous as summoning the Lady
of Pain, true men of renown aways saw their beautiful maidens to safety. He retrieved the amphora, then
went to the center of the dley and knedled in meditation, trying to think of a proper prayer for Sgil's
ruler.

Because he knew so little about her, the task was a difficult one. Beseeching her for mercy was
out of the question, of course, as was dnging the praises of pain; in his experience, the worst kind of
supplication was an indncere one.

By the time he recdled the strange riddles from the Gatehouse and redized what to say, the
dabus had raised their wall to chest height. The Amnesan Hero laid the amphora on the ground before
him, carefully arranging it so thet it lay exactly pardld to the walls then sat back on his haunches and
crossed hisarms over his chest.

By the hunger of change and emotion,
By the thirst of unbearable things,
By despair, the twin-born of devotion,
By the pleasure that winces and stings,
The delight that consumes the desire,
The desire that outruns the delight,
By the cruelty deaf asafire
And blind as the night,

By the ravenous teeth that have smitten
Through the kisses that blossom and bud,
By the lips intertwisted and bitten
Till the foam has a savor of blood,
By the pulse asit rises and falters,
By the hands as they slacken and strain,
| adjure thee, respond from thine altars,
Our Lady of Pain.

The prayer is, | think, the most beautiful ever uttered in Sgil. How it speaks to me! Of reckless
yearnings pursued unto misery, of secret luds that are themsdves unbearable torments. Pleasure and
pan, they are one; hope nurtures despair, love breeds loss, joy begets sorrow—this Thrasson, he knows
mefor thething | am. Hisfine words | would forgive, if | could.

But thisis Sgil. Here, no god may enter - and if the Thrasson prays to me, what do | become but
agod?

It mugt not be. The doors would open; the city itsdf would crumble, and there | would stand, one
aone againg dl the gods of the multiverse. With chains of darlight and axes of fire, they would come for



me, the bad and the good, and make awar to sunder the planes themsdlves.

What then? With Pain caged in the deegpest Abyss and bound to the will of Demogorgon or
Diinkarazan or some other god of wickedness, what then? | will tdl you: tyranny and cowardice,
darknessin every plane, and fear in every breeth; asngle foul ruler himsdf ruled by hungers foul beyond
imagining, al the multiverse his to pillage and to ravish as he desires.

And worse 4ill, if good prevails endless worlds of endless ease, with no suffering to build
grength, no anguish to breed courage, no fear to foster cunning; a multiverse of middling passions and
bland hungers, where nothing is ventured because nothing can be logt, where no anger is consuming, no
love passionate, and no life worth living.

| have no choice in the matter. For the good of the multiverse, | mugt punish the Thrasson - but
do not think | have forgotten the tiefling. She taught him to pray, and for that | will be avenged.

| open my eyes, and the Lady of Pain is there before him, her feet dill touching the dirt so he
cannot see her. He waits with his aams crossed over his chest and that amphora lying on the ground
before him. He is a clever one, this Hunter. If | forgive his prayer—till the most beautiful ever spoken in
Sgil—his master will be the firg to ssorm my doors; yet, the ingant | punish him, he will open his jar and
release that enchanted net it carries.

But he has forgotten my children. | have but to desire and the dabus perform. Alreedy, the two
axe-bearers have drifted forward to remove the amphora. They stop besideit.

"Leave that bel" The Amnesan Hero's eyes grow as round as coins. "Poseidon sent it for the
Lady of Pan!”

My children honor im with a reply, but if the Thrasson can read their rebuses, he does not care
that they are acting on my wishes. He stands and reaches for his sword. One dabus picks up the
amphora, and the other raises his axe to do battle. 1 lift one foot off the ground, then the other, and—

—suddenly the Lady of Pain was there. Like the dabus, she hung alittlein the air, the hem of her
long, brocaded gown hovering just inches above the dirt. The Amnesan Hero forgot about his sword -
and the dabus and his amphora as wdl - and let his jaw drop. The Lady was a griking beauty, tadl and
dender, with classic features and an aura of inviolable serenity. She had a hdo of stedl blades instead of
hair, lips as black as kohl, and unflinching ydlow eyes that kindled a sick, feverish fear in the Thrasson's
breast.

Sill knedling, the Amnesian Hero placed his hands on his thighs and bowed deeply. His pdms fdt
hot and wet againgt his bronze cuisses.

"Gredtings. | am the Amnesan Hero of Thrassos, bearing a gift from the god Posaidon, K-king of
Seas and C-cleaver of Lands™" He gestured behind him, where the dabus had retreated to the wal with
the amphora. "With your p-permisson-"

The Lady raised her hand, and the Amnesian Hero stopped talking. She fixed her sulfurous gaze
on him and, for the firg time, truly seemed to see him. Thinking she was about to speak, the Thrasson
held his bow. Though he remained absolutely motionless, he kept his toes bent, so that he could spring to
his feet quickly. If she attacked, as everyone seemed to bdieve she would, he had every intention of
defending himsdf.

The Lady curled her fingers into a black-nailed claw, which she dragged downward through the
ar. A loud, medlic squed arose behind the Thrasson, and something shoved his face toward the ground.
He caught himsdf on his hands, then glanced over his shoulder. There was no one behind hm save the
dabus guards, sanding severd paces away, as motionless as statues and dill holding the amphora. Their
two companions had nearly completed the wal; the crest stood only a row short of a man's height.

The Amnesan Hero fet saverd ridges of bronze pressing into his back, then redized that his
god-forged armor had actudly been dented. He looked back to the Lady of Pain. Severd of her
fingernalls were broken, and her brow was raised ever so dightly. It occurred to the Thrasson that he had
just survived an assault by Sgil's fearsome ruler. To his surprise, he found that he was less terrified than
confused about what to do next.

Asthe Lady showed no Sgn of continuing her attack, he eected to turn his pdms up and spread
them wide to show he meant no harm. "Please, milady, do not fear me”



The shadow of a smirk flashed across her mouth. She extended a single finger.

"I comein peace." Agan, the Thrasson gestured a the amphora. "I only want to ddiver this gift
from Poseidon.”

The Lady drew her finger through the air, and again the creak of folding metd rang off the dley
walls The Thrasson rocked backward, giving way to a terrific pressure agang his chest. He looked
down to see along groove running the length of his breastplate, as though some enchanted wegpon had
struck him a mighty blow. Despite the amicable nature of his mission, a seething anger began to build in
his ssomach.

"Uniil now, | have tried to comport mysdf peacefully.” The Thrasson sprang to his feet, dropping
ahand to the hilt of his star-forged sword. "But | warn you, thisarmor was made by Hephaestus himsdf.
| will suffer no further damage to it.”

The Lady dightly narrowed her eyes, then curled her hand into a fis. The screech of crumpling
metd rang in the Thrasson's ears. His chest filled with shooting pains, and he looked down to see his
corselet reshaping itsdf into the figure of an hourglass. Only the anguish in his body convinced him that he
was seeing something redl. No foe had ever dented his god-forged armor, and he could scarcely bdieve
the Lady of Pain was crashing it without so much as a blow.

The Thrasson's body believed. His aching ribs made soft popping sounds, and his breath left him
and would not return. Hurting too much to scream, he dropped to his knees and fumbled his dagger from
its sheath. He jammed the tip beneath the first buckle and cut the strap. His lungs filled with air, but the
crashing anguish in his somach deepened. Not worrying that the blade might dip and cut him, the
Amnesan Hero shoved the knife down the crooked seam and severed the other two straps. The armor
fel away, danging oftly into the dirt.

Even before the pain began to recede, the Amnesian Hero was on his feet and reaching for his
sword. He would win no combats againg the Lady of Pain-or anyone who, like the gods themselves,
used magic without casting spells - but Hades had heard his prayer for a glorious death, and the Thrasson
would not squander the honor by dying poorly. In fact, he found himsdf looking forward to the battle; a
vaiant effort would secure his name — or rather hislegend - a place in the songs of bards throughout the
multiverse,

It was not to be. His sword had not even cleared its scabbard before a loud clatter erupted from
the far sde of the wall.

"Zoombed!" The golden thread came arcing into the dley, unspoaling as it flew, then the stones in
the dabus wall began to tremble.

The Lady of Pain pivoted her blade-hdoed head toward the sound. The Thrasson drew his
sword, but resisted the urge to attack. Despite appearances, he was quite certan that his powerful foe
hed not forgotten about him.

Jayk pulled her torso atop the wadl, then froze in shock as she found herself looking down at the
Lady of Pain. "By the One Death!"

The Lady raised a hand, as though to help the tiefling over.

Jayk's face went as pae as pearls, then the stones resumed their trembling. She glanced behind
her and frowned, then granted and began to flal her legs at something.

"Dont fight me" The voice was Tessdi's. "Thisisfor your own - huh!"

Jayk landed a kick, then hoisted hersdf entirdy onto the wal and, like a rope-dancer, ran dong
the crest. The long-fingered hand of an df caught her ankle, and she pitched headlong off the wall,
crashing down upon the two dabus guards. The amphora came free of their grasp and thudded to the
ground, ralling clear as a tangled hegp of tiefling and dabus crashed down behind it.

The Amnesian Hero rushed over to the jar, slently thanking Apollo for not Ieting it shatter-then
he noticed the crack in its neck. A loop of fine golden thread had pushed through the tiny fissure and
seemed to be writhing out. The Thrasson kneeled down and clamped his free hand over the crevice. The
filament pushed its way between hisfingers and continued to work free.

"I fear your gift has been damaged." Stll holding his sword, he turned to the Lady of Pan.
"Whatever your intentions for me, perhaps you should open it now."



The hem of the Lady's gown hbillowed outward, as though she were waking forward. She
seemed to step downward, then her dress fluttered again, and she vanished from sght.

"Milady?"

Another clatter sounded from the wall, then Tessdi's voice cdled, "I need another net. They're
both herel"

The Amnesian Hero turned to see a barmy net spinning through the air toward his head. He
reached up and caught severa strands in his hand, then, before Tessdi could pull the draw cord, yanked
his attacker from the wal. The df had barely hit the ground before the Thrasson's sword was dashing
back and forth through the net, cutting it to pieces.

By the time he turned back to the amphora, the golden thread had worked completely free of the
crack. It roseinto the ar and began to cirdle.

Pains Of The Flesh

Agand that golden strand, thereisno dip.

Sill as stone, | stand before the Amnesan Hero, both feet smooth upon the ground. The
Thrasson and hisilk cal me gone, but not so thet flaxen thread. Like aworm to a corpse, it comes to me
and scribesitscircle.

Thereistimeyet, | think. | stedl forward, feet as soft as feathers upon the haze-brown sky. The
Thrasson's supplication, those divine lines, cannot stand: he mugt recant. He mugt disavow, he must
renounce, he must curse my name and sob, wail, and beg for death. He mugt suffer for what he has done;
for the good of the multiverse, he must rue the hour he uttered that beautiful prayer.

| do not reach him.

Once more the filament cirdes me, and something — | cannot say what - dirsin that void where
| once had a heart. It isnathing | have ever fdt before: a fluttering, a feding as gentle and londy as a
mourning dove's lament; it is like a lover's hand: warm, comforting, and somehow familiar, so very inviting
and S0 very dangerous.

Daeddus himsdf, most cunning of men, spun that golden fiber. It is Surdier then any chain
Hephaestus ever forged. To pull againg that filament is to make it stronger; to cut it is to braid it double,
to untwine it is to spread it in an inescapable mesh. The Thrasson has cast Poseidon's net, if a sngle
drand can anet make, and | dare not giveiit the touch.

| close my eyes, and when the thread circles the third time, no fiber drags across my skin, no
filament tightens around my throat, no string binds my wrigts. The Lady has gone from that dim dley.

The Thrasson stands unrepentant, the tiefling unpunished beside him. A key has turned, a lock
has clicked; a door hangs unlatched and the treasure Sits unguarded. | could go into the mazes after them,
but there are dark things in the Iabyrinth, and corridors innumerable, branching and twisting and feeding
into themselvesin an irreducible tangle. In those passages dl wanderers perish, by bloody claw or upon
tottering legs, but adways with the certain knowledge that the exit lay just beyond the next corner.
Perhaps that is punishment enough.

And, in truth, | dare not dlow the Thrasson to open the amphora and cast a me more strands
from Poseidon's net. Already, the fird has found me again. | fed a growing surge in that void where |
once had a heart, arhythmic roar that builds and fades, then rises again more powerful than before. The
ardl of brine and the sdt sea pervades the air, and a diff breeze whispers across the water. Hard as |
try, | cannot shut off the sounds or ignore the scents; they are indde, like nightmares gushing from that
dark wel inmy chest.

Standing above white-crested waves | see the Lady of Pain, gowned in white cloud and belted in
golden light, her lips the same turquoise as the Arborean Sea. A gring of pearls, black and lusirous like
succubi tears, hangs around her neck. About her head flashes a diadem of blue lightning, whilein place of
her red-stained blade hdo waves a flyavay mane of ydlow har: The strands vanish into the air and have
no ends, they are a hundred thousand golden threads that lead to a hundred thousand of the multiverse's



infinite planes.

In the ar beside her - me? - hangs a ghodly visage made of the wind itsdf and as huge as the sun:
the Elementa Queen of Air. Though her features are as tranducent and shifting as a breeze, | see
something in the shape of her face, in the angle of her ova eyes, and in the set of her high cheeks a
certain motherly semblance to the Lady of Pain.

On my other sde stands a trident-wielding giant, waist-deep in waves, reeking of kep and st
ar, sea-foam for hair, sparkling skin like moonlight on water. Upon hislips, a father's misaly smile He is
dretching an upturned palm toward me and looking out to sea.

Thiscannot be! If | had parents, | would remember. This memory - thisillusor+is some trick of
Posaidon's, a ruse to win my trust and nothing more.

A black-sailed dhow approaches, steered by a angle black-hooded hdmsman. On the deck rest
four black coffers, the bride price mighty Poseidon demands for the heart of his golden-haired daughter.
The boxes hold agony, anguish, misary, and despair-the four Pains that rule the multiverse — but how |
know, | do not know; that is as dark to me as the face benesth the hood.

And now the tide turns; the surf roars more softly each timeit rises, the amdl of brine grows sour
and digtant, the face of the Elementd Queen vanishesin a shimmer of dill, hot air. Poseidon snks beneath
the waves, the whitecaps subside, the sea cams to a turquoise mirror and the ar spills from the dhow's
black sal. The hdmaman turns his hooded face toward me, and a whirlpool opens benegth his vessd;
down he is drawn, down into that void in my chest he whirls, this night-cloaked stranger who paid the
bride's price for my heart.

City Of Iron

The Amnesan Hero stood in the charcoa dimness, cautioudy awating the pleasure of the Lady
of Pain. Although she had disappeared a moment earlier, a certain disturbing stillness continued to hang in
the ar. The dley had suddenly grown hot and muggy, and the musy amdl of day seemed stronger,
perhaps because Sgil's other fetid odors had vanished. Even the murky light looked somehow deeper -
not darker, but heavier and more enduring. From the wal behind him came a frightened gasp and the
rasp of boot heds kicking for purchase in the dirt. Thinking the Lady of Pain had findly shown hersdf,
the Thrasson raised his sword and spun.

He found Jayk stooped over Tessdi, trying to dodge past the df's kicking legs and catch hold of
aflaling am. The Thrasson stepped over, grabbing the tigfling's collar and throwing her againg a hut
wadl. Her pupils were diamonds and her fangs were folded completely down.

"Have | not warned you about this, Jayk?"

Before Jayk could answer, Tessdi was on hisfeet and dimbing the wdl. "Over here! HAp™

One-handed, the Amnesan Hero jerked the df down and pushed him to the ground. "You, be
Slent!"

Tesdi's eyes darted to the crest of the wadl, then haf closed in disgppointment. "What's taking so
long?' heydled. "I'm dl done with these bar—arrrgh!”

The complaint came to an abmpt end as the Amnesian Hero placed his foot across Tessdi's
throat. The Thrasson glanced toward the wdll, but saw no Sgn of anyone coming to aid the df.

Jayk gathered hersdf up, dill staring at Tessali through her diamond-shaped pupils. "I make kiss
with him, yes? When he reaches the next stage, he is not so much trouble.”

"No," the Amnesan Hero said. "We need him dive, to trade for my wine woman.”

"Winewoman?' Tesdi asked.

"The one in white" The Amnesian Hero did not explain that he caled her wine woman because
she only appeared when he drank wine. " She approached you in Rivergate."

Tesdi knitted his brows. "You were therel"

"Shewill be your ransom." The Thrasson did not bother to confirm the df's deduction.

"But Zoombee! Did you not hear me? | told you he was looking for thiswine woman'!"



Tessdli nodded. "That's right. We logt her.”

"Log her? How?' The Thrasson put a litle more weight on the df's throat. "If something
happened to her...."

" can't say what became of her," gasped Tesdi. "We were barely a dozen paces out the door
when she escape— er, when she disappeared.”

The Amnesian Hero had no need to ask for details. The same thing had happened to him a dozen
times; he would be crossing a room toward the woman, or perhaps pursuing her down a crowded lane,
when hisview was blocked by a pillar or a comer. In that ingtant, she dway's vanished.

"I'm sorry,” Tessdi said, seeming to sense the Thrasson's disgppointment. "Bt if she's important
to you, come back to the Gatehouse. Sooner or later, we will—"

"Youwill not catch her," said the Amnesian Hero. "No matter how hard you search, you will not
even see her”

"Then the df, he is worthless" Jayk started toward Tessdi, the tips of her needidike fangs
showing beneath her cupid's bow lip. "I make kiss with him, yes?"

"No." The Amnesian Hero started to rebuke the tiefling, then thought better of it and glared down
a Tesdi. He removed his foot from the prisoner's throat, then said, ™Y our life rests in your own hands. If
you make any more trouble, I'll let her do as she pleases.”

Tesdi paed, then glanced in the tiefling's direction. She gave him a coy amile, but the Amnesan
Hero ressted the urge to warn her againg being too hasty in judgment. For now a least, the more
frightened the df was, the lesslikdy he would be to cause trouble.

The Amnesan Hero stepped away from Tessdi and positioned himsdf near the middle of the
nenmy erected wall. He could not see into the murky comers where it connected to the huts, but there
was enough light to spy anyone dambering over the top. No one came. The street on the other sde had
fdlen ominoudy slent, and the ground had ceased to reverberate beneath the endless file of feet. The
Thrasson sheathed his sword.

"We appear to be done”

Jayk groaned. "Yes. Thewadl, it isfinished. Now we are trapped.”

"Trapped?' Keegping awary eye on thetigfling, Tessai rose. "That can't bel"

A shadowy sneer creased Jayk's lips "Why not? The Lady, she never sends Blegkers to the
mazes?'

Tessdli scowled. "Of course she does™ He studied the stone wall, as though considering what lay
on the other sde. His face suddenly seemed to light, then he said, "'In fact, I've been in the mazes severd
times mysdf."

The Amnesan Hero raised his brow. "The Blegkers play a mazes?'

"Not play." Tesdi's expresson was guarded. "But people sometimes find themselves caught in a
labyrinth through no fault of their own. The Bleak Caba tries to hdp them find ther way."

"And the Blesk Caba does not become lost?" the Thrasson demanded.

Tessali shook his head. "We have freed our minds of delusion; we are not fooled by fase paths.”
The df's expression was smug. "If you will let me, | will guide you out of the mazes™

"And draight into one of your cells, no?"

Tessli received Jayk's skepticism with a smile. "Surdly, that is better than remaning logt in the
mazes?' He gestured at the dim walls around them. "And your congtraint would not be permanent. You
will be released when we have freed you of deluson.”

"When we are barmy as you, yes?' Jayk shook her head vidently, flinging golden drops of
venom from her fang tips. ™Y ou do not even know when you have hit the blinds. Y ou are such a berk!”

Tessli received this insult with a look of infinite patience. He turned to the Amnesan Hero,
goreading his hands in entresaty.

"You two are the ones who have hit the blinds. Won't you let me show you the way out?'

The Amnesian Hero pointed at the wal the dabus had built. "Thet looks red to me"

"Itisred, but not every wdl isamaze wdl. Some are just walls”

"Why would the dabus build a new wal here?' The Thrasson asked.



Tessli pulled a stone loose and tossed it on the ground. "Thiswall does not ook so new to me”

"Itis The dabus built it as | tried to present Poseidon's gift to the Lady of Pain.”

Tesdi's brow arched in compassion. "There were no dabus.”

"l saw them." The Amnesian Hero pointed at Jayk. "As did she"

Thedf shook his head sadly. "But | didn't. When two troubled people spend time together, they
often feed off each other's ddusions.”

The Amnesian Hero cast a questioning glance at Jayk, who was quick to explain, "He did not see
the dabus. They were gone before he came.™

Tessli gave her a patronizing smile. "You can fashion an explanation for everything. That is the
nature of deusons™

The Amnesan Hero pointed at his crumpled corsdlet. "What of that? Did | imegine the Lady of
Pain crushing that, too?"

The df glanced a the armor, but his amug expresson wavered only dightly. "Bronze does not
make the surdiest armor. In this digtrict, there are any number of denizens who could crush if

"Not that armor, Tessali. You are the one who is faghioning explanations.” The Thrasson knedled
besde the cracked amphora. "Y ou can lead us nowhere but into more trouble.”

"Tesdi was trying to trick us™ Jayk dipped to the df's sde. "Now | make kiss with him, yes?'

"No. Let m go." The Amnesian Hero picked up a piece of dashed barmy net "If Tesdi can find
his helpers, then we should go with him."

Tesdi's jaw dropped, but he was quick to start up the wall. "'l shdl hold you to that, you know."

The Amnesian Hero did not even look up. "I am amean of my word, Tessli."

The Thrasson cut a length of rope from the barmy net and wrapped it around the amphora neck,
then used the rest of the mesh to fashion ading so he could cany the jar on his back. Even in the smplest
meaze, it was wise to keep both hands free.

By the time the Amnesan Hero finished, Tessdi was gtting atop the stone wal, garing in
gape-mouthed astonishment at whatever lay on the other sde.

"Wha say you, df?" The Amnesan Hero grinned a Jayk, who had recovered the spool of
golden thread and was busy untangling the dack. "Will we be going back to a nice warm cdl in your
Gatehous=?"

Tesdi's head dowly turned toward them. "Sign's gone! There's nothing there, not even the
ground!”

"Then we would be wise to stay within the boundaries of the maze, would we not?' The
Amnesan Hero dipped the amphora ding over his shoulder. "If you can't see anything, come down from
there and stop wadting time."

The df made no move to obey. "What have you done?' His eyes were wild with fear. "Your
meadness has doomed us dl!"

"By the One Desth, be quiet or | slence you mysdf!" Jayk's threat was an idle one, for her fangs
hed findly folded into the top other mouth. "'Zoombee will get us out.”

"Get usout?' Tessdi screeched. "These are the Lady's mazes! Nobody can get us out!”

"Zoombee can." Jayk placed the spool in the hands of the Amnesan Hero. Save for a angle
grand leading into a dark comer, the golden thread was neatly coiled about its barrdl. “Zoombee has a
plan.”

Ignoring Tessali, the Amnesan Hero turned his full attention to Jayk. "You anchored the other
end outsde?' He had little doubt that she had, but he thought it wise to be certain. "It istied securdy?'

"But of course, Zoombee." Jayk's reply was light-hearted and merry, as though being logt in the
Lady's mazes was little more than an afternoon diverson. "l ran it down the seam between the wal and
the hut, where nobody seesiit, yes? Then | tieit twice around a stone in the bottom."”

"You did well. We should be back in Sgil in no time" The Thrasson waved Tessdi down from
the wall. "Come adong. We won't hurt you, and you can tdl me about the Lady of Pain. I'd like to know
more about her before | present Poseidon's gift again.”

Tesdi's wild-eyed fear gave way to gape-mouthed incredulity. "You're barmy as a dretch in



Cania" He dimbed down from the wall, sheking his head dowly. "And | mugt be an addle-cove for
keeping your company.”

Rewinding as he walked, the Amnesian Hero followed the thread into the dim comer. As he and
his companions moved, the darkness seemed to thin ahead and swalow everything behind. It took only a
few steps to reach the corner and discover that the wal no longer abutted the hut Instead, a long narrow
passage had opened between the two. The golden thread ran draight down this corridor and
disappeared into the slent gloom ahead.

"Thiscan't beright,” Tessali whispered. "There should be a busy street here.”

"There should be awal." Jayk was sanding beside the hut, looking down a gloomy side passage
that ran dong what had once been the front of the building. Now it was smply a long wal of unmortared
gone, smilar to the one down which the golden thread ran. She knedled and began scraping a a stone
with her fingers. "Thisiswhere | tied the thread.”

"That isthe trick of mazes" the Amnesan Hero said. "You cannot trust what you remember. You
mug place your faith in the thread, no matter how strange its course may seem.”

Tessdi shook his head emphaticaly. "I dlimbed over only one wal before | found you, and it was
no thicker than my foot islong. We must be going in the wrong direction.”

"By that thinking, when you climbed the wall, you would have seen the street on the other Sde”
The Amnesan Hero continued to rewind the thread. "Did you?'

" saw nothing but... nothing.”

"Then trust to the thread. This place makes no sense, and only the thread can lead us back to the
world we know."

With that advice, the Amnesian Hero started down the passage, his frozen foot dumping bluntly
on the rock-hard ground. He had forgotten dl about it during his audience with the Lady of Pain, but now
he recalled that he needed to find a heder before it thawed. He redoubled his pace, wrapping the thread
around the spool so furioudy that hiswrist began to tire. They passed severd more Sde passages before
fdlowing the thread down one, then began a zigzagging course through the murky corridors. The
Thrasson did not ask Jayk how long her spdl would last; even if he had truly wanted to know, the
knowledge was no use to him. Aside from waking faster, he could do little to speed their escape.

Hoping to keep his thoughts off his foot, the Thrasson waved Tesdi to his side. "You may tel
me about the Lady of Pain."

"What do you want to know?"

The df had no trouble keeping pace with the Amnesan Hero. Even a his best, the Thrasson
could not rewind the spool faster than his companions could walk. If his foot started to thaw, he would
have to give up rewinding the thread and Smply follow it to the exit, but he was loath to abandon one of
the few possessions linking im to his past.

"I need to know everything about the Lady,” said the Amnesian Hero. "Who is she?'

Tessali scowled. "What kind of question is that?'

"An honest one, but of course” said Jayk. "There are so many things Zoombee does not know.
He has logt his memory.”

Tesdi arched one of his peaked eyebrows. "Truly? Thet is interesting.” He rubbed his chin, then
looked back to the Thrasson. "With alittle work, we can discover what you're trying to forget.”

"I am nat trying to forget anything.”

Tesdi looked doubtful. "How would you know that without knowing what you've forgotten? In
these cases, by far the mogt are caused by asmple lack of menta strength...”

"My mind is as strong as my am." The Amnesan Hero glared down at the df. "Jugt tdl me how |
can get the Lady of Pain to accept Poseidon's gift. Il be fine"

Tessdli rolled his eyes. "You see, thisis exactly what I'm taking about. If youll just let me help
you, you won't need to ask such addle-headed questions. Youll know why that can't be done.”

The Amnesan Hero dmogt stopped to face the df, then thought of his frozen foot and followed
the thread around a dark corner. The hard-packed ground gave way to cobblestones, while the stones in
the corridor walls were now held in place by generous amounts of mortar. The Thrasson might have been



tempted to accept Tessdi's offer of help, had he not suspected the df would ingg on a say in the
Gatehouse after they escaped the mazes.

"Jud tdl me about the Lady of Pain," commanded the Amnesan Hero. "Poseidon has promised
to restore my memories after | ddiver this amphora to her.”

"Hell never be forced to keep that promise, which you would know, were it not for your
unfortunate - and mogt likdy curable-condition.”

Tesdi, the Amnesian Hero redlized, was indgdioudy clever. Even as he dodged the questions
about the Lady of Pain, the df was deftly tiying to bait the Thrasson into accepting help.

"I should warn you, Tessdli, that | regard the dodging of my questions the same as making
trouble Without dowing his pace, the Amnesan Hero cast a meaningful glance in Jayk's direction. "
uggest you start answering.”

“Let me have hm now, Zoombee." As she spoke, Jayk dipped up close behind Tessdi and
pushed her head over his shoulder. "Already, he has dodged many questions, yes?'

"No!" Tessi skipped forward, then gazed over his shoulder a the Amnesian Hero. "l was only
suggesting how | might help you remember for yourself."

The Amnesian Hero motioned Jayk back to her place, then spoke to the df. "For now, Tessdl, |
prefer that you tdl me what 1 wish to know."

"Why don't you ask me, Zoombee?' Jayk's tone was hurt. "Any Dusman knows more about the
Lady then this dagger-eared lestherhead.”

The Amnesian Hero noticed a certain narrowing of the tiefling's pupils. Unless he did something
to assuage her jedousy, the df would soon fdl to her venom.

"Asking Tessdi doesn't mean | trust him, Jayk." The Thrasson fdt a sdty bead roll down his
brow, then noticed that Tessdi was dso perspiring heavily. Only Jayk did not appear to be swesting,
though her skin was so shadowy that if was difficult to be certain. "'l have my reasons for wanting to hear
what he says."

"y e

The truth was that the Amnesian Hero thought Tessdli's account more likdy to be coherent and
relidble, but he did not dare say that to Jayk. The Thrasson looked forward to the df, who was waking
half-backward, at once kegping a sharp watch on the tiefling and trying not to sumble over the passage's
uneven floor.

"l want to seeif Tesdi can be trusted.” The Thrasson was thinking fast. "I'm counting on you to
tdl meif he leaves anything out, or says anything untrue.”

"That would be difficult to do." Tessdi appeared even more anxious than the Amnesan Hero to
move the conversation forward. "The Lady of Pain is an enigma even to the dtizens of her city.”

"Thet is not what Zoombee asked,” warned Jayk.

An expression of rdief flashed across Tessdli's face. "Right you are." Now that he was confident
the tigfling was not going to jump him from behind, he began to watch where he was waking. "To start
with, nobody knows who the Lady of Pain is, but | can tdl you she doesn't like the gods. They're dways
tiying to break into the city, and ..."

Much of what Tessali saysis mistaken, of course. Sgil's denizens understand me only dightly less
then they comprehend the true nature of the multiverse, and that islittle enough. Still, with only occasiona
prompting from Jayk, the df tdls what he knows, which | do not intend to share for fear of seeming
deliberatdly mideading — whether or not | am - and soon the Thrasson understands me no better than
those who abide in my crowded warrens.

All the while, they continue to walk, following that golden thread - a clever idea, that - deeper
into the mazes. They pass a hundred dark passages, any one of which would lead them to the same place
they are going, and round a hundred comers. Sometimes, they make a dozen turns in the same direction.
They cannot understand how they fal to cross their own path, but never does that golden thread intersect
itsdf, and dways the confident Thrasson tdlls them they cannot trust their own senses - in that much, a
least, he understands me better than any who cal my twiging streets home.

Even now, | could ped the skin from his bones, make him repent for that beautiful prayer he



spoke. Even now, | could deny the tiefling her One Death, bestow upon her an endless, aching
immortdity as miserable as my own. Even now, | could turn Tessdi's gaze inward, show him the same
darknessin his heart that he seeks so diligently in those of others. Even now, | could free Poseidon's net,
pull back the hood of that black-cloaked hdmsman and look into the eyes of the dark one who bought
my bride's dark heart.

The timewill come when | mugt. But now the walls have turned to iron around the Thrasson and
his companions. The floors have changed to brick, the air has grown hot as forge smoke, and an orange
glow has lit the dimness. Their throats have been filled with scorching ash, and each rasping bresth has
begun to scratch like crushed glass.

Off the man corridor opened a dozen dark passages, every one fresh with a damp, cool breeze,
and dill the thread did not turn. It ran draight down the lane between two scorching walls of
orange-glowing iron. The Amnesian Hero sumbled forward at a trot, choking on each breeth of blistering
ar and twining the golden thread around his own arm because that was the only way to take up line as
fadt as they were moving. The soft, squashing sound that came with every other step left no doubt that his
foot was beginning to thaw, and he found himsdf wondering if he would be thirsy in the Paradlementa
Mane of Ooze. He would have gladly given dl the gold in his purse for that jug of wine he had smashed
over the barbazu's head.

A tremendous rumble shook the corridor, crashing down from above with such force tha the
Amnesan Hero found himsdf lying facedown on the scorching bricks before he redlized he had fdlen. He
pushed himsdf to his knees, then raised his eyes toward the heavens and saw a sheet of icy,
pearl-colored marbles pouring out of the darkness. The bdls struck with dl the suddenness of an
Abudrian Dragon's wing, damming him back to the ground and drawing a pair of astonished outcries
from his two companions.

The Thrasson bent an arm around to fed for the amphora. When he found it in one piece, he
fought through the pounding hail and rose to his feet. The ice was fdling & a steep angle, hammering at
the walls ahead, turning to steam the ingtant it touched the hot iron and filling the ar with a deafening,
hissng roar. Even the pdlets that struck the floor bounced once and mdted before they came down
agan. A rusty, mordant-smeling fog was cregping upward, growing steadily redder and thicker.

The Amnesian Hero looked down to ingpect his frozen foot Already, the orange fog was so thick
he could not see his own ankle, but he did notice tendrils of slver seam rigng from the vidnity of his
toes.

"We mus keep moving!" He started forward again, cdling over his shoulder as he ran. "Are you
dill with me, Jayk?"

"But of course, Zoombee! Just keep shouting, so | do not lose you.”

"Tesdli?'

A dender hand grasped the Thrasson's shoulder.

"Sop!" Tesdi jerked the Amnesan Hero to a hdt. "We mudt... turn back!"

The Thrasson glanced over his shoulder and saw that the sorm was much less severe behind
them. "No."

He started forward again, only to fed the df dragging on the amphora ding.

"Thisismadness” Tessdli jerked the Thrasson around. They could barely see each other through
the battering white curtain. "Y ou have ... no idea where we're going. We've been waking for hourd™

"So it would seem, but time means nothing in a. maze" The Thrasson had to ydl to make himsdf
heard over the roar of the storm. "We mug trust to the thread.”

"Trugt to the thread!" Tessdi pointed a the massive tangle covering the Thrasson's left am. "You
have two leagues there. How much more thread could your spool hold?!

"Asmuch as we need," the Amnesan Hero replied. "It has never run out.”

Tessai shook his head. "That can't be. Dont you see? It's an illuson! One of the Lady's
torments.”

"Bdieve what you will. | have had this thread since long before | entered Sgil."

"You think you have, but it's a dduson.” Although he too was ydling, Tessdi's tone was



patronizing and overly patient. "Please try to understand.”

Jayk jerked the df's hand away from the Thrasson. "No, you understand! You are in the land of
barmies now, so you do what we say, not us as you say. Yes?'

To Tesdi's credit, he managed to avoid flinching when he met the tiefling's diamond-eyed gaze.
"I'mtrying to help us all.”

"You may turn back if you wish"" As he spoke, the Amnesan Hero glanced at his feet. The
orange fog was aready waist-deep, but he dill saw thick plumes of slver seam risng from his toes. "But
trouble us no more. | haven't time to discuss the matter.”

"Your foot, Zoombee?' Jayk shouldered past the df, her shoulders hunched againgt the barrage
of halstones. "I can refreeze it

The Amnesian Hero shook his head. "In this hest, | fear it would not be worth the trouble.”

Tessli glanced at the Slver steam risng from the Thrasson's toes. "I've noticed your limp. What's
wrong?'

"I stepped in something called an ooze porta, and now my leg isturning to mud.”

Thedf furrowed his brow. "But if you escaped, you should be recovering-"

"Zoombege's foot was caught a very long time" Jayk said. "It had dready changed when | froze
the puddle.

"Why didn't you tdl me?' Tessdi dropped to dl fours and disappeared into the orange fog, then
began tugging at the Amnesian Hero's leg.

The Thrasson jerked hisfoot away. "What are you doing?"

Tesdi raised hishead. "l an aheder.”

"You are atangler of mindd" Jayk corrected. She looked to the Amnesan Hero. "Dont trust
him, Zoombee. Hell sted your thoughts.”

"If 1 were going to do that, Jayk, wouldnt | want to work on the other end?' Tessdi's face
betrayed the pain of exposng the flat of his back to the hail, but he made no move to stand and escape
the barrage. He looked back at the Amnesan Hero. "I'm only trying to stop the ooze. That way, we can
make our decison without worrying about your foot"

"You cannot convince me to turn back, if that is the price of your hdp." The Amnesan Hero
moved to step around the df. "I would rather turn to mud than lose my way in these mazes™

Tesdli raised a hand to stop the Thrasson. "It is not the way of the Blesk Caba to place
conditions on its help. Well trugt to the thread. Just let me do what | can.”

The Amnesan Hero nodded, more than alittle relieved by the df's generogty. He looked around
for someplace to escape the storm. Finding none, he retreated down the corridor to where the hal was
not so heavy, unwinding the golden thread as he went. He braced a hand on Jayk's shoulder, then Tesdi
squatted down and lifted the Thrasson's foot out of the orange fog. A thin val of steam was rigng from
the thawing flesh-but not thickly enough to hide its dimy, daylike texture.

Tesdi pulled his dagger from its sheath, drawing a suspicious glare from Jayk.

"I warn you, mindtangler, if you try any of your tricks—"

"Youll see that | regret it, | know." Tesdi did not even look up as he spoke. "Jayk, I'm wdl
aware that the Amnesian Hero isdl that stands between you and my degath. The last thing I'm going to do
is cause him harm.”

With that, Tessali began to probe the thawing flesh. To therdief of the Amnesan Hero, nowhere
did the dagger tip snk more than a coin's thickness into the pearly ooze that covered his foot.

Tessdi nodded in gpproval. "Good. It's thawing from the outside. There's no chance of the ooze
working itsway into your bones." He cleaned his dagger blade on the ground, then returned the weapon
to its sheath. "l can't restore your foot to normd - that would require a better heder thean | - but | can
keep the ooze from consuming the rest of your body."

The Amnesian Hero narrowed his eyes. "You do not mean to cut it off...."

Tessali amiled and shook his head. "No, nothing like that." He fdt around on the ground for a
moment, then came up with the jagged corner of a broken brick. "This should do nicdy."

"To do what?' Jayk demanded, ever suspicious.



"Tumn his foot to stone-or brick, in this case” Tessdi explained. "When a patient shows an
unusud talent for escaping, we are occasiondly forced to use such a gpdl to keep him restrained.”

The Thrasson scowled. "I am not fond of being restrained.”

"Youwon't be" Tessdi assured him. "Y ou, I'm not going to mortar to the floor."

"I dill didike thisideg," the Amnesan Hero said. "Can't you do something ese? If we run into
trouble, a brick foot will dow me down.”

"Not as much as tuning into a puddle of ooze," Tessdi countered. "I'm sony, but thisisdl | can
do. Beddes, youre dready lame. The only difference youll notice is that your foot seems heavier. And
Il change it back the ingtant we find someone to restore it."

The Amnesan Hero stared at his thawing flesh for severd moments, then findly nodded. The df
pressed the stone into the dimy flesh, but jerked his hands away when a deep, rumbling bellow rolled
over the passage.

The roar was not nearly so loud or sudden as the thunderclap that had preceded the hallstorm.
Rather, it built more gradudly, seeming to echo out of dl the Sde corridors a once.

Jayk's big eyes darted from one side passage to another, then settled on Tessdli. "You make this
sound!™

Only the Amnesian Hero's firm grasp kept her from lunging at the df. "Leave him done. Tessdi
has nothing to do with it."

The bellow sounded again, a little louder than before, then died away. Jayk craned her neck to
look back down the passage.

"Zoombeg, if Tessdi is not causng the sound, who is?"

"The mongter of the labyrinth, of course.” Continuing to hold hisfoot above the fog, the Amnesian
Hero gestured for Tessdli to continue. "' was garting to worry there wasn't one.”

Tesdi pushed the brick shard into the Thrasson's soft foot. "I'd think it wiser to worry because
thereisone”

"Despite what you damed earlier, Tesdli, you have not played many mazes, have you?' The
Amnesan Hero did not wait for the df to respond. "If there is a mongter, he mugt be fed. And since he
mugt be fed, there must be some way to put food into the maze. Isdl this not true?"

"Of course.”

The Amnesan Hero raised his left hand, which was dl but hidden beneath the unruly tangle of
golden filament. "I think the thread is leading us to that place now."

Tessali frowned, puzzled, then suddenly paled. "Y ou mean we are the food!"

The Thrasson nodded and drew his sword. "l suggest you hurry, Tessdi. In my experience, the
monger sddom dtrays far from the food gate"

Sign Of One

Again, the bellow rumbled through the Iabyrinth's thousand passages, overwhedming even the roar
of the wall-pounding hall. As before, the sound came from dl directions a once, left and right and front
and back; the dark sky crackled with its fury, and the brick-paved ground trembled at its might. The
Amnesan Hero bent forward, as though that would help his gaze pierce the fog's turbid densgity. He saw
nothing but cascades of white hail vgporizing againgt orange-glowing iron.

"That one sounded louder,” whispered Tessdi. To prevent the group from becoming separated in
the thick fog, both he and the tifling were holding onto the Thrasson's amphora ding. "It's getting closer.”

"Good." The scdding air had reduced the Amnesian Hero's voice to a croak; each time they
rounded a comer, the iron wals seemed to glow more brightly with ther orange heat. "We must be
nearing the exit."

The Amnesian Hero continued to dump ahead, hdf-lifting, haf-dragging his lame foot. Despite
Tessdi's assurances, the brick was proving more awkward to wak upon than had the frozen ooze. The
Thrasson could never quite tdl when the dead thing was regting on the ground, and, after hoising its



heavy bulk so many countless times, his entire leg was burning with fatigue. When they findly met the
mongter, he would need to kill it quickly; if the creature tried to carry off one of his companions, the
Thrasson would be helpless to give chase.

The Amnesian Hero stopped and looked over his shoulder. "Perhaps | should go on done to
hunt the beast down and kill it. I'll leave aloop of thread so we can find each other again.”

"No!" Tesdi and Jayk spoke at the sametime.

"At lagt we agree on something, Jayk." The scorching heat had reduced Tessdli's voice to a raw
rasp. "Wedl stand a better chance if we stay together.”

"I will not part from you, Zoombee. Not for a minute."

"As you wish. But say close. If the monger takes one of you, | won't be adle to catch it The
Amnesan Hero scowled in Tessdi's direction, then added, "This brick foot is somewhat less than
nimble”

"I can cut it off any time you like," replied Tessali.

Refusng to dignify the df's offer with a response, the Amnesian Hero clumped into the hail. As he
moved, he dowly twirled his left wrist ahead of him, winding the thread onto his arm while leaving his
other hand free for his sword. Already, the spool had grown so thick that he could not have scratched his
ear. If they did not come upon the exit in the next league, his arm would become too bulky to move.

They followed the thread down a series of short, dogleg turns, then found themsdves in a region
of broad, black-paved passages. Theiron walls seemed to loom higher than ever, and the hal fdl harder.
Through the orange-glowing fog, the Amnesian Hero occasondly saw a dark, window-like square set
high on awal's iron face, but the shapes were dways too distant to investigate more carefully. Every now
and then, what might have been a tongue of flame licked out of one of these portas. The Thrasson tried
to stay in the middle of the avenue, preferring to let the black forms reman a mysery—if that was
possible.

They advanced perhaps a thousand paces into this strange region before the Amnesan Hero fdt
a soft tug on his left am. So gentle was the pull that he thought he had imagined it, then it happened
agan.

The Thrasson said nothing and continued forward, trying to convince himsdf that the sensation
was aresult of his own weariness. He had, after dl, been twirling his arm for untold hours, gathering an
ever-increasing burden. Sooner or later, the repetition was bound to take its toll. The tug came again. It
was difficult to be certain in the hall and the fog, but thistime it seemed to him the thread had bobbed.

The Amnesan Hero fdt his heart drop into his somach. He knew a once the monster had found
their thread, but he did not say anything to his companions. From the start, Tessali had despaired of
Hnding away out of the mazes, and even Jayk had fdlen ominoudy dlent over the last severd hours. If
he told them what had happened before he thought of a way to counter the misfortune, they would lose
heart and surrender to despondency.

"Zoombee, what is hgppening to the thread?"

"What do you mean?' The Thrasson slently cursed Jayk's watchfulness.

"l seeit, too!l" Tessdi added. "There. It's bobbing."

The Amnesan Hero clumped forward, trying to think fast. "The spool is getting difficult to wind."
He raised his hand to digolay the massve tangle, then cringed as the thread snapped taut and gave a
sharp twang. "And, every now and then, a hallstone bounces off the line

"Zoombee, | don't like it when you lieto me" warned Jayk. "Something pulls on the thread, yes?'

Sendng it would be usdless to try hiding the truth, the Amnesian Hero sighed and stopped
waking. "Yes, but don't despair. We can il find the exit."

"How?' Jayk demanded.

"I, uh ... we know the generd direction...”

"We can worry about that later.” Tessdi, sounding surprisngly redlient in the face of their
disagter, spoke with an ar of authority. "If something's following that thread, I'm guessing it's the mongter.
Cut yoursdf loose, and well flea"

"Cut the golden thread? Never!" The Amnesan Hero was gppdled at the ef's cowardice. "Well



set an ambush and ded with this monster properly. | will be the bait, of course. The beast will follow the
thread graight into my ams."

"And then we attack it from behind!" concluded Jayk.

"If that should prove necessary.” The Thrasson's throat, aready tender from bregthing the hot air,
ached from so much talking. "After daying the Hydra of Thrassos, | think | can kill a angle Iabyrinth
monder.”

The Amnesian Hero dumped over to a wdl and began to retreat, dlowing the golden line to
spird off hisarm as he moved. Jayk and Tessdi walked a his sides, dill holding onto the amphora ding
and pearing over their shoulders, as though they actudly expected to see the mongter coming. The fog
remained thick as a blanket, and the hall continued to hiss and roar as it battered the labyrinth. As they
passed benegth one of the windowlike shapes high on the wal, a tongue of ydlow flame shot out to
crackle above them, laving their heads with blistering heat and filling the air with an acrid, ashy smell.

They moved a little away from the wall. The thread continued to jerk a regular intervas, and
agan the mongter's bellow rumbled through the labyrinth. The roar sounded even louder than before, but
no one commented on it. Tessdli's expression remained one of grim fear; Jayk's shadowy face seemed
more angry than frightened. The Thrasson imagined that she was less afraid of dying than of remaining
trapped in the mazes and never regping her vengeance on Komaosahl Trevant.

After atime, they reached the mouth of a sde corridor. Although it looked to be as broad as the
oneinwhich they had been traveing, the Amnesan Hero thought it would do for their ambush. He sent
his companions down the passage, having them count out each step until they could no longer see each
other. It required only five paces before ther figures were completely obscured by hall and fog.

"Stop!" He had to ydl to make himsdf heard above the thundering hailstones, further abusing his
scorched throat. "Wait there until | cal. Do you understand?

The reply came in the form of a barely discernible croak that the Amnesan Hero took to mean
yes. He retreated five steps into the intersection and stopped to await his foe. The hal beat a brisk,
broken cadence againg what remained of his armor, but he doubted the monster would hear it over the
roar of the storm. He pushed his sword into its scabbard and caught a few hailstones in his pdm, then
dipped them into his mouth to quench his thirst. The icy bdls tasted like fish, but he let them mdt and
forced hmsdf to swalow the foul water. If the fight happened to last more than a few moments, he did
not want his bregthing troubled by a dry throat

The thread continued to tug at his left arm. The mongter was winding the line up, suggesting it was
acreature of foresght Would the brute pause at the comer to check for an ambush? The Amnesan Hero
caught another handful of hall and dipped it into his mouth, then drew his sword again. If he fdt a sudden
change in the tugging of the ling, he would rush-or, rather, hobble-forward to attack. The Thrasson
reminded himsdf to be careful; now that his torso armor had been crushed, his most vulnerable area
would be open to a counterdtrike. His firgt priority would be to destroy whatever weapon his foe would
be carrying. The next attack would be a crippling blow to a leg, both to put the mongter on an even
footing with himsdf and to prevent it from carrying off one of his companions. The third strike would be
the killing one.

The Amnesian Hero's planning came to an abrupt end as atdl, manlike slhouette appeared in the
fog. Cowering againg the battering hall, the figure looked digtinctly unmongerlike. It had a bulky head
with a rather squarish crown, a dender hunch-shouldered build, and a pair of skinny, goetlike legs. The
creature kept its gaze fixed firmly on the ground as it twined the golden thread around the shaft of along
lance, gpparently oblivious to the possbility of ambush.

A monger of ploys and deception, the Amnesian Hero decided; they were the most dangerous
kind. He legpt forward, landing brick-foot forward to present his armored flank to the beast, then struck
the lance off midway down the shaft. The creature croaked out a hoarse cry of agonishment and
suddenly rose into the air, safdly lifting its knobby legs over the Thrasson's dashing sword.

A par of stone-hard hooves dammed one after the other into the Amnesan Hero's shoulder
pauldron, driving him back before he could reverse his blade for an upstroke. Unable to bring his brick
foot around quickly enough to catch his balance, the Thrasson sumbled and fdl on the scorching bricks.



He found himsdf looking at the underside of what appeared to be a rearing goat. "A bariaur?' he
gasped.

The"mongter” dropped its forehooves to the bricks, and the Thrasson saw that it was, indeed, a
bariaur - and an ancient one at that. Chipped and colorless as they were, the felow's horns had two full
curls. His eyes were rheumy, and a gray, mossy beard covered everything from his cheeks to his chest.
His woadlly pelt had grown into such a bushy mat of snarls and tangles that the shabby saddlebags laid
across his back were bardy visble.

The Amnesian Hero brought his sword into a guarding position, but made no move to rise off the
hot bricks. "l beg your forgiveness. In thisfog, | mistook you for the monster of the labyrinth.”

The bariaur's gaze went to the golden spool wound around the Thrasson's arm, then he 9ghed in
disappointment. "It can't be." His voice was brittle with age. "'l won't dlow it."

"I gpologize for my mistake." The Thrasson gathered himsdf up, moving dowly to avoid darming
the old bariaur. "But you have heard the roars? When | fdt the tugging on my line—"

"Nol Be strong, you fool!"

The Amnesian Hero froze in a hdf-crouch. "Please. | mean you no harm...”

"No harm!" The words were something between a snort and alaugh. "He must go away!"

The bariaur lifted the butt of his broken lance. The Amnesan Hero raised his guard and started to
pivot away, but there was no need. The old felow closed his baggy eydids and brought the shaft down
between his horns, griking himsaf soundly on his own pate.

"He mugt go away!"

Confused, the Amnesan Hero thought it best to do nothing. The bariaur remained motionless a
moment, then opened hisrheumy eyes.

"Sill there." The bariaur dosed his eyes and hit himsdf.

"What are you doing?'

The bariaur struck another blow againg his brow, this time without opening his eyes.

"Stop! Youll hurt yoursdf."

The bariaur brought the shaft down once for each word, &t the same time muttering, "He must go
avay. Must go away."

Redizing that spesking would only make matters worse, the Amnesan Hero shoved his sword
into its scabbard and clumped forward to restrain the mad bariaur. After suffering an inadvertent blow as
the dub hit im on a backstroke, the Thrasson caught hold of the shaft and wrenched it from the old
flow's grasp.

"Il hold this for you." The last thing the Amnesian Hero wanted was for the bariaur to knock
himsdf sensdless - at least until the old fdlow led the way to where he had found his end of the golden
thread. "Beating yoursdf will not make me vanish.”

The bariaur dapped his hands over his ears and, without opening his eyes, soun toward the Sde
corridor, where Jayk and Tessali were just emerging from the fog. Both had their daggersin hand.

"Don't harm him!" the Amnesian Hero warned.

The pair stopped two paces short of the bariaur, who continued to cover his ears and keep his
eyes closed.

"What are you doing here?' asked the Thrasson. "I didn't cdl for you."

"We hear ydling." Jayk flicked a hand skyward. "With dl this noise, we think it is you, yes?"

"It wasn't me; it was our monder." The Amnesan Hero gestured at the bariaur. "I think he's what
you cdl barmy. The old fdlow keeps beeting himsdf and saying that | must go away.”

Tesdi raised an eyebrow, then turned his gaze upon the cowering bariaur. After a moment, the
df pursed hislips and nodded grimly.

The Thrasson retrieved the severed lance and displayed the golden thread wrapped around its
ghaft. "If you convince him to show us where he started collecting this, we can find the exit.”

Thedf hdd his finger to his lips, then sheathed his dagger. The three companions waited slently
inthe battering hall. At lagt the bariaur took his hands from his ears and looked up. When he saw Tesdi
and Jayk standing before him, the old fellow wailed in despair and dropped to his foreknees.



"Siverwind, you old fool!" he cried.

Slverwind began to dap himsdf between the horns again. The Amnesian Hero moved to restrain
him, but Tessdi motioned the Thrasson back.

"You were dmogt out, and now you've logt control again,” Slverwind complained.

He ran his rheumy gaze over the unexpected company, then he pitched forward into the fog.
There was a sharp crack, then the bariaur's head rose briefly into view and disappeared again. Another
crack followed, then another, and the Thrasson redized Siverwind was butting his horns againg the
ground. So powerful were the blows that pieces of brick began to fly whenever the old fdlow raised his
head. Stll, Tesdi refused to let the Amnesian Hero intervene. Findly, after the flying brick shards had
gven way to powder, the old fdlow stopped. He left his head beneeth the fog and, despite the amdl of
singed fur beginning to fill the air around his forequarters, made no move to return to his feet.

Tessdli squatted on his haunches and waited patiently. When Silverwind findly looked up, the df
touched his fingertips to his own chest. "I am Tessdi." He gestured a Jayk, then the Thrasson. "My
friends"

"Do not presume!™ hissed Jayk. "1 am no friend of yours."

The df accepted the interruption without changing expressons, then continued, "My...
companions are Jayk the Snake, and the Amnesan Hero." He extended a hand to the bariaur. "Why
don't you stand? Y our fur is beginning to scorch.”

Sivewind glanced toward his knees, then alowed the df to help him up.

"You were saying that we mugt go away,” Tessdi said. "Why is that?"

"Because | don't want you here" Siverwind's reply was meek. "You'reinmy way."

"In the way of what?' Tessali asked.

Sivewind turned hdf away, regarding the df out of the comer of his eye. "They're not here” He
closed his baggy eydlids. "Be strong, Slverwind."

"You can keep your eyes closed as long as you like, Siverwind. Well ill be here when you
open them.”

Siverwind covered his ears again.

Redizing that this might take some time, the Thrasson began to twine the thread off his arm onto
the head of the bariaur's spear. If he wanted to avoid cutting it, working the golden strand onto its proper
spool was going to be amgor task.

After a moment, Tessdi reached up and getly pulled one of the bariaur's hands down.
Siverwind gasped and recoiled from the touch, then stared a Tessali as though the df were a pit fiend.

"You see?' sad Tesdi. "Were dill here. You can't make us go away.”

With agtonishing quickness for a bariaur his age, Slverwind dropped his head and butted Tesdi
in the chest. The blow drove the df draight to the ground, where he landed with a loud groan. The
Amnesan Hero rushed to redtrain the bariaur, but, with his brick foot, he was not nearly so quick as
Jayk. Before the Thrasson had taken his second step, the tiefling was a Siverwind's sde, pushing her
dagger up toward the bariaur's throat.

"Jayk, no!"

The tigfling stopped, her am half-extended above her head and the tip of her knife pressng
agang the ropy outline of the bariaur's jugular. Her fangs were folded down and her pupils were shaped
like diamonds. Siverwind stood motionless as a statue, his astonished gaze fixed upon the top of her
head.

"But he attacked us, Zoombee!" Jayk complained.

The Amnesan Hero knew better than to apped to her compassion. He raised the lance head,
displaying the spool of thread the bariaur had gathered.

"We don't know where Siverwind started this. If you advance him to the next stage, how will we
find the exit? How will you avenge yoursdf on Trevant?'

Jayk rolled her dark eyes. "You don't need to sweet tak me, Zoombee. If you say don't cut him,
| don't cut him."

"Then be good enough to step back." Tessdi rose, rubbing his chest but otherwise looking little



worse for wear. "I'm sure Slverwind redlizes by now that he won't be rid of us by attacking.”

Jayk ignored Tesdi and did not step away until the Amnesian Hero nodded. Once the knife was
pulled away from Slverwind's throat, the bariaur closed his eyes and shook his head sadly.

"You were 0 close. So close”

"So close to what?' asked Tesdi. "Tdl me, Slverwind."

The bariaur opened his eyes and glared at the df. He looked past Tesdi at Jayk, then he turned
to stare a the Amnesian Hero. "Why did you have to imagine them, old fool? You were so near escape;
you had the golden thread. Y ou would have made the exit soon.”

"Wonderful," Jayk growled. "A Signer.”

"Sgner?' the Amnesian Hero echoed.

"Sgn of One" TesAi rubbed his chin, continuing to focus on Silverwind. "They consider
themselves to be the center of the multiverse and daim to create everything in it through the power of
their minds. Siverwind's isolation seems to have convinced him that he is the only red being in the maze
— or evenin the entire multiverse”

Siverwind snatched the head of his severed lance from the hands of the Amnesan Hero, then
turned to walk away. Tessdi shook his head sharply, then pointed a the bariaur's am and cupped his
hand as though grasping something. The Thrasson nodded and grabbed the old fdlow’s shoulders.

"Slverwind, you should know better," said Tessdi. "You cannot walk away from the creations of
your own mind, anymore than you can walk away from this haillsorm you imagined. If you want to be rid
of us, you must treat with us firg."

The bariaur's shoulders sagged. "'l suppose | mugt." He turned to face them. "Very wdl. Tdl me
your names again.”

Thedf amiled. "You will be glad of your decison. Cdl me Tessdi."

A fierce bdlow rumbled through the Iabyrinth, so deep and loud that it shook the bricks under the
Thrasson's feet. The orange fog swirled around the company's hips, as though stirred by a wind they
could not fed, and, for an indant, it seemed that even the hallstones paused in ther battering.

"I thought he was the mongter," Jayk complained.

"1... 1 am." Slverwind's hands were shaking, his bushy brow raised in fear. "What you hear is my
dark sdif.”

"Thentdl it to be..."

Jayk's command came to a sudden hdt as a massve gray paw emerged from the hallsorm to
cover her face. The Thrasson glimpsed the sheggy Slhouette of a huge, bearlike figure in the fog behind
the tiefling, then the creature pulled her away and disappeared into the storm.

"Jayk!"

The Amnesan Hero grabbed Silverwind's broken lance and hurled it after the vanished beast,
then reached for his sword and dumped after the monger as fast as he could. Tessdi's figure dashed
past, and there was a horrid scream. The df's gray slhouette rose high in the hazy ar and came down,
griking the ground with a muffled crunch. Only a step and a hdf later did the Thrasson glimpse the
mongter again.

The beast was much larger than a bear, with a high, pointy head, a fla face, and a circular maw
lined dl around by stubby, sharp-peaked teeth. Long mats of ice-gray fur dangled from its entire body,
lending it an indistinct shape that made it even more difficult to disinguish from the driving hall. Jayk's
legs, kicking wildly, protruded from a particularly large snarl of fur. That was dl the Thrasson saw of her
before the cresture vanished into the hailstorm.

The Amnesan Hero heard Tessdi groaning on the ground and bardly managed to lift his brick
foot in time to step over the fdlen df. The Thrasson noticed that the golden thread was not winding off his
am, but tralling down toward the ground; Silverwind's lance had not lodged in the monster. He had no
way to fallow the creature, and, judging by the speed with which it had disappeared, less than no chance
of overtaking it.

A clatter of hooves sounded at the Amnesan Hero's side, then Siverwind streaked past at a full
gdlop. The old bariaur lowered his head and disappeared into the storm.



In the next ingant, there was a dull thud, a deafening bellow, and a muffled crash. Slverwind
cried out, then Jayk shrieked in anger. The Amnesan Hero dumped another step forward and saw the
back sde of the mongter three paces ahead, risng out of the ground fog as though it were sruggling to its
hands and knees. The Thrasson saw no dgn of ether bariaur or tigfling until the beast roared and raised
itsarm.

Jayk was dinging to its wridt, her face buried deep in its tangled fur. The monger bellowed
sharply, then snapped its hand toward the wall. When the hairy arm reached the end of its arc, the tiefling
seemed to hang on the creature's wridt for just an ingant before coming loose and damming into the hot
ironwall.

The Amnesan Hero reached the monster and brought his sword down on the hary am that had
just flung off Jayk. So tough was the beast's flesh that even that star-forged blade of his bardly diced its
snews, had the blow not landed exactly in the joint, the limb would have been saved. As it was, the
Thrasson's strike, well-placed as dways, cleaved off the great arm at the shoulder.

No geysers of red blood sprayed from the wound. The creature did not bellow in anguish or
collapse in shock. Instead, a substance like black sap oozed from the wound, and the mongter twisted
around to look at its attacker. The Thrasson raised his sword and saw agray blur arcing a him out of the
fog. He pivoted into the blow, shidding himsdf behind his shoulder.

The drike landed full on his pauldron, damming the Amnesan Hero into the creature's hip with
such force that, had he not taken the blow on god-forged bronze, he would surdly have perished. The
Thrasson merdly groaned, then, finding himsdf pinned agang the monger, swung a its exposed
midsection.

Again, his star-forged blade bit deep, but not deep enough to dice the great creature in hdf. The
beast dammed a boulder-sized fig into the Thrasson's shoulder pauldron, with no more effect than
before.

The Amnesian Hero tried to dump forward to attack again, only to discover himsdf stuck to the
monger's Sde. He attempted to jerk his sword back and found it caught fast in the beast's black-0ozing
bdly wound.

The creature opened its hand, extending a long ydlow taon at the end of each Finger. Had the
Amnesan Hero not stared into the eyes of death a dozen times before - and sometimes more closdy than
this - he might have panicked or despaired. But he wel knew that sdvation often comes at that last
ingant, when the vicious attacker, senang victory, grows reckless and movesin for the kill too quickly.

Asthe mongter reached for him, the Thrasson switched his grip and shoved the hilt of his sword
forward. The blade pivoted on the edge of the wound, driving the tip deep into the creature's belly.

The Amnesan Hero did not hear the monger's below in his ears; he fdt it in his shuddering
sword. He grasped the hilt with dl his strength, then hunched down between his shoulder pauldrons and
tried not to scream as the beast's claws closed around his abdomen.

With a sound like tearing salcloth, the monger ripped the Thrasson away from its hip. The
Amnesan Hero fdt his sword dipping from his grasp and redoubled his efforts to keep hold of the hilt.
For amoment, he seemed stuck, then, with along, sticky durp, the blade came free.

The Amnesan Hero found himsdlf salling backward through the hall and redlized thet whether he
hit the wdl or the ground, the amphorawould break his fdl. He flung his feet up over his head, tumning a
haf-somersault in the air, then smashed face fird into the hot iron wal. The searing pain came an ingtant
before the aching agony, and both came before he fdl heedfirst to the ground.

As he landed in a crumpled heap, the Thrasson managed to twist onto his Sde and keep his full
weight from landing on the amphora. Nevertheless, he heard the tiny rasp of the cracked neck's two
halves grating againg each other. He could not tdl whether his skin hurt more from its brief contact with
the scorching iron or his bones ached more from the impact, but there was no time to contemplate the
metter.

The Amnesian Hero scrambled to his feet, then spun toward the center of the passage to see
Sivewind trotting up to him. The bariaur hdd Tessdli's groaning Figure in his arms. The df's cloak was
shredded and bloody. Though one knee was bent a an impossble angle and his eyes were glazed with



pain, he remained conscious and dert.

"By my name, | am glad | imagined you!" Siverwind excdlamed, stopping a the Thrasson's sde.
"All the same, | wish it hadn't been at the other end of my golden thread.”

"My golden thread." The Amnesan Hero stepped around the bariaur, peering through the
hailstorm in an unsuccessful attempt to locate the monster of the labyrinth. "What happened to the beast?'

Siverwind grinned proudly. "I imagined it out of existence.”

"I suspect it will be harder to destroy than that." The Thrasson glanced dong the wall, looking for
Jayk. "Did you see what became of the tiefling?"

"Zoombee, | am here”

The Amnesan Hero turned to see Jayk a short distance away, risng out of the fog and holding
her temples with both fingers. Her pupils were round and her fangs folded out of sght. The tigfling's
shadowy complexion made it difficult to look for injury, but aside from her furrowed brow, the Thrasson
saw no outward 9gn of harm.

"Areyou hurt, Jayk?' asked the Amnesian Hero.

"My head, she fedslike a shattered egg.”

"But can you run?" asked Slverwind.

"I had thought | was advancing to the One Degth,” Jayk answered. "But | am not so lucky. | can
mn, aslong as | can do it gently.”

"Then | suggest we be on our way." The bariaur nodded toward the intersection. "I don't have
much control over my dark sdf, | fear. It has away of reasserting itsdf a the wordt times.”

Ash Winds

Twining thread about his wrigt as he hobbled dong, the Amnesan Hero followed Siverwind
back toward the intersection where they had met just a few minutes earlier. Despite the chance that the
mongter, wounded and furious, would be coming after them, the Thrasson had no intention of leaving a
loose end of thread lying about the foggy maze; as one of his few connections to the past, the golden
strand was far too precious for such carelessness.

After the tumuit of battle, the roaring hail seemed amost quiet in his ears. The aching in his bones
was dready subsding, but his seared, chest ill burned where it had touched the hot iron wals. The ar
seemed more scorching than ever. No number of foul-tasting hailstones could quench his thirgt, and his
parched throat fet ready to swel shut. He uttered a Slent prayer to Hermes, begging the god of journeys
to hep the old bariaur retrace his steps quickly; if they did not escape the labyrinth soon, the Thrasson
would perish of third.

At the Amnesian Hero's sde waked Jayk. She kept her fingers pressed to her temples, as
though trying to keep her brain from shaking indde her skull, and she seemed somewhat dazed. The
Thrasson would have liked to stop and let the tigfling gather her scrambled thoughts, but that was out of
the question until they found a safe place to rest. At least she was in better shape than Tessali, whose
groans periodicdly overwhelmed even the battering hall.

As the Amnesan Hero approached the intersection, the angle a which the golden thread
descended into the fog grew gteadily steeper. Soon, it pointed dmogt sraight down, and the Thrasson
redized he had to be sanding dmost on top of the other end.

"Slvewind, wait amoment.” The Amnesian Hero stopped and bent to retrieve the lance around
which the bariaur had twined his end of the thread. "I don't want to lose you in this sorm."”

"Uniil 1 have treated with you, | don't see how that is possble” Siverwind turned around to see
what the Amnesian Hero was doing. "But we redly mugt - oh!"

The bariaur squinted down the corridor, then pinched his wrinkled face into a mask of
sef-reproach. "No, you old fool! Don't lose control now!"

Without" rigng, the Thrasson pivoted on his good foot. Through the curtain of halstones, he saw
ashaggy Slhouette, barely perceptible, rigng out of the fog. So efficent was the creature's camouflage



that the Amnesian Hero could tdl it was facing away ‘from him only by the location of its missng arm.

"Zoombee, why is Slvewind leaving?' Jayk's voice was low and puzzled. The bariaur was
fleaing. "Y ou told him to wait. I'l make kiss with him, yes?'

"No! He's doing the right thing. | want you to go with im." The Thrasson pushed her toward the
bariaur. "And don't bring your lips anywhere near im."

Jayk sghed, then groaned as she started after Siverwind.

Keeping his gaze fixed on the mongter, the Amnesian Hero sguatted on his heds and ran his hand
over the fog-shrouded bricks. When he did not find the broken lance, he grabbed the thread and began
to pull. The beast dowly turned toward him, holding its dismembered arm in its good hand. The creature
pressed the base of the severed limb to its truncated shoulder and carefully hed it there.

The Thrasson glanced behind him and saw Jayk fdlowing Siverwind into the hal. He gave the
thread arough jerk and fdt it vibrate as the spool ralled across the bricks, but he did not find the lance
itdf.

The monger of the labyrinth took its hand away from its dismembered arm. Though the limb fdl
dack, it did not fdl off.

"By Zeus, you are going to be difficult to kill." Even that quiet whisper hurt the Amnesan Hero's
raw throat.

The beast gazed in Slverwind's direction and started shambling forward. The Amnesan Hero
swept his hand over the bricks one last time and found nothing. He rose and clumped away, drawing his
sword and keeping a careful watch over his shoulder.

The mongter exhibited no particular hurry to catch up. Like the Amnesan Hero himsdf, it seemed
to have concluded that this battle would be won by patience and providence, not ferocity or stedlth. It
would stalk its quarry at a distance, ready to spring when they findly grew distracted or collgpsed from
third.

The Amnesian Hero reached the intersection, where he found Silvewind waiting. The bariaur
held Tessdi's battered form in hisarms, and Jayk was at hissde.

"l don't see the mongter.” The bariaur sounded more reieved than was warranted.

The Amnesian Hero glanced back and saw that the beast had vanished into the storm. "The
mongter isthere, be assured. Y ou cannot imagineit avay."

"Of course | can." Siverwind twisted around to scowl at the Thrasson, drawing a groan of agony
from the df in hisarms.

Now that the Amnesan Hero was closer, he could see that the monster had opened a number of
gashesin Tessdi's Sde, in severd places baring the df'sribs.

"How does Tesdi fare?'

"He needs my undivided atention, if he is not to fade away. I'll think on him when we find a
sheltered place to stop.”

"Let us go, then" The Amnesan Hero turned in the direction from which Slverwind had come,
only to discover the bariaur facing the opposite way. "What are you doing? Show me to where you found
the thread.”

The bariaur shook his head. "I was following it in the opposite direction.”

"That does not matter.” As he spoke, the Thrasson pivoted on his brick foot, keeping a careful
watch for the labyrinth monster. "The exit lies where you firgt found the string.”

"That's ludicroust Why would | imagine a golden thread leading away from the exit?'

The Amnesian Hero frowned, unsure of how to answer. Tessali seemed to have had the most
success pretending to accept the mad bariaur's logic, but the Thrasson was not adept a such maneuvers.

"I cannot say why you would do such a thing. But when | appeared in the maze, | had the spool
with me" The Amnesian Hero thought he saw a slhouette dipping through the hail behind Siverwind. He
stepped around the bariaur and saw nothing, then displayed the tangle of thread wrapped around his
hand. "The barrel isinmy hand now, indde this tangle. If we had time, | would show it to you."

Jayk squinted at the Amnesan Hero, as though she were having trouble seeing him. "Perhaps
you're hissh way..." Thetigfling's words were durred and dow. "Hissh way out.”



Siverwind's eyes lit in sudden comprehension. "Yes, of course. You are my way out. Why didn't
| see it before?"

"You mugt show me where you found the thread." The Amnesan Hero's voice was little more
then agravely rasp. All thistaking had Ieft histhroat as raw as a scuffed knee. "The exit is there, even if
you did not noticeit."

"How could | have, when | had not yet found you?* With that, Slverwind danced around and
started up the passage a a trot. Though the pace seemed gentle enough for the bariaur, it was dl Jayk
and the Amnesan Hero could do to keep up. The Thrasson cdumped dong beside the bariaur's rear
quarters, one hand holding his sword and the other trailing the golden thread. He did his best to maintain
awatch, but whenever he turned to look over his shoulder, he fdl a step behind. His throat fdt like it was
growing smdler with every scorching breath, while the leg lifting his brick foot began to throb with a dulll,
deep ache.

Jayk did better than the Amnesan Hero, running dongsde the bariaur with a steady, fluid stride.
She complained frequently about her throbbing head, and aso about how the constant jarring aggravated
her pain. After a while, the tiefling stopped pumping her arms for balance so she could keep her fingers
pressed to her temples. Not long after that, she started to sumble.

Still, their guide ran on through the storm. How Slverwind navigated dl the twists and turns so
confidently, the Amnesian Hero could not comprehend. He could bardly see from the bariaur's rear
quarters to his curling horns, yet the old felow rushed through the hal and the fog as though he could see
ahundred paces ahead. He would suddenly turn down a broad corridor masked by a curtain of gray hall,
then dart toward a solid wall of iron, only to round a hidden buttress and rush into a network of narrow,
twiding passages. Never did the old bariaur lead them into a dead-end blind, nor, asfar as the Amnesan
Hero could tdl, cirdle back upon a path they had aready taken.

The golden line dangling from the Thrasson's wrigt dways remained taut, but no matter how
convoluted their course became, or how many comers they rounded, it never seemed to snag or drag.
The Amnesan Hero took this to mean that he was dragging the broken lance dong behind him, though he
redized there might be other explanations. The thread was obvioudy magic, for instance, and perhaps
that prevented it from tangling.

At lagt, the inevitable happened: Jayk sumbled and disappeared into the fog. There was a groan
and two daps, then the tifling began to wall. Siverwind halted and turned around, and the Amnesian
Hero knedled at her sde.

"Jayk, quiet!" The Thrasson feared her cries would draw the monster of the labyrinth. "I'm here.”

"Zoombee! The spots, there are too many of them inmy eyed”

The Amnesan Hero pulled the tigfling to her feet. Her dark eyes remained unfocused and glassy,
even when he poked hisfingertips a them.

"She'slogt her sght,” said Silverwind. I can carry her. Put her on my back.”

The Thrasson made no move to do as the bariaur requested. "Her headache has been getting
worse."

"Of course - she banged her skull,” said Silverwind. "But | can't do anything about it here. When
we get to aquiet place, I'll take care of it."

Jayk clutched the Amnesian Hero's am and nodded. "I am strong enough to hold his wagt,
Zoombee. | only panicked because | fdt lost. Aslong as | know you will not leave mein this place, | will
be fine"

"Never! | promise, Jayk."

Thetigfling managed a weak amile. "Then | am not worried.”

The Thrasson helped her onto Silverwind's back, and the amdl company resumed its flight. The
Amnesan Hero clumped dong at the bariaur's flank, keeping a wary watch over his shoulder and
expecting their guide to duck into some sheltered hidng place a any moment. Siverwind merdy
continued to trot dong, picking hisway through the comers and intersections with never a doubt

After what seemed an eernity of running, the Amnesan Hero could take no more. His parched
throat seemed in danger of burding into flames with every bregath, even his good leg was trembling with



fatigue, and it was dl he could do to drag his brick foot dong behind him.

"Slverwind, sop!" The croaking words sounded more daad than human. "l can't... keep this up.”

The bariaur did not dow. "Only alittle farther. | can dmogt picture the conjunction now."

The Thrasson tripped and fdl. For a moment, he alowed himsdf to believe he was too tired to
gand — then he fdt a tug on the golden thread and thought of the mongter of the labyrinth. If it was
fallowing, now would be the perfect time for it to attack. He drew afiery breath into his aching lungs and,
with a terrific growl, pushed himsdf to his feet

Slvewind stood a few paces ahead, waiting impatiently. The Amnesan Hero spun away from
him, half-expecting to see the mongter charging out of the storm.

There was nothing but hail.

Sivewind clopped to the Thrasson's sde. Jayk sat dumped againd the bariaur's back, eyes
closed and winsome face entirdy blank; only her arms, dill locked about the bariaur's waist, suggested
that she remained conscious. There could be no doubt about Tessdi's wakefulness, however; the
constant lament of pain that poured from hislips sent shivers down the Amnesian Hero's spine.

Sivewind shook his head in disappointment, a the same time eyeing the Thrasson. "Why do |
aways do this to mysdf? | dmost have the conjunction in mind, and now | lose my concentration.”

"Too... tired,” the Amnesian Hero croaked. "Worried... about... the monger.”

The bariaur peered into the hall, then snorted and shook his head. "Dont dart imagining that
agan." Slverwind was spesking to himsdf, not the Thrasson. "Thething is out of mind."

"Stop... it!" The Amnesian Hero's patience was as exhausted as his body. "You are not imagining
thid It's redly happening to you — to ug"

Slverwind's bushy eyebrows came together. "Of course it's redly happening. It's redly happening
because I'm redly imegining it."

"No! Do you fed this?" The Amnesian Hero dapped the bariaur's leg with the flat of his blade. "I
did it—not your imagination.”

Slvewind's eyes grew watery. "It's hgppening to me agan!" He dropped Tessdi into the fog,
drawing a howl of pain, then started beating himsdf about the head. "Why can't | control my own
thoughts?"

"Because we are not your thoughtd”

The Amnesan Hero sheathed his sword, then reached down and helped Tesdi stand.
Sivewind continued to pummd himsdf.

TessAli leaned close to the Thrasson's ear. "Don't... confuse... issue™ The df winced with each
ragping word. "You must... accept what... Slverwind says.”

The Amnesan Hero's jaw dropped. "You believe we're phantoms of hisimagination?'

The df's eyes grew stem. "His delus-ah-theory ... isas sensble ... as anything. If it... gets us out, |
will accept... anything."”

The Amnesian Hero rolled his eyes and looked back down the corridor. When he saw no sheggy
slhouette skulking through the hail, he shrugged and looked back to Slverwind - and saw Jayk's limp
form dipping from the bariaur's back. The tigfling hit the ground with no sound but a dull thud.

"Jyk?"

There was no answer. The Amnesian Hero dipped Tessdi onto Siiverwind's back, then stooped
over and, rather awkwardly, scooped Jayk up in the crook of his am. The tiefling's breath came dow
and shdlow. There was no sgn of fresh injury, but the murky hair on the back of her head fdt sticky with
old blood.

The Amnesan Hero stepped closer to the bariaur, who was dill pummding himsdf about the
head. "As you wish, Slverwind."

The bariaur stopped hitting himsdf. "Wha?*

"Dont be difficult. You have regained control of your mind." The Thrasson shoved Jayk toward
the bariaur. "Now tend to your thoughts. | fear Jayk isin danger of fading.”

Slverwind 9ghed and reached toward Jayk. Instead of taking her into his arms, he thumbed open
her eyelids. Even the Thrasson could see that she was in poor shape. Her pupils were mere pinpricks,



one a square and the other a triangle. An astonished blat dipped the bariaur's lips, then he reached
aound the back of her head and began muttering to himsdf as he worked his fingers through her
blood-matted hair.

"How does she fae?' The Amnesan Hero's voice was sounding increesingly rough. "What
happened to her?"

Sivewind continued muitering and did not answer.

Tesdi, who was peering over the bariaur's shoulder, whispered, "Cracked skull... If Siverwind
cannot save her ... | might... but need... quiet. Try ... not—" The df scowled, his gaze shifting past the
Amnesan Hero's shoulder.

Before Tesdi could say more, the Thrasson thrust Jayk into Slverwind's ams. Yanking his
sword from its scabbard as he moved, he spun around and saw nothing but gray hail.

"Whereisit, Tesdi?'

"Behind you ... now," gasped the df. "But dont worry... | saw something flgpping ... It's a
black... ribbon.”

"A ribbon?' The Amnesan Hero craned his neck and glimpsed a black tatter flgoping in the hall.
"What isit doing there?

"Working... out of the amphora,” sad Tessali. "There's a crack—"

"In the neck of the jar. | know." The Amnesan Hero stepped to Silverwind's sde, then turned
around to present the amphora to Tessali. "Push the cloth back. | fear what might happen if thet ribbon
gets loose”

"Why?' Tessali grunted in pain, then the Thrasson fdt him pushing againg the amphora. "This
looks like ... common flax."

"Whatever it is, it is" The words caught in the Thrasson's aching throat. He had to pause to work
up enough sdivato coat his parched gullet, then continued, "It is Poseidon's gift to the Lady of Pain. |
doubt there is anything common about it."

"By my curled hornd" Without warning, Slverwind turned to leave. "How fegble my mind has
grown!"

The Amnesian Hero glimpsed a shaggy figure ambling through the hail, pulling up the golden
thread and wadding it into a great tangled ball.

"Cut the thread!" Tessdli's command came as Silverwind began to gdlop away.

"I'd sooner cut you!" The Amnesian Hero clumped after his companions, wondering why, after
daying to battle the monster earlier, Slverwind had suddenly decided to abandon him.

"Thisthread is magicd."

"Dead men have no use for magic!”

Already, Slverwind and his passengers were a slhouette in the hall. The Amnesan Hero looked
back and saw the mongter of the labyrinth following at a cautious distance. It was drawing the line up
hand-over-hand, uang both arms with equa ease. The Thrasson saw no hint of weakness, or even of
lingering giffness; in the limb that had been cut off. To his disgppointment, the only Sgn of its earlier injury
lay in its wariness; the creature was traling him at the edge of vishility, discernible only because of the
golden brightness of the thread bdl in its hands.

As the Amnesan Hero turned to look forward again, he ran headlong into Siverwind's bulky
saddlebags.

"Thisway."

The bariaur trotted around a sdient of iron wal, leading the way into a section of narrow,
Zigzagging corridors with two branches at every turn. The Amnesan Hero's throat grew so dry that it
seemed to gtick shut between breaths. In the cramped passages, the hal echoed off the hot iron wadls
louder than ever, but it seemed that fewer of the icy bdls could find their way down into the bottom of
the tight confines. The storm waned to little more than a tempest. Vishility stretched to more than an
arrow's flight, and the Thrasson saw tha the walls were speckled both high and low with the same
window-shaped squares he had noticed in the broader sections of the labyrinth.

Severd times, gouts of flame spewed from one of dark openings to fill the narrow passage with



ralling bdls of fire. Slverwind seemed to have a Sxth sense about these occurrences and never faled to
stop or scurry ahead just in time to keep the company from being charred. Hoping to learn the old
bariaur's secret, the Amnesan Hero often tried to peer into the depths of the black squares. He never
saw anything except a barrier of inky blackness.

The mongter of the labyrinth lagged far behind, lingering at the edge of vishility, often vanishing
entirdy as the Amnesian Hero and his companions rounded a comer. Whenever ther pace dowed even
dightly, however, the beast rushed them, bdlowing its wal-sheking roar and driving the weary
companions forward a a sorint The thing was trying to run them to ground, the Thrasson knew, and it
was succeeding. His tongue fet so swollen he could hardly draw breath. He had long ago sweated away
the last of his water; now his blood was growing thick and gummy, and his heart had to pump like a forge
bellows to force it through his veins.

The Amnesian Hero waited until they rounded the next corner, then caught Silverwind by the tail.

The bariaur danced around, his eyes flashing with irritation. "What now?"

The Thrasson tried to answer, but his tongue was too swollen to shape the words - or to let pass
the ar that would give them voice. He managed only a gurgled rasp, then pointed a his sword and
gestured back down the way they had come.

"No, that won't do." Silverwind shook his head resolutdly. "Saying the dark sdf isimpossble. It
only comes back stronger than before.”

The Thrasson wanted to retort that they had no choice, but could force no more than an angry
croak from his throat

Slvewind looked the Amnesan Hero up and down. "Wdl, | can't cany you, too. Not with the
load I've dready got." He hefted Jayk as though to illudrate, and the Thrasson saw that her complexion
hed faded to an darming blue. "I suppose well have to hide.”

The bariaur gdloped a dozen paces down a branch corridor, then turned toward one of the
windowlike squares on the wal. The Amnesan Hero half-expected Slvewind and his passengers to
amash headlong into the inky blackness, but they smply passed through, as though they had stepped
across the threshold of Rivergate's dark door. The Thrasson started to follow, then barely escaped being
charred to cinder as a gout of flame shot from the square.

The Amnesan Hero fird croaked in shock, then gurgled in anguish, desparing a how quickly
desth could comein the mazes.

In the next indant, Slverwind reappeared, dill holding Tessdi and Jayk. The bariaur and his
passengers had not emerged from the black square so much as appeared beside it.

"Come dong, Thrasson!" barked the bariaur. "If we let the dark sdf chase us through this
conjunction, well be running for the next epoch.”

Sill in shock, the Amnesan Hero began to dump forward. He tried to ask about the gout of
flame he had seen, but could not force the words from his throat.

"Cut... thread." Having ridden on Silverwind's back for the entire chase, Tessdi had not yet lost
hisvoice to third. "If beast follows ... doomed.”

Reductantly, the Thrasson nodded and stopped beside another of the black sguares. Intending to
throw the thread through the conjunction and misdirect the monster, he wrapped aloop around the hilt of
his dagger, then cut the golden filament with his star-forged sword.

The strand had hardly separated before the entire length of thread vanished, induding the coll
wrapped around his arm and the wooden spool in his hand. His scomach went hollow with loss, but he
had no time to dwdl on the feding. A deafening bellow echoed through the labyrinth, followed by the
distant, heavy thuds of the monster's pounding feet.

The Amnesian Hero rushed to Silverwind's side, then together they dl legpt through the window
of darkness.

There is a great roaring, and at first the Amnesan Hero thinks he is fdling: the wind whips his
hair, roars in his ears, nettles his scorched chest. Now the ash begins to scour his eyes, he sucks it in
through his nose, he tastes it coating his swollen tongue, and he bdieves he has been incinerated by one
of those flame gouts that spew from the black squares. Then his feet find purchase on something



powdery but solid. He sees Siverwind standing before him, dmost glowing in the strange, pearly light.
Sowly the Thrasson's eyes begin to discern between the cloud of ash howling through the ar and the
river of ash swirling about his legs and the ramparts of ash flanking his shoulders, and he is delighted to
redize heisdill in the mazes,

The foal.

Yes, | am dill watching. Even in the mazes, the Lady of Pan is dways watching, as | am
watching that scrap of black cloth that flutters from the Thrasson's cracked amphora. The ash wind has
caught it, and soon the ash wind will pull it free, and whet then?

Will it flutter through the mazes forever, dways searching for what it can never find? Or will it rise
up through that void inmy chest where | once had a heart? | have not decided.

| have not decided.

| have not decided whether that strand of Poseidon's net caught me for good or ill, whether that
one scrap of dream (I dare not cdl it memory) makes me weaker or stronger: better to know the source
of the Pains, perhaps, better to know the reason for this emptiness in my chest, certainly - but whet |
know, 1 know only the hdf of.

And there lies the danger, doesiit not?

If ignorance is bliss and knowledge power, what has the King of Seas sent me? Hdf a truth, at
best; hdf a memory, at worst; thereisno hep for it. | have seen what | have seen; a crack has opened,
and | could not stop that black tatter from tearing free if | wanted to - and forgive me everyone
everywhere - | do not want to!

"Do you want to mark our trail?' Slverwind grabbed the Amnesan Hero's arm and started to tug
him down the passage, toward the dark mouth of a distant intersection. "Get away from that conjunction!
Didn't you see how they torch up?'

The Thrasson, dill unable to speak, scowled and peered over his shoulder. The conjunction
appeared dmog the same on this Sde as on the other: a black square, so fla and featurdess it looked
more like a painting than a doorway. Without any visble support, it hung motionless in the ash cloud, the
only thing in the labyrinth that the howling wind seemed incapable of swaying. The iron-walled passages
beyond the window remained cloaked beneath a val of inky darkness; the mongter of the Iabyrinth - or
the Lady of Pain hersedf — could have been standing on the other sde, and the Amnesan Hero would
not have known it.

As the Thrasson studied the conjunction, the black ribbon flgoping from the amphoras cracked
neck findly came loose. He snatched at the scrap and missed, then tried again when the swirling ash wind
changed direction and whipped the rag around his head. The tatter dodged his fingers as though it were
dive, drding him two more times before it findly sailed past Slverwind. It floated about hdf the distance
to the intersection and became caught in another whirlwind.

Hoping to catch the ribbon before it vanished atogether, the Amnesan Hero squeezed past his
companions and went after it. He had no idea what to do even if he caught the scrap, but he knew
misaly Poseidon would ssize any excuse to withhold the promised payment. When the Thrasson
returned to Arborea, he was determined that he would be able to report that the Lady of Pain had
received the entire contents of the amphora

Asthe Amnesian Hero dumped forward, he was relieved to see a black stripe flashing amidgt the
gray ash of the whirlwind. Then the stripe became a solid band, the band began to widen both up and
down, and soon the entire swirling ash cloud had turned as black as shadow.

The whirlwind began to dow, shaping itsaf into the slhouette of a huge, barrel-chested giant. The
Amnesan Hero's brick foot dropped like an anchor and brought him to a gape-mouthed stop. He fdt as
if the howling ash winds had stirred his thoughts into a muddle. He could not quite comprehend what had
happened to the black tatter, or how he was going to recapture a shadow and feed it back into the
amphora

"Who wishes to pass thisway?' So loud was the question that it shook tiny avalanches of ash off
the passage wdlls

"Aigggh!” cried Silverwind. "What has risen from the depths of your foul mind now, old fool?



The giant took a single step forward, leaving his shadow behind and bringing himsdf belt-to-nose
with the Amnesan Hero. The brute was as broad as the passage, with a pair of lice-ridden lion skins
girding hisloins and an iron club the Sze of agdley oar in his hand. His legs were big as trees, his skin as
coarse as pumice stone, and his hairy bely so huge it bulged over the Thrasson's head like a hillowing
«l.

"Who wishes to travel the road of Periphetes?’

Coated as it was with ash, the Amnesian Hero's throat was much too dry to shape an answer-but
he knew better than to think any answer would stify the giant. He had fought enough of the brutes to
redize that Periphetes was about to demand atoll, and that the toll would be one they would not care to
pay.

The Thrasson dammed the hilt of his sword into Periphetes's kneecap, then deftly leaned aside as
the giant brought down a great pam to dap the irritation. Before the hand could rise again, the Amnesian
Hero touched his blade to the middle knuckle, usng just enough strength to inflict an admonishing prick
and pin the great appendage in placemen of renown did not fdl even the greediest of giants without first
warming them to behave.

Periphetes lowered his head to peer over his enormous bely, showing a huge moon-shaped face
with a grimy thatch of beard and a cavernous pug-nose. When the giant found his hand pinned to his own
kneecap, he poised his greet club over the Thrasson's head.

"Don't make me smash you, little man.”

The Thrasson wagged a free finger a Periphetes, then gently pushed his sword forward. The
star-forged blade diced through the giant's thick hide until it drew blood, illugtrating just how eedlly it
could pierce hand and knee dike. The giant bellowed, but wisdy refrained from bringing his club down.

"Stand... asde." Tessdli's voice betrayed his pain, but somehow he found the gtrength to speak
loudly enough to attract the giant's attention. "That sword... dices... ded.”

"Isthat 07"

Periphetess face was too huge to conced the flash of cunning that shot across it. His eyes darted
from Tessdli, who dill sat adtride Slverwind's back, to the Amnesan Hero and back again. When the
giant's huge club began to move in the df's direction, the Thrasson knew indantly that his adversary was
hoping to make hostages of his three companions. He ducked between Periphetess legs and rocked his
sword across the back of the giant's hand. An index finger as thick as a lance shaft popped free and,
traling a cascade of dark blood, dropped into the ash.

Periphetes roared, and the club reversed direction.

The Amnesian Hero darted behind the giant's thigh, at the same time drawing his blade dong
indde his foe's huge knee. The star-forged sted diced deep through tendon and sinew. Had the Thrasson
not been crippled by a brick foot, he would have continued to dance around Periphetes, reducing the
giant'sleg to little more than a bloody post of bone. Asit was, however, the Amnesan Hero had to settle
for agingle vidous gtrike to the back of the knee.

The blade bit deep, then was nearly torn from the Thrasson's hands as Periphetess leg jerked
away. Knowing the giant would have to pivot backward to counterattack, the Thrasson ducked under
the brute and assaulted the other leg with a vicious spinning dash. He heard the telltde pop of a
separating tendon, then dived away before his foe's iron cub could arc down to smash his skull.

The Amnesan Hero did not land upon the ground so much as he sank into a powdery bed of
ash. His mouth filled with a sharp, metdlic taste, then he found himsdf choking and sucking more dross
into his swollen throat with each convulsion. Haf-swimming and haf-pushing, he raised himsdf out of the
bitter suff and spun toward Periphetes - or at least toward the place where he assumed the giant to be.
So thickly did ashfill the air that no longer could the Thrasson see hisfoe.

Stll choking for breath, the Amnesian Hero dumped out of the hillowing ash cloud and found
himsdf looking at Periphetess flank. The giant was flve paces away, kneding on his savaged legs, halding
his club high and sneering at the Thrasson. There was no time to dodge. The Amnesan Hero flipped his
sword into a high block and held it with both hands, trying to pivot aside on his brick foot.

The blow landed with a tremendous dang.



Any other wegpon would have shattered, but the Thrasson's star-forged blade held true. He fdt
his arms buckle beneath the impact, then his knees started to go, and he saw the iron dub diding past on
the edge of his sword.

He could not let himsdf fdl. If he fdl, he would not have the strength to rise again until he could
breathe, and by the time he cleared his throat, Periphetes would be griking again. The Amnesan Hero
threw dl hisweght againg the great bludgeon, a the same time crding his sword out from under it.

The giant's dub landed in the soft ash, raising another gray cloud. The Thrasson hurled himsdf
into the billowing dross, bringing his sword down in the place where he imagined Periphetess wrigt to be
lying.

The blade hit with a sharp jolt, then continued to dice downward until it sank into the soft ash. A
thick, coppery amdl filled the Thrasson's nodtrils, and he glimpsad the red sump of a log-Szed wrigt
rigng through the grayness of the cloud.

A great, racking cough boiled out of the depths of the Amnesan Hero's lungs, forcing a plume of
spewing ash from his swollen throat. Ignoring his body's demand to stop for ar, he pounded through the
gray cloud and found Periphetes kneding in the ash. The giant was dutching the sump of his wrig to his
chest, a postion thet |eft his armpit well-protected againg a flank attack.

With a quick kill out of the question, the Amnesian Hero flipped his sword around to try for the
next best thing. Periphetes, sunned by the loss of his hand, did not turn to look until the blade was
dready dipping between his massve ribs. The Thrasson pushed into the stroke with dl his strength,
driving the weapon hilt-deep and dirring it around to enlarge the wound.

A long, bresthy groan dipped from Periphetess mouth. Then, dmogt in resgnation, the giant
lowered his elbow and smashed his attacker away from his flank. As the Thrasson flew through the air,
his sword came free, and a single gout of frothy red blood shot from the wound. The Amnesian Hero hit
the ashen wall without much force, then picked himsdf up and scrambled away as his foe's anguished
gasps began to ramble down the passage.

Once he was safdy out of reach, the Amnesan Hero dropped to his knees. His vison began to
darken. He used his hand to clean the ash from his mouth and throat, but even then he could hardly suck
down any air. His breath came fast and shdlow and wheezy. He began to suffer a dry cough that
didodged no dross and added grestly to his misary, racking his chest with spasms as anguishing as they
were uncontrollable.

As tarible as his agony was, the Thrasson knew Periphetes was suffering worse. Dying of a
punctured lung was both a dow and painful way to pass to the next stage, and, if the Amnesan Hero had
possessed the strength, he would gladly have spared the giant such a miserable death.

Slverwind padded up beside the Amnesan Hero, dill holding Jayk in his ams. The Thrasson
was darmed to see atiny trickle of blood mnning from the tiefling's nose.

"Truly, you are my path out of the mazes" said the bariaur. "No matter what wickedness my
mind contrives to block the way, you will defeet it."

"Wadl... done" Tesdi cringed as the giant let out a particularly loud and anguished moan.
"Though... amore ... merciful... death ..."

The Amnesian Hero replied with along string of hacking coughs, then followed it with a strangled
rasp nearly as pitigble as that of the giant.

Slvewind's bushy eyebrows rose in darm. "What's wrong? Are you injured?’

The Thrasson shook his head, then clutched at his throat.

"Something is lodged?!

Agan, the Amnesan Hero shook his head. He curled his hand as though holding a cup, then
raised it to hislips and tipped his chin back.

"Of course, you are thirdy!" Silverwind was relieved. "l imagine | have something in my
saddlebags to take care of that."

Tessli began to fumble with the straps, but the Amnesian Hero was in no mood to wait for the
dumsy fingers of the wounded df. He sheathed his sword, then tore the knots free with his own hands.
Insde, he found a bulging waterskin. The Thrasson grabbed the bag and jerked the stopper from its



mouth, then tipped his head back and began to pour. Thefluid that gushed out, red and warm and thick,
was not water.
Wine, sweet wine.

Fever Vision

The wine, warm and bland to the ash-coated tongue of the Amnesan Hero, muddied the dross in
his mouth. He spat the durry out and drank again. Thistime he tasted the ambrosa instead of the ash; the
drink was plum-sweet and rich with cinnamon, a honeyed nectar to soothe the rawness in his gullet. He
drew along rasping breath, and the darkness retrested from his vison. He soaked his parched throat
with another gulp, then amiled as a certain exhilarating warmth filled his belly.

"Slverwind, that wine would do Dionysus himsdf proud.” The Thrasson's voice remained gruff,
and he 4ill fdt flushed, but he counted himsdlf lucky to be spesking at dl. "l cannot imagine how you
came by it in these mazes."

"The same way | came by you, of course. I—"

A tremendous groan rumbled down the passage, drowning out the rest of the bariaur's reply. The
Amnesan Hero turned to see Periphetes dumping forward; the giant's head smashed into the |abyrinth
wal, loosng an avdanche of powdery dross. A raucous snort jetted from his gaping nogtrils and sirred
the airborne ash into a bailing gray cloud. He toppled on his sde and lay in a fetd curl, blocking the
corridor so completely that the homling wind faded to illness. His skin began to grow coarse and grainy.
A dark palor blossomed over his entire body, quickly deepening to a drab, luderiess black. His
anguished expression assumed the fixed, eternd character of a statue, and any hint that he had ever been
dive vanished from his eyes.

"Good... riddance.” So weak was Tessdi's voice that the words sounded as though they might be
the df'sladt.

The Amnesian Hero turned back to his companions. The blood was flowing from Jayk's ears and
nose more srongly now, and there was an daming dackness in the way her limbs dangled over
Slverwind's cradling arms. Tessdli looked better only because he remained conscious, his face had paed
from blood loss, and his eyes had that far-off look of someone mad with pain.

"Slvewind, the time has come to care for our wounded." The Amnesian Hero dung the wineskin
over his shoulder, then lifted Tessali off the bariaur's back. Despite the lightness of the df, the Thrasson
flushed a the effort. "l trust this place is quiet enough to work your megic.”

Siverwind nodded, then knedled and laid Jayk on her cape. "Which one firg?'

Tesdi raised his hand and lifted a finger toward the tigfling. Though Jayk might wel have
considered the gesture an impediment to her progress toward the One Degath, the Amnesan Hero
approved of the df's charity.

"You are noble for a Sgilite”

The Thrasson offered the wineskin to Tessdli. Too wesk to decline with even a modest shake of
the head, the df merdy closed his eyes.

Already working on Jayk, Siverwind rolled the tigfling onto her somach and ran his fingers lightly
over the back of her head. He began mumbling to himsdf, a the same time tracing the star-shaped
pattern of a skull fracture. After atime, he gmnted, apparently satisfied that he had found the extent of her
injuries. Then, to the Thrasson's astonishment, the old bariaur leaned forward and started to dribble
gpittle onto his patient's bloody head.

Though the Amnesian Hero was beginning to fear he had trusted Jayk's care to a senile charlatan,
he restrained the urge to push the old fdlow away. Things worked differently here in the mazes, and,
drange as Siverwind's behavior appeared, it did not seem dangerous. Besides, Tessli had opened his
eyes again, and he showed no sgn of surprise a the method of treatment.

Once Jayk's head had been thoroughly wetted, Slverwind placed his pdm over the tiefling's
wound and uttered what sounded like a magica incantation. The bariaur grimaced, as though suffering a



terrible pain, but there were no shimmering glows, no wondrous tinkling, no smoking brimstone. The
tigfling's blood continued to drip from her nose and ears, and, as far as the Thrasson could tdl, that was
dl that happened.

"What's wrong?' The Amnesian Hero wiped his brow; he was sweating harder now than he had
during the battle with Periphetes. "She looks as bad as before.”

Sivewind opened his eyes, then grimaced at his patient's condition. "It's my fault," he sghed,
sheking his head. "I should never have given them free will. They're dways draying off in strange
directions.”

"What are you taking about? Who's dways sraying off?'

Slverwind scowled. "You, of course: my thoughts."

The Thrasson was ready to take the old bariaur by the throat and choke him sane. "Jayk is not
draying. Sheisinjured.”

"But she doesn't want to come back,” said Slverwind. "She is content to fade into oblivion."

"You can't let her!" the Amnesan Hero commanded. "Try something else; cast another spdl!™

A sudden spark lit Siverwind's old eyes. "Right you are - | am! Why didn't | think of that
before?' He leaned close to Jayk's ear, then began to ydl, "Tiefling, | have anointed you with my water,
the water of life | have seen your injury, | have fdt your pain, and | have thought them gone - and 4ill
you think yourself dead; who are you to deny my redity? You are dive; | command you to believe me™

It was the mogt absurd nonsense the Amnesian Hero had ever heard, yet the blood immediady
stopped running from Jayk's nose and ears. A Sngle rasping gurgle spilled from her lips. Her torso began
to expand and contract in the steady, deep rhythm of deep-breathing, and the Thrasson found himsdf
holding his own breath as he waited for her to groan or lift her head.

Jayk continued to breathe, but did nothing more.

Sivewind turned the tiefling onto her back. The murky palor was returning to her complexion,
while the blood runnds below her nodrils and ears had dready dried into ash-crusted stripes. The
bariaur thumbed open her eyes, diglaying a pair of large, round pupils.

"My focusisreturning.” Siverwind smiled proudly. "Il imagine my way out of here yet 1"

"You're beng hagy," said the Amnesian Hero. "Before we make another run for the exit, Jayk
mug be ready for afight - and Tesdi, too."

Siverwind's eyebrows came together. "That's impossible. Even | can't restore their full hedth in
the flash of athought! It will take meditation.”

The Amnesan Hero groaned. "How long?'

"Aslong as necessary.” The bariaur's answer was curt. "What does it matter? We have aslong as
we need-after dl, imeisonly a concoction of my imagination.”

"Asis the monger of the labyrinth, which is surely looking for us by now.” The Thrasson dlowed
his gaze to roam from Periphetes, blocking the way ahead, back dong the passage to the entrance
conjunction. There were no Sde corridors between the black square and the giant. "Sooner or later, the
beast will find our conjunction. If we don't want to be trapped, well have to dimb over Periphetes.”

The Amnesian Hero hung the wineskin around his neck and started toward the boulder.

"No!" Slvewind danced forward to block the Thrasson's way. "Have you had too much wine,
or are you the dumbest thought 1've ever had?'

"You have split hooves,” the Amnesian Hero retorted. "With a litle hep, you can make the
dimb.”

"I know | can make the dimb!" Silverwind retorted. "But to where? Don't you know anything
about the mazes? If we try to dimb out of this one, well fdl into another - and it's not like going through a
conjunction. There's no tdling where well end up. Then how will | return to where | found the string?”!

The Amnesian Hero scowled, recdling what Tessali had reported seeing-nothing-after he scaled
the wall back at the entrance of their own labyrinth. The Thrasson was not convinced that clambering
over a boulder was the same thing as dimbing a wall, but the consequences of being wrong were more
than he cared to risk. He would prefer a quick death at the mongter's hands to spending eternity lost in
the scorching passages of the Lady's mazes.



"What of moving the boulder?' the Thrasson asked. "Would that be the same as dimbing over?"

Slverwind scowled a Periphetess stony corpse. "l don't see that it matters. | can't imagine
moving a boulder that Sze"

The Amnesian Hero glanced at the iron club that had falen from Periphetes's severed hand. "But
| can.”

Sivewind thought for a moment, then shrugged. "Go ahead and try, but take that off firs." The
bariaur pointed at the Thrasson's amphora. "It won't do to shake that thing up. We don't want any more
giants materidizing here.”

As the Amnesan Hero dipped the amphoras ding off his shoulders, Slverwind scowled and
stooped over to peer a the Thrasson's flank.

"How long have you had this?"

"Had what?"'

The Amnesan Hero raised his ebow and looked under his arm. He could barely see a short cut
running down the sde of his chest. The wound was sealed by scorched blood and seared flesh, but
beads of white pus were seeping from the jagged seam between its puffy red lips. Though the Thrasson
did not remember recaiving the scratch, he fdt sure he had suffered it during the battle with the monster
of the labyrinth.

"No wonder you look so flushed" Slverwind reached for the wineskin hanging around the
Thrasson's neck. "I've been letting you drink wine, and you have a fever!”

The Amnesian Hero pushed the bariaur's hand away. "I'm il thirsty!”

"Too much wine is dangerous for you. You shouldn't drink any more until | imagine some water
into exisence.”

“I'm thirdy now." The Thrasson turned away before the bariaur could reach for the wineskin
agan. "Do what you can for Jayk and Tessdi. I'll see to finding us a safe place to hide™

The Amnesian Hero stepped over to Periphetess iron dub. The weapon was hdf-again as long
as Slvewind was tdl. The diameter of aman's ankle a one end, it swelled dong itslength to the Sze of a
bear's head at the other. So thickly scaled with rust was the wegpon that the Thrasson feared it might
break under the srain of what he had planned.

The Amnesan Hero sguatted a the thick end and wrapped his ams around the club, then
heaved it out of the ash and began dragging it toward the giant's legs. He had lifted heavier burdens - for
ingance, when he fetched the treasure chest of King Minaros from the lair of the Ragarian Thieves-but
hisfooting had been more secure then, and the temperature much cooler than in these mazes. By the time
he had dragged the unwiddy weapon to Periphetess side, the Thrasson's sweaty body was coated with
ach from dl the times he had dipped and fdlen.

The Amnesian Hero dropped the head of the dub beside the giant's waist, then unstoppered the
wine sack and washed the dross from his mouth. After quenching his thirst, he sedled the skin and dug a
deep, pitlike tunnd under Periphetess hip. By the time he finished, the sweat was pouring from his brow
inrunnels, he needed ancther drink.

After catching his breath, the Amnesian Hero shoved the thick end of the dub into the hole he had
excavated. Then he went to the narrow end and hoisted the rod up. At fird, as the head rocked into the
pit, it rose eedlly. That changed, however, when the shaft reached the height of the Thrasson's waist and
the other end made contact with the giant's bly.

Taking a deep breath, the Amnesan Hero squatted down and dipped his shoulders under the
rod. He stood, usng the drength of his thighs to raise the lever, and Periphetes's enormous body began
to rall. The Thrasson drove forward, his feet dipping in the ash as though he were trying to push a wagon
through a bog. The giant rolled a little farther, and the weight on the Amnesian Hero's shoulders seemed
to double. His sweat poured from his brow in curtains, again his throat began to close, but the thought of
gving up never crossed his mind. Men of renown did not falter; they succeeded or they died, but never
did they give up.

There was a tremendous sucking sound. All a once Periphetes rolled onto his back, and the
weight vanished from the Amnesan Hero's shoulder. A blast of howling wind filled the passage. The



Thrasson looked over to see a cloud of ash bailing from beneath the giant's stone legs, dill bent in the
kneding postion as they rose into the ar. Coughing and choking, he shoved the dub off his shoulder and
soun away from the billowing dross, and that was when he noticed the sword and the sanddls.

Glowing with that ydlow aura peculiar to enchanted gold, they lay pressed into the ash where
Periphetess huge bdly had rested. The sword, both shorter and broader than the Amnesan Hero's own
star-forged blade, had a golden hilt and a golden scabbard decorated by a sngle stripe of sgpphires. The
sandds had soles cut from the finest crocodile hide and legging straps woven from threads of pure gold.

Periphetes had no doubt stolen the magnificent booty from some unfortunate wayfarer. By right
of victory, the poils were the Amnesan Hero's, yet he hesitated to dam them. The giant had been
created by Poseidon's magic - meagic intended for the Lady of Pain. After hearing Tessdli's account of
the relationship between the Lady and the gods, the Thrasson feared the King of Seas had trapped the
prizes with some disabling enchantment.

Stll, the Amnesan Hero had no choice except to pick them up. He had promised to ddiver the
amphora to the Lady of Pain, and he did not think Poseidon likdy to excuse him for leaving part of its
contents to vanish benegath the ash. He quaffed another mouthful of wine, then stooped down and gingerly
pinched the legging strap of one sandd between two fingers.

Nothing happened.

The Amnesan Hero plucked the sandd out of the ash. Nothing flashed or banged or gave off foul
odors. He Sghed in rdlief, guessng the shoe had to be worn to activate the enchantment. Being careful to
avoid touching the sole, he fastened the legging strap to his sword belt. He retrieved the other sandal and
tied it beside the fugt.

The sword he grasped by the scabbard.

Themagic glow blinked out of the gold and a strange prickling shot up his arm. He screamed and
tried to drop the weapon and found he could not. A ydlow fog was forming behind his eyes, filling his
head as a cloud fills a mountain valey; the amdl of ash was yidding to the fragrant tang of sdt pine, the
parched ar was growing moig on his skin, and a voice was spegking to him over the ramble of digtant
waves.

"One of your fathers left those for you." Thefigure of atal, handsome woman appears in the fog;
her honey-brown tresses are bound by a princesss circlet, and her sad face girs the Thrasson in a way
thet the face of no other woman ever has. "How | have prayed you would not find them;

Herahdp me, now | mugt send you away!"

"Towhere?' the Thrasson gasps. The woman is dl he can see, and it is more than he can do to
tdl whether she stands within hismind or without. "Who are you?'

Tears wdl in the woman's eyes. She spreads her pdms and embraces the Amnesan Hero. "Is it
possible? Can a son forget his mother?!

This cannot be; that woman is no memory of mine. What is she doing in the amphora Poseidon
sends to me?

The Amnesan Hero stole her from me, that iswhat. Periphetes was to be mine, but the Thrasson
gole him and killed him, thet is what. The memory became his, that is what, and now it is forever logt to
me, and might that memory be of the one who paid the bride's price for my heart?

Would | be logt then, or safe?

No bride can long stand fast againgt he who holds her heart; let m come softly in the night, and
surdy she will open hersdf to him, whoever he may be, to be ravished or sacked as he pleases. And
afterward, what then? An eternity of drudgery and servitude, if he is wicked; oblivion, sure and quick, if
not.

Better to know the beast now, to prepare my defenses before he comes pounding a my gates.
There may be time to change what is done; there may be time, if | dare, to stedl what has been bought, to
shut what has been opened, to save what islogt.

And what of the Thrasson, sanding there in his mother's embrace? His srength will tell. He
knows what isright and what is wrong; he will choose his own punishment.

"Mother, who am 17" the Thrasson asks. The ydlow fog that filled hismind earlier is now swirling



about outside his head; it has logt its color and changed into a haze of windblown dross. The ash has
coated his body, glued there by the swest of hisfever, and the air has grown parched with heat and acrid
bitterness. "Tdl memy name; | have been lost and cannot remember.”

"I am not your mother, Zoombee." The voice was weak and raspy. "My head, she hurts too
much for this"

Sill dutching the sword he found beneath the massive stone corpse of Periphetes, the Thrasson
pushed the woman back to arm's length. In place of the regd face of his mother, he saw the twilight
visage of Jayk the Snake.

"Wha became of her?" The Amnesan Hero released the tiefling and pivoted in a circle,
desperatdly searching for his mother's dlhouette. He saw Siverwind kneding over Tessdi's crooked
knee, but no sgn of the woman who had told him about the sandds and sword. "Where did she go?'

"Who?" Jayk asked.

"My mother!" The Thrasson shook the golden sword at her. "She came to me when | touched
thig"

"You are scaring me, Zoombee." Jayk backed away, her hands pressed to the sides of her head.
Her legs were shaky, and she seemed in danger of fdling. "I came to you. You awakened me with your
scream.”

"Forgive me. | don't mean to ydl."

Sill feding flushed, the Amnesan Hero opened the wineskin and took a long drink. His hands
were quivering, his heart pounding, his thoughts whirling. He knew the woman who had come to him;
whether or not she had actudly been danding there before him, he recognized the amdl of her
honey-brown hair, the warmth of her arms enfolding his body, the smack of her lips kissng his cheek. He
remembered her.

"Perhaps she wasn't here in the passage,” the Thrasson said, "but | did see my mother.”

Jayk rolled her eyes up under her brow and, without taking her hands from her aching head, gave
the Thrasson a skeptica look. "I thought you could not remember your past, Zoombee."

"It was a vison-or a memory." The Amnesan Hero thrugt the golden sword into his belt, then
pointed at the amphora, ill lying near Siverwind and Tessdi. "It came from there, dong with the giant.”

"How can that be?" demanded the tiefling. ""Poseidon would not send your memories to the Lady
of Pain. It must be intended for her, yes?'

"No! | remembered the woman. She was my mother."

From up the passage came the shaip crackle of Siverwind graghtening Tessali's injured knee.
The screech tfiat followed drowned out even the howling wind, prompting the Amnesian Hero to worry
that it would reverberate through the conjunction. He clumped over to the bariaur's side.

"We should move on, if it is safe for Tesli."

"I'm feding .. . better dready." The df sounded a little stronger, but his face remained pae with
anguish. "And moving is safer than waiting here for the monger.”

Siverwind gathered Tesdi up. "l imegine this one will survive a short move.”

The Amnesian Hero nodded, then stooped down to pick up the amphora

"We need no more... giants,”" gasped Tesdi. "Leaveit!”

"That | cannot do. Poseidon charged me deliver this amphora to the Lady of Pain." The Thrasson
lifted the jar and dipped the ding over his shoulders. Even that effort seemed to make him hotter and
thirdier. "And, just as importantly, | think it has my lost memories™

"Pah! Those memories, they are the Lady's.” Jayk tottered over to join them, reding as though
she might fal unconscious any moment ™Y ou only think they are yours."

The Amnesian Hero steadied her. "I know my own mother.”

"Then you tdl us about her, yes?'

"Of course." Stll supporting the wobbly tiefling, the Thrasson led the way toward the archway
beneath Periphetes's bent knees. "Sheis a beautiful princess, with dlive skin and honey-brown hair."

"And?"

"And what? | only saw her for a moment.”



"I fear Jayk... could be right." Tessdl, dill being carried in Slverwind's arms, was close behind
the Amnesan Hero. "If thisis truly your own memory, you should recadl more. Her name, perhaps.”

They reached Periphetes. The wind was squeezing under the giant's bent legs with a chugging
roar, blagting ash into their faces and threstening to sweep them from their feet. The Thrasson scooped
Jayk into his arms, then pinched his eyes shut againg the dinging dross and ducked through the archway.
Hard as he tried, he could not drag his mother's name from the depths of hismind. He recdled only what
he had learned during hisvison.

A few steps later, the gde diminished to a bluster. The Thrasson opened his eyes, blinked away a
flood of swest, and, through the hillowing haze ahead, saw the dark mouth of a Sde passage. He dill
could not remember his mother's name.

"What of ... the name?' asked Tesdi.

“If | say | saw my mother, then | saw my mother!” The Amnesan Hero scowled over his
shoulder. "And eveniif | am wrong, | am il bound to deliver this amphora to the Lady of Pan!"

Tesdi could only shake his head. "It is no wonder... we are in the mazes."

"I would not wish anguish on anyone, df, but | liked you better when you were too pained to

Too hot and drained to continue carrying Jayk, the Amnesan Hero returned her to the ground
and, 4ill supporting her with an arm, clumped into the Sde passage. This corridor looked much the same
as the one from which they had come, with high, powdery walls and a whirling ash haze that a times
reduced vighility to an arm's length. Being careful to stay within Silverwind's sight, the Thrasson worked
his way dong the wadl, taking fird two right turns, then shifting to the opposite sde of the passage and
taking three lefts. At ladt, they stopped to rest in a short dead-end blind where, with no wind howling
down the passage, the ash remained on the ground.

The Thrasson wiped the swest off his face, only to find fresh runnds pouring down it before he
finished. He took a long drink of wine - it tasted cooler than before - then offered the skin to his
companions. ""Does anyone want some before | go?'

"Go?" Jayk clutched hisarm. "Where?!

The Amnesian Hero pointed up the short passage, to where a curtain of blowing ash marked the
corridor from which they had just come. "Someone's got to keep watch.”

"No wine... for me" said Tessdli. "And you shouldnt..."

"I've told him s0." Silverwind, dready examining one of the df's wounds, did not look up as he
spoke. "But he is a stubborn one. No need to worry, though; | imagine that fever of hiswill knock him
out soon."

"You imagine wrong, Siverwind." The Thrasson turned to dump toward the intersection. "When
you finish with Tesdi, | will be waiting.”

"And | will be with him," said Jayk. "Maybe some winewill take the bite off this headache.”

"It would be better to wait until | can imagine some water." Slverwind looked up from Tessdi's
wound. "With that head injury, | fear wine could undo you.”

Jayk whirled on the bariaur. "Life is an illuson, but this pain is not!" She pursed her lips and
spewed a plume of damp ash in the generd direction of the bariaur's hooves. "I spit on your water!™

The Amnesian Hero passed the wineskin to the tiefling. "Jayk, it is good to have you with us
agan."

They went to the intersection together. The Thrasson dipped the amphora off his back and
leaned it againg the ash wall, then sat down amidst the eddies of dross swirling in from the main corridor.
He fdt more overheated then feverish, and it seemed to him that the weakness in his muscles resulted
more from thirdg than illness. Nevertheless, when he reached around to touch the scratch on his Sde, he
was surprised to fed how sore it was, and how hat it seemed under his fingertips.

Thetiefling settled in beside him, and they sat quietly for a time, passing the wine back and forth,
washing the dross down with long Sps of sweet ambrosia. When they had both drank their fill, Jayk
pushed the stopper into the mouth of the wineskin. She placed the sack between them, then braced her
elbows on her knees and held her head between her hands.



After atime, thetiffling said, "Tessdi, maybe heisright." She picked up an ash clod and tossed it
a the amphora. "You should throw that jar over the wdl."

The Thrasson was glad he was not drinking at the moment, for he would have spewed a mouthful
of good wine onto the ground. "Jayk, what's wrong with you? Better than anyone, you know why | can
never do that."

Thetiefling shot the amphora a black look. "You are so smple, Zoombee. Poseidon, he tricked
you."

"Nevertheless, | promised to deliver the amphora to the Lady of Pain, not to cast it away in the
mazes."

"What does your promise mean here?' Jayk thrust a hand skyward. "The Lady of Pain does not
want the jar, and it isonly trouble to us”

“Itis more than that to me"

"Pah! That vidon was meant for the Lady. Why would Poseidon put your memories in a gift to
someone <=7

"I don't know—he promised to restore my memories after | ddivered the amphora The
Thrasson found himsdf garing at the jar and, through an act of will, looked back to the main corridor.
"Perhaps he wanted them to return to me when the Lady of Pain opened the jar. The gods enjoy
spectacles like that, you know."

Jayk rolled her dark eyes, then winced at the pain it caused her. "If Poseidon wishes to impress
someoneg, | think it isthe Lady, not you."

Unable to argue with the tiefling's point, the Thrasson snatched the wineskin. "I can't explan why
the vison came from the amphora, but | know it was my mother." He swalowed a mouthful of wine, then
sad, "Maybe what the amphora holds aren't memories, but spdlls that summon lost memories.”

"Or maybe they are pdls that make you think you remember what you don't, or maybe they are
djinn tricksters, or maybe they are what could be but isnt," Jayk scoffed. "We don't know. You must
throw that jar away before another giant gets loose. We have enough trouble.”

"l would never think to hear you sound like Tessdi." The Amnesan Hero raised his sweaty brow,
unleashing a cascade of sdty drips that had been gathering above his eyes. "Y ou're scared!”

Jayk began to rub her forehead with the hedls of her hands, but not quickly enough to hide the
flashin her eyes. " Scared? Of what, Zoombee?"

"You tdl me— | know you're not afraid of dying." The Amnesian Hero pointed a the amphora
"It's something in there.”

Thetiefling pulled her hands away from her face, and, a little too steadily, she locked gazes with
the Thrasson.

"What isin the jar makes no difference to me if you think it has your memories, why don't you
open it?' She stood and stepped over to the amphora. "I will do it for you, yes?'

"No!" The Thrasson jumped to his feet. Jayk was scared; he knew that, though not as certainly as
he knew she would pull the stopper just to prove him wrong. He grabbed her arms and drew her away.
"You mugint open it!"

"Why not, Zoombee?' Jayk's smirk was just broad enough to betray her reief. "l thought you
wanted to know who you are.”

"You know why you cant open it" the Thrasson growled. "No matter what the amphora
contains, it's not mine to open.”

"Too bad." Jayk thrust out her lipin an exaggerated pout, and that gesture was what betrayed her
secret fear to the Amnesan Hero. "I know how important it is for you find out who you are.”

"And why should that frighten you?' the Thrasson demanded. "Are you afraid that if | remember
who | am, I'll forget about you?"

Jayk could not hide the force with which the question struck. Her pupils ingantly took the shape
of diamonds, and the tips of her fangs dropped into view. Her murky face grew even darker, though it
was impossible to say whether in anger or sorrow, and she dumped to the ground.

"Jayk, you have nothing to worry about. | have promised to return you to Sgl." Had the



Amnesan Hero not witnessed the deadly effects of her bite, he would have squatted down to embrace
her. "By now, you must know | am a man of my word."

"Zoombee, | am not afraid of being forgotten; before we reach the One Death, we mus forget
dl." Thetigfling looked up; there were emerad tears wdling in her eyes. "l am sad because you are going
the wrong way!"

Dream Girl

| thought him stronger than to St ruby-faced with his salt-damp back to the ashen wadl, wound
fever burning in his eyes and a thief's craving smoldering in his soul. For an hour (or aday or a week or a
minute, for dl it matters to us or him) he has been gtting there, saring at those crocodile sandas and that
golden sword, wondering: do | dare, and do | dare? He has walked the narrow streets and breathed the
ydlow fog; he has cracked the jar of memories and it the gates of Sgl and dared disturb the
multiverse, and now he frets over a giant's booty?

Cdl him honorable, call him ethicdl if you like; it makes no difference to me. The Thrasson has
taken himsdf to a place where thereis only desire and action and consequence, and now he has gone off
into the blinds to search for right and wrong and lost his way. There are no commandments or codes in
the mazes; the madman who looks for guidance is more logt then the fool who does not; he imagines
reasons to turn one wx»y and not the other; he waits upon Sgns that have no meaning; he does not act for
fear of offending deities that cannot see him and would not care if they could.

| cdl him a coward.

In the end, the Amnesian Hero will lace those sandals on his feet, and he will learn the name of his
parent—but fird he must agonize over his scruples. He must consider his honor and ask his gods for
guidance, he mugt weigh the killing of the giant againg his oath to ddiver the amphora, and he mug find
sanction to dam the plunder. Until then, we are expected to wait while he deliberates, to watch through a
mind clouded with fever and wine as he Sts and thinks and argues—and | won't abide that kind of drivel.

So | will tel you now what will happen. The Thrasson will put the sanda's on the ground, then he
will bare one foot and set it upon a rugged sole. He will fed an uncomfortable szzing in the arch of his
foot. A par of ashen aamswill sprout beside his ankle; they will take up the legging thews and wrap them
about his calves, and awispy voice will come on the wind:

"I offer you this advice, my son: when you reach the palace of King Aegeus, do not tdl him a
once whose blood flows in your veins. Say instead that you bear gregtings and news from his friend in
Troezen, King Rittheus. When he sees the sandals you wear and the sword that hangs a your Sde, he
will ask where you came by them; if King Aegeus strikes you as a good and honorable man, you may tell
him how you found them. In that manner, he will discover for himsdf that you are his son and will not
doubt your dam to his city. But if King Aegeus seems a jedous and sdfish man, you mug tdl him they
are a betrothd gift from a granddaughter of King Rittheus, he will think | bore him a daughter and bear
you no maice, and then you will be free to return home without fear of treachery or harm.”

Thuswill the Thrasson discover the name of one father.

He will cry out in joy. He will shake so hard that when he sets his brick foot upon the second
sandd, he will dmogt lose his balance—but you will have to wait to learn what happens then. Now, the
Amnesan Hero dill Sts againg the ashen wall, seeking consent to do what we dl know he will surely do;
Jayk rests warm againg his flank, as ide and slent as a corpse; Tessdi is limping up the passage, one
swollen knee as red and round as a blood melon.

"Go ahead." Thedf has hung his shredded cloak over his shoulders, though the mongter did not
leave enough of the garment to concedl the gtitch lines griping his dender torso. "There's nathing stopping
you..."

"Sopping me from what?' The Amnesan Hero's voice had findly returned to normd, and if his
tongue sounded alittle thick, he fdt sure that it had more to do with his fever than with the wine he had
drunk. He swung his gaze back toward the adjacent passage and stared into the swirling cloud of ash. "I



am only keeping watch.”

"Yes—on those" Tesdli raised his am and—wincing a the pain it caused him—ypointed at the
sanddsin the Thrasson's 1gp. ™Y ou want to put them on and see what happens.”

"How do you know that?' The Amnesian Hero sounded less contradictoly then irritated. "Can a
men have no privacy even in his own thoughts?'

"Not when he wears them on his face for everyone to see. Besides, if you think it was your
mother you saw..."

"I did see my mother.”

"Of course" Tesdi nodded as though he had never doubted it. "So it's only naturd that you
should want to see what happensif you wear the sandds. | don't see any reason you shouldn't"

"Except thet the sandds are not mine to wear."

"How do you know that unless you try them on?"

The Amnesan Hero narrowed his eyes. ™Y ou seem anxious for me to wear them."

Tessali shrugged. "Wewill not solve this mysery until you do." The df cast a wary glance at the
amphora, which the Thrasson had tried to patch with a coating of wine-soaked ash. "And it would be
better to know the truth before we start out again. Assuming the exit is close to where Siverwind found
the thread-"

"Itis"

The Thrasson's conviction did not seem to reassure Tessali. "Yes - wdll, in that case, the lagt thing
well want is another surprise from your jar.”

The Amnesian Hero smirked. "I know what you're thinking, df."

"So, I'm nat the only one who reads minds?'

Ignoring the sarcasm, the Amnesian Hero said, "Your plan won't work." He wiped a bead of
fever sweat from his eyes, then looked at Tessali. "Even if | put the sandals on and remember nothing
more of my mother, | would not be disappointed enough to throw the amphora over awal - nor would |
dlow you to."

Tessli raised his arched eyebrows just enough to make the Amnesian Hero wonder if he had
guessed wrong. "So, what are you afraid of ?*

"Nothing!" Even as the Amnesan Hero snapped the word, he redized the very quickness of his
answer had betrayed him. Addled as his thoughts were by fever and fatigue - and by wine as wdl -
perhaps now was not the best time to match wits with Tessdi. "But | have sworn an oath, and | do not
take oaths lightly."

"I can see you don't." Tessdi dghed, sounding more relieved than disappointed. "If there's no
convinang you, | guess I'd better just have alook at Jayk."

"Perhaps we should let Slverwind do it." It was growing increesngly difficult to guess Tessdi's
game, and the Amnesian Hero did not want Jayk's condition to become part of the df's manipulations.
"He was the one who mended her skull.”

"Sorry. The Imaginer of the Multiverse has worn himsdf out mending his creations” Tessdi
nodded toward the back of the passage, where Slverwind lay stretched out on his side. The old bariaur's
eyes were closed, and hisribs were rigsng with the steady rhythm of someone deep in deep. "Let's hope
he's dreaming of us. I'd hate to vanish just because hefdl adeep.”

The Amnesian Hero would not let the éf's humor disaem him. "We can wait."

Tesdi shook his head. "We don't want her to deep too long. It's dangerous for people with head
inuries”

With no further debate, the df stepped around the Amnesian Hero and went to Jayk's Sde. As
he squatted down beside her, he grimaced and dropped a hand to hisribs.

"I hope the mongter does not find us soon. | won't be able to run," groaned Tesdi. "Siverwind
dams he hedled the cracked ones, but they ill fed broken to me."

"Good. | will know where to hit you if thisis another ruse.”

Tesdi accepted the warning with a good-natured amile. "You are a peery one, aren't you?'

The df turned back to Jayk, cdling her name and gently jostling her shoulder. She did not dir.



Tessdli frowned and pulled her away from the Amnesan Hero's side, shaking her more violently.

Thetigfling remained as limp as empty clothes.

"How long has she been adegp?’ Tessali demanded.

"It may have been hdf an hour." The Amnesan Hero did not think Tessdi was trying to
manipulate im. As hard as the df was shaking her, Jayk should have been awake. "What's wrong?'

"Abyss Seep,” sad the df. "On occasion, someone who's been hit on the head fdls adeep so
deeply that heis undble to awaken.”

Tessali thumbed Jayk's eyes open and cursed, then shoved her a the Amnesan Hero. "Shake
her, hard!"

The Thrasson sat the sandd's and sword aside and obeyed.

Tessali astonished him by dgpping the tiefling and ydling, "Jayk!" When she faled to respond, he
dapped her again, then glanced up at the Amnesian Hero. " Shake her!™

The Thrasson, who had not redized he had stopped, renewed his efforts - then nearly lost his
hold as Jayk lunged for Tessdi's throat The astonished df fdl backward into the ash and scrambled
away, his eyes round as coins. The sudden tenson drained from the tiefling's body; she groaned once and
grabbed her head.

"Ah, Zoombee! She hurts so much.”

Jayk had bardy uttered the words before her chin dumped to her chest. The Amnesan Hero
began to shake her again.

"That's enough." Tessdi crawled forward and carefully raised an eydid. "We only needed to
wake her briefly."

"Isshe wd|?'

"Shell survive, but she won't be wdl until she spends some time in the Gatehouse. You know
that"

The Amnesan Hero fdl dlent and leaned back againg the ashen wadl. Even through his
fever-clouded, wine-hazed mind, he could see Tessali was right. Jayk's peculiar bdiefs about her
relaionship to deeth made her a danger to hersdf and others - especidly to others. And perhaps the
Thrasson would have admitted that, had his own experience not proven the Blesk Cabd's penchant for
caging people of perfectly sound mind. Asit was, he thought the tigfling justified in charging that the only
way those confined in the Gatehouse ever left was by becoming Blegkers themsdves.

The Amnesian Hero pulled Jayk close and wrapped her in his am. "l suppose youll give us
agjoining cdls?'

Tessli was quick to shake his head. "You're wdl enough - or you will be, once | help you
remember who you are.

The Amnesian Hero gave Tessdi awary gaze. "'l have not asked your hdlp, df.”

"Therés nothing to fear. The hardest part will be figuring out how to administer to your loss.
There are many ways to lose one's memory.”

The Amnesian Hero could not prevent himsdf from being interested. "There are?"

Tessdi nodded. "A blow to the head, an impairment of the emotions, an event too frightening to
recdl, drinking from the River Styx ..." The df paused and pointed to the flattened wineskin. "Or, more
likdy in your case, being too fond of wine"

"I am nat too fond of wine" The Amnesan Hero looked toward the adjacent passage and stared
into the blowing ash. "'l was thirgy."

Tesdi lad a hand across the Thrasson's forehead. "It's no wonder, as hot as you are” He
reached into the pocket of his shredded cloak and extracted two haly leaves. They were both smeared
with blood from hisinjuries. "I am not as skilled as Silverwind, but | can break your fever and mend your
wound.”

The Amnesian Hero continued to stare into the ash. The last time he had dlowed Tesdi to cast a
spdl on him, he had ended up with a brick foot. The df had daimed it was the only. thing he could do to
save his life, but it had snce occurred to the Thrasson thet it was dso a good way to keep an escaped
patient from fleaing again.



"It would be best to let me do what | can,” said Tessdi. "Heding wounds is tiring work, and
Sivewind will have plenty to do before any of us are ready to run again. Whatever | can do to spare him
may make the difference between going to where he found the thread or waiting here until the monster
findsus™

Tesdi'swarning did not go unheeded. The Amnesian Hero was dready surprised at how long it
was taking the mongter to find them; part of him feared the beast was in the adjacent passage at thet
moment, standing camouflaged amidst the swirling ash, watching and waiting until the Thrasson nodded
off. Only the steady roar of the ashen gale reassured him this was not the case; a creature that large could
not come down the corridor without causng a sudden change of pitch in the howling wind.

Rductantly, the Amnesan Hero nodded. "Do what you can for me. But if this is one of your
tricks"

"Truly, you have no reason to worry. | will even keep watch while you deep.”

"Seep?"

"Of course. We are dl in need of rest, and, after your long run, you more than any of us" Tessdi
picked up the wineskin and shook it. There was little fluid left to dosh in the bottom of the bag. "Besides,
given your fever and how much of this you have had, it is a wonder you have not passed out aready.”

"If it's going to make me deep, you can put that hally back in your pocket. | am no fool. As soon
as | cdlose my eyes, youll throw my amphora over thewal.”

"And follow it over when you wake? Y ou mugt think I'm barmy.”

"l am no murderer,” the Amnesian Hero bristled. "No matter how angry—"

Tesdi waved the Thrasson slent. "I'm sorry. | know you would never do such a thing - any
more than | would throw away what belongsto you - but | don't know why you're so disrustful of me”
Thedf paused a moment, then said, "Let us agree on this if the amphora isn't here when you awake, I'l
accept any punishment you mete out.”

The Amnesan Hero asked, "Why are you so concerned with my hedth?"

"Pure sdf-preservation. Y ou're as much my way out of the mazes as you are Slvewind's. If we
run into that mongter again - and | don't doubt we will - you're the only one who seems capable of
daying it

"Have you forgotten the lagt time?' The Thrasson gestured at the df's wounds. "l didn't do very
wdl."

"Were dive, aren't we? And you felled that giant nicdy,” Tessai pointed out. "When the monster
comes the next time, perhaps Jayk and | can be ready with some magic. We dl stand a better chance of
getting out of hereif we work together.”

"That isthe truest thing | have ever heard you say." The Amnesan Hero paused, glancing a the
sword and sandds lying by hisside. "Now that you are in a more truthful mood, tel me why you want me
to put the sandals on.”

"I don't want you to; | think you mugt," the df answered. "To me, it makes no difference whether
you put the sandals on or throw them over the wall. But you won't be happy until you try them on, and it
would be better for dl of usif that wasn't didtracting you right now."

The explanation seemed both practical enough and adequately lacking in principle to convince the
Amnesan Hero that Tessdi was being honest. "What you say is true enough, but you forget they may not
be mine"

"Bar that!" said Tessdli. "You are the one who fdled Periphetes, not the Lady. That makes them
yours by right of combat.”

"Perhaps, but the issue is not clear."” As much as the Amnesan Hero wanted to accept the df's
reasoning, he feared even more the posshility that doing so would be a breach of honor. "If my
neighbor's bull breaks free and wanders onto my lands, | may certainly kill it to spare my cows. But then
do | have the right to daughter it and et it?'

"Better that than to leave it rotting because he is avay,” countered Tessdi. "And if you can give
him some extra mest later because of what you ate from his bull, then he will be better off than had you
dragged the beast back to rot on hisland. Certainly, it would have been better for dl had the bull stayed



a home, but it did not and now it is your duty to do aswdl by your neighbor as you can.”

The Amnesan Hero knitted his brow, trying in vain to dearly see the andogy through the haze in
hishead. "I fal to see what this bull has to do with my sandds."

“If you don't put the sandals on, youll remain distracted and well dl be killed," Tessdi explained.
"The Lady's bull will rot in the fidd."

"That'strue.” The Amnesan Hero began to unlace his own sandd. "I am doing good for her, am |
not?'

What a pointless thing is the mortd mind; with its sneking wals and untold conjunctions and
endless looping passages, it is amaze that builds itsdf - a maze where every path dways leads wherever
the captive wishes. Where is the chdlenge in that? Was there ever any doubt that the Thrasson would
gep into the sandd? | said he would, and even now his bare foot is settling upon the insole.

You recdl what comes next: the ashen ams risng to lace the thews, the voice on the wind
offering advice, the mention of King Aegeus, one of his two fathers. So you will not be surprised to see
the joyful tears sreaming down his flushed cheeks, or to hear him bellowing, "I am the son of Aegeud |
am the grandson of Fittheud | am the son of..."

Here, it will occur to the Amnesan Hero that he does not know the name of his mother. He will
look down and redize that he cannot remove the sandd from his brick foot, and a cry of despair will rise
from his throat. Tessdi will place the new sandd on the ground and suggest it dill might work its magic.
The Thrasson's legs will start to tremble so hard that he can hardly stand. He will support himsdf by
grasping the Bleaker's shoulder—a poignant touch, that—and begin to lower his foot.

All that could have happened by now, had the Amnesan Hero not spent so long fretting over
what is right and what is wrong. But he pondered and brooded and wasted a precious hour seeking to
judtify what he dready knew he would do. And so he has not yet heard the voice on the wind or learned
hisfather's name or redized that he gill does not know his mother's; only now are the ashen arms risng
to lace the sandd thews about his leg. We mugt wait for the woman to speak, and for the Thrasson to
below his joy and redize what he does not know, and dl the while there is a figure in the adjacent
passage skulking through the gray, howling haze.

To be certain, matters would be different had the Amnesian Hero no fear of dishonor (I cdled
hm a coward, and every coward fears something), had he not squandered priceess time in pointless
debate, had he acted without awaiting the permission of an ed-tongued df. But it is the Thrasson's nature
to act when he should ponder and ponder when he should act, and to deny him his quandary would have
been violence to his character. Better to let hm grapple with his honor, to let him rductantly forsake his
mords and dide unwittingly into the abyss of iniquity; better to leave him to his palter, no maiter the
conseguence, than to let im come off a high+taking fraud:

And now the Thrasson has caught his ory: hisbrick foot is quaking upon the crocodile sole, his
hand is damping the df's shoulder, his eyes are waiting for the arms to rise from the ash. | hope you will
not be disappointed by what follows next:

Nothing.

On trembling legs, the Amnesian Hero stood waiting for the second sanda to work its sorcery. In
his mind, he could dmost hear his mother's voice, whispering both her name and his in words too
wind-garbled to comprehend. But no magic szzled into his foot, no arms rose from the ash to lace the
thews about his leg, no words of motherly advice came to hm on the roaring wind. His brick foot
remained stone-numb inits brick sandd. His ssomach seemed heavy and cold, and his knees fdt ready to
buckle. The Thrasson twisted his foot againg the insole, as though grinding the sandd into the dross might
summon forth the ashen arms. Nothing happened, except that he grew even more despairing and
frustrated.

"It'sthis damned brick foot!" The Amnesian Hero tried not to sound as though he were blaming
the df for the problem, though of course he was. He could not help himsdf. "The magic will not work
through brick."

"I doubt it would have worked through ooze, ether.” Tessdi kneded at the feet of the Amnesan
Hero. "But you have flesh above the ankle. Perhapsif | lace the thews ..."



The df crossed two laces over the Amnesan Hero's shin, wrapping the thews in a hdf
sguare-knot so they would not dip, then ran them behind his caf. This time, as Tesdi tied the haf-knat,
the Thrasson fdt the thongs hiting into his leg. He resisted the temptation to look down, knowing he
would only be disappointed by the Sght of the straps dill glowing with their magic.

The df crossed the laces once more and made a third haf-knot before the Amnesan Hero
noticed the dight rise in the pitch of the wind. Even as he turned to see what was coming down the
adjacent passage, the Thrasson was unsheathing that star-forged blade of his Tessdi, rigng too fad,
nealy lost an ear asthe sword flashed past his head.

"What isit?" the df whispered.

"Trouble most untimey." The Thrasson saw nothing save ash whirling down the adjacent
corridor, but the pop-pop, pop-pop-pop of shaggy mas of fur came loud to his ears. "Wake Jayk and
Sivewind - and have no fear of drawing that." He pointed at the golden sword he had left lying beside
the tiefling.

"WEell come back once I've roused them." Tessdi scooped up the sword and Jayk-with an
anguished groanthen limped toward the back of the blind. "Try to hold the fight until we return.”

The Amnesian Hero did not say so, but he doubted he would have much choice in the matter.
The monger of the labyrinth had dready proven itsdf to be a cunning hunter. Certainly, it would see the
advantage in attacking while its foes were lethargic and trapped in a dead-end blind. The company's best
chance, whether for victory or flight, lay in sdling the beast until Tessdi roused the others. The Thrasson
stepped into the adjacent passage, then, saying close to the wal where he would prove more difficult to
see, started forward to ambush the besst.

Thewine and fever had taken a heavier tdl on his body than he redized. Within a fev dumping
steps, he was dizzy and coated with sweat-moistened ash. His breath came ragged and hot, and his
star-forged sword felt as heavy as the iron blades of the githyanki bounty hunters. In no condition for a
long battle, he knew that his best tactic would be to lop off one of the creature's feet and flee back to his
companions.

The Amnesian Hero dropped to his belly, then crawled to the center of the passage. He scooped
out a shdlow pit to lie in, then swept a coating of ash over his back. With any luck, the monster would
not see him until he raised himsdf to attack, and by then it would be too late. The Thrasson closed his
eyes againg the ginging ash - this close to the ground it was so thick that it dung to his eyebdls like flour
to wet grapes—and trusted his ears to tdl him when the beast arrived.

It required only a moment for the flgpping sounds to grow loud enough for him to tell the creature
was cregping down one Sde of the passage. The Amnesan Hero reoriented himsdf dightly. Then,
wishing he had some wine to wash a mounting cough from his throat, he raised himsdf to his knees and
hefted his sword.

Instead of the hulking, haf-visble slhouette of the shaggy monger, the Amnesian Hero found
himsdf saring at the ghostly shape of a beautiful woman. So blurred by blowing ash and the flapping of
her white gown was her statuesgue figure that the Thrasson thought he was imegining her - which, as
Siverwind would have hastened to point out, made her no less redl—and he began to think he had fdlen
into a fever dream.

Then the wind lifted her slky jet hair awvay from her cheek, reveding smooth dlive skin and a
regd nose, and the Amnesian Hero knew that his fever had nothing to do with her appearance. It was the
same woman he had seen in Rivergate and a hundred other inns; his wine woman; even in the Lady's
mazes, she had come to him.

Her emerdd eyes swung in the Thrasson's direction, and it was then that, if illuson she was, he
logt control of his own imagination. A cry of surprise broke from her lips. Her gaze flickered briefly to the
sword raised in his hand, then she turned and fled the way she had come.

"Hold!" The Amnesian Hero sprang—or rather lurched— to his feet. "I mean you no harm!”

The woman did not dow. The Thrasson clumped after her as best he could, rasping for breath
and raining sweet into the ash. He had to run with blade in hand, for he had not a spare moment to
sheathe his sword. Already, his quarry was a mere white blur in the howling gray ahead, and he hardly



dared to blink for fear of loang her. More times than he could count, she had vanished in a mere indant
of inatentiveness, and he knew she would be gone the indant he glanced a his scabbard. The woman
turned down a Side passage. The Amnesian Hero staggered after her, certain she would be gone when he
rounded the comer.

She was there, awhite blur sanding in the center of the passage.

"Wat!"

The woman turned and darted down another corridor, which the Thrasson had not seen through
the blowing ash. He fdt something pop on his leg above the brick foot and recaled that Tessdi had not
finished lacing the magic sandds. The highest haf-knot had come unfastened. He continued to run. She
would vanish soon enough, and then he would worry about the sandal.

The Amnesian Hero's vison blurred, and it seemed to him that the hot sweat pouring off his body
was mdting flesh. His lungs ached and his muscles burned and his head spun, and ill he hobbled after
the woman. She rounded another corner, and he round himsdf sruggling to remember whether this was
her third turn or fourth, and whether one had been left and the rest right. He sumbled and amost dlowed
himsdf to. fdl, confident she would be gone when he rounded the comer.

Jugt make the turn, he told himsdlf, and she will be gone. Then it will be time to rest.

A second hdf-knot popped. One more, and he would lose the sanda—and this time he would
not fed the thews dacken.

The Thrasson rounded the comer and knew by the sudden Hillness that he had entered a blind.
He ssumbled out of the ash wind, coughing and choking and dizzy; there, a dozen paces ahead, stood his
wine woman, garing into the hovering black square of a maze conjunction. She was facing away, hands
clasped before her torso as though wringing them. The Amnesan Hero stopped where he stood and,
without taking his eyes off the woman's back, found his scabbard and sheathed his sword.

Only then did he speak, and only in his softest, cdmest rasp. "Please, you have... nothing to
fear... fromme"

The woman turned and, to the surprise of the Amnesan Hero, did not flee. Her mouth fel open
and her hands rose to her cheeks. She sumbled a Sngle step forward, staring at the Thrasson as though
she were looking at a dead man, which he suspected was exactly what he resembled.

"Canit be?' she gasped. "l have been searching for you for so long!"

The Thrasson's trembling legs chose that moment to buckle, and he dropped to his knees in the
ash. He opened his mouth, but when he tried to speak, he found his heart had risen into his throat. He
could not force the words out.

The woman dowly came forward, her hands reaching uncertainly toward him. "l thought you
would come back for me"

The Amnesan Hero swalowed his heart down to where it belonged, then touched his fingers to
his cheeks. "So you know this face?' he asked. "And this voice? Y ou know who lam?'

The woman stopped, her emerald eyes now growing wary. "Of course | know you! You sole
me from my crud father and carried me across the seal Don't you remember?!

"I do not." The Amnesian Hero forgot himsdf then and closed his eyes. "My memory is logt. |
awoke on a beach in Thrassos, and | recdl nothing of the time before—not even my name."

The Thrasson's only answer was a long slence. He cursed himsdf for a fool, and open flew his
eyes.

The woman was dill there. "How could you forget me?"

Tears began to stream down her cheeks, and she turned away. Thinking she was about to fleg,
the Amnesian Hero raised one knee and started to rise. The woman buried her face in her hands.

"Dont!" she cried. It was more a plea than a command. "How could you forget? We loved each
other once!"

"And | love you Hill, | am sure. Help me remember!™

The Amnesian Hero braced his hands on his knee and pushed himsdf up. Then, as he garted to
step forward, his brick foot caught on something and snagged. The Thrasson sumbled and, in his
weskened state, fdl back to his knees. He looked down and saw that the second sandd's loose thews



hed gotten caught benegth his good foot.

Curang himsdf for a buffoon, he started to rise again, this time bringing his good foot forward
fird. "Beautiful lady, if you loved me and love me dill, then truly 1 am the man most blessed by the gods,”
he said. "When we return to Arborea, the ditizens of Thrassos will shower us with rose petas.”

When the Amnesan Hero raised his gaze, he found that he was spesking only to himsdf. The
wine woman had vanished again.

Pains Of The Heart

Like pillars they stand, there among the ash-eddies - demented bariaur, bombastic df,
blood-loving tiefling - dl peering into the roaring drabness of the adjacent passage, dl searching for the
absent Thrasson, dl sure they will see the mongter instead. They carry spdlls primed on ther tongues and
wespons ready in their hands, and they know better then to think they will survive without the Amnesian
Hero. Heisther way out, their strength, their confidence, and, though they know it not, their curse.

The Thrasson has nourished wel his deep-rooted Pains, and some have grown round and heavy
and rubbed off on his companions. The pods hang fat and firm on their bodies, dready, some have
ruptured upon Jayk and Tessdli, and more are ready. They have stopped throbbing, and tharr skins are
thin and tight and transparent. It will not take much to split them - a careless gesture or a cdlous word -
0 we mugt be watchful, vigilant even. As ripe as they are, the Pains might burgt dl a once, and that
would not be something to miss.

You mug not cal me crud—never crud! The suffering of others brings me no joy—or
remorse—1 do only what mugt be done. If, knowing the Pains they bear, you fear for the Amnesian
Hero and hisfriends, do not despair. Think on this itis only by trid that we learn resolve, by ordedl that
we earn grength, by tribulaion that we grow brave, by turmail that we win wisdom. Yes, they will suffer
torment unimaginable, they will endure anguish enough to crush a giant, they will bear grief to shatter a
god - and yet, when the lagt blow is struck and the last word spoken, dl will end wel; they will be
together, dive, triumphant, stronger than before - 1 promise you this.

But now the time has come to see the face benesth the black hood and look into the eyes that
would rule me, to learn the name of the one who bought my heart. | lift one foot off the ground, then the
other, and the Lady of Pain is there before them, sanding among the ashen eddies, the hem of her gown
floating just above the dross, the blades of her hdo chiming in the wind.

Ther spdls mdt like sdt on ther tongues; their weapon hands fdl to their sdes. Jayk, wisest of
dl, flees to the back of the blind. Slverwind steps forward, daring to think that he has imagined me. |
flick my hand; he damsflank to ground, the breath shooting from his huge bariaur lungsin a Sngle blest.
Tessdli recovers from his shock and turnsto fleg, but a Pain picks that ingtant to burgt; the df remembers
the amphora. He shoves the golden sword into his belt and turns to the vessdl. | dash a fingemall through
the ar, and the hands that have offended me drop into the ash.

Thedf does not scream. He is too stunned, or perhaps too frightened of affronting me further; he
amply turns, both stumps tralling red, and runs after Jayk. | start to float toward the amphora, which
takes me nearer gagping Silverwind. Though he has not recovered his wind, the old bariaur scrambles to
his hooves and gdlops awvay. A Pan bursts, sailling green ichor down hiswithers, and he does not break
gride as he comes to the back of the blind. Instead, he springs into the air and disappears over the wall,
his rear hooves dipping the crest as he passes out of sght, and only then does he redize what he has
abandoned.

Jayk looks from thewadl to me. Her murky complexion paes to peart, then she grabs Tesdi by
the ebow and drags him to the two plumes of ash that mark where Siverwind Ieft the blind. She laces
her fingers together to boost the df, who, aside from a forlorn glance at the hands he leaves behind,
hestates not a dl to step into her pams. The tiefling heaves him over the wal and scrambles after, and
then | am done with the amphora.

How long Lstare a the jar, | cannot say. In Sgil, mortals enter ther little inns waking and come



out crawling; theiron is poured hot into the mold and pulled out cold; the fingeramith is caught and judged
and locked tight away, and dill | stare. | have a churning coldness deep down indde. | fed mysdf
quivering, and | ache with the weakness of mortals. The amphora can hold only ill for me, ese the King
of Seas would never have sent it, yet open it | must. Whether the net indde be twined from strands
genuine or fase, the truth remains of the void within my breast, and, no matter how unlikdly, that a god
might have what belongsin my chest is a threet to Sgil too greet to dlow.

| go to the amphora, but do not pull the stopper. That is what Poseidon would want. The
memories would come swirling out dl a once, overwheming in number and power, and then would | be
lod. Better to let them come singly, to sort and judge and to leam the extent of the Sea King's deceit in
my own time.

| wipe the ashen patch from the jar's neck, then hold it on its Sde until a golden thread writhes
from the crack. The strand is as ydlow and fine as my wind-blown hair when | stood with Poseidon and
my mother. Even now, | cannot say what magic this is, whether illuson or conjuration or heding, but it
can be no happenstance the amphora looses golden filaments for me and black tatters for the Thrasson,
and that is knowledge in itsalf.

| return the jar to its resting place, then step back. The strand writhes free and floats over to me.
It circles my head once. My breath quickens, and a low, hissng wind gusts through the streets of the
Lower Ward. The fiber circles twice, and an acrid drizzle fdls in the Hive. Thus does the Lady of Pan
betray her worry; we are one, Sgl and I.

A third time the strand circles, and from the emptiness in my chest rises a feethery effuson, an
ary gush that flutters and ripples and grows ever more compdling. | fed my feet moving and my body
soinning, and the lilt of a satyr's gay-hearted pipes tickles my ears. The andl of roast swine fills my
nogtrils. | find mysdf clasped in the brutish ams of a great bull-headed ogre, my golden hair flying about
us as we whirl through a dance.

"Nay; marry not that foul one" His whispering voice is low and rumbling, his breath sweet with
wine. "Come away with me, and | will spare you eternity in misery. "

We whirl past the high table where Sts Poseidon, an entire swine and a cask of wine before him.
Seated with him is my groom, the black-cloaked hdmaman of the black-sailed dhow. Save for two
ydlow eyes burning in the sygian depths beneath his hood, his face remains shadowed from view. In the
center of the table gts my heart, dill pulsng indde green-tinted glass, next to it, the bride's price, ill
locked away in four ebony boxes.

"Have no fear," whispers my bull-headed dance partner. "I will stedl your heart, that Set will have
no power over you, and | will stedl the Pains, and make them a betrothd gift to you.”

Set dams hisfig down, and a thunderclap pedls through the hal. The dark god rises from his seat
and leens far over the table, and by the light of a candle | have my firg glimpse of my groom. He has the
hideous face of ajacka, with along pointed snout and enormous ears and a coward's spiteful eyes.

"Have done with your whispering, and your dancing, Baphomet!" His voice yowls like sted upon
the whetstone. "'l will not have you soiling my bride with your filthy bull's tongue.™

Themusc stops at once, yet Bgphomet whirls me around one lagt time. "Be ready,” he whispers.
"Tonight."

He releases me, and again | am in the maze, hovering before the amphora with the bitter ash
burning my nodtrils and the roaring wind chugging in my ears and a thousand questions whirling in my
mind. Well has Posaidon twined his net, that one question answered raises two even greater. Again, |
mugt take up the jar. Another fiber snakes from the crack; | step back and wait as it circles me once; my
dread wells, and claps of thunder rall through the Clerk's Ward. The strand rounds me again, and the
Market Ward shudders with my trepidation.

The golden filament circles a third time, and from the void in my chest trickles a chill swirling, a
numbing current that runs and purls and grows ever more cold. A foul, swampy stink hangs thick in the
ar, and a dinging wind bites at my flesh. | am kneding at the brink of a vast sdt plain, Saring into the
inky shdlows of a broad, torpid river. The black sky is booming and yowling with my father's bellowing
and Set's ydping.



"Drink and be safe.” Baphomet stands at my side, a black saichel dung over his shoulder. | have
not seen what isingde, but the bottom hangs low with something round and heavy. "Drink, and none will
have power over you."

But | do not drink. Though | carry the four ebony boxes in my own satchel, Baphomet has not
returned my heart to me. Though he deniesit ill, | suspect that iswhéat he carriesin his black sack, and |
know that thisis the River Lethe-some cdl it by another term, but they who have drunk from it can never
recdl itstrue name. If | swdlow those dark waters, | will not remember Set, or my father, and then only
he who holds my stolen heart will have power over me.

"Thieves" booms Poseidon. "Return what you have stolen!”

"Wife-geder!" Set howls

Baphomet's eyes widen, for he is no maich for my father's fury. "Drink!"

While | recdl my father's name, ever will Poseidon have the power to find me. Siill, | refuse. Why
should | trade one master for another? Better that they should kill each other upon the st plain, and by
their blood that | should be free.

Now does Baphomet mark my plan. "Scheming womean!"

With a circle of hiswrigt, he gathers my hair in his great hand and drags me forward. "You will
drink!"

Quick ismy hand to my dagger. Quicker dill my dagger to my golden hair, and with a sngle dash
the sharp blade cuts my bunched tresses. | fdl back on my haunches. Baphomet screams and plunges
headlong into the river, the dark waters dosing fast over his body.

With Poseidon's bellow thundering in my ears and Set's yowling grating down my back, | watch
the inky currents many moments before Baphomet surfaces far down the river. He is choking and gagging
and spewing black water from his bull's nogtrils. His arms are pounding the surface. The black satchel no
longer hangs from his shoulder, and when his eyes turn in my direction, there is only emptiness and
confuson in his gaze.

| rise and run dong the bank. At last | glimpse the dark sack, floating a hundred paces ahead and
arifting faster than | can run.

From the black sky booms my father's voice. "There, Foul One, upon the shores of the Styx!
Hurry, or sheislog!"

| turn to face the river, but instead of black waters, | am daring a the amphora. The wind is
roaring out of the adjacent passage, girring up eddies of gray ash, and my mouth is parched with despair.
Where now, my heart: Carceri, Avalas, Mabolge? Mus | pull another strand to leam the answer, then
another to discover hence from there?

From that void beneath my breast rises a fierce, tumultuous bailing; it matters not whether | pull
the strands one a atime or dl a once, | will never know the answer until | have emptied the jar—and,
now | reglize, not even then! If | did jump after the satchdl, | would have forgotten the reason | legpt! A
ferocious storm rises in Sgil: hallsones fdl as large as fids, pounding roofs into rubble and driking men
dead where they stand; gdes blast through the lanes, smashing sedan chairsinto wals and wdls into each
other; chains of lightning dance from fountain to fountain, shattering catch basins and choking deep-dug
wdls with rubble. The ground itsdf trembles benesth my rage, and fissures run down the streets
side-by-side, racing to see which one can topple the most buildings. Thus does rapacious Poseidon hope
to bring Sgl low: by dirring me to such a date that | destroy the city mysdf, so that he might sroll among
the ruins and make a dave of me with nary afight.

Perhaps, had | been fool enough to pull the stopper, the plan would have worked. The memories
would have rushed from the jar and seized me one after another. In the fervor of the moment, 1 might
have believed that | had jumped into the River Lethe after my heart, that | had drunk of its dark waters to
escape Set my betrothed and Poseidon my father.

Butif I drank then, how can | cdl the river now by its true name? Lethe.

Thus is Poseidon's treachery defeated, and now does the ground in Sgil stop queking; the
lightning fades to crackling forks, the hal blanches to cold rain, the wind but moans. The dty is sdfe
agan, and so it will remain as long as the King of Seas vile tricks remain safe ingde the amphora



And who can make that so, if not the Lady of Pain?
| fill my padm with ash, then wet it with blood squeezed from Tessdi's severed hands. The
patching paste is brown and coppery amdling, and sure to attract the monster of the labyrinth.

Karfhud

There had been no choice, redly, except to enter the conjunction. The only place for the wine
woman to go had been through the black sguare, and so the Amnesian Hero had tucked the wayward
sandd into his belt and followed. Unlike the firg time he had entered one of the strange portds, he had
experienced no sensation of fdling, heard no great roaring, fet no wind tearing at his hair or ash scouring
hisface. He had merdly stepped into the darkness and stood there waiting - forever it seemed-to emerge
on the other sde.

That was when the Amnesian Hero recaled the gout of flame that had nearly incinerated him
ealier, as Slvewind stepped from the iron maze into the ashen one. The firebal had erupted the ingant
the bariaur passed through the conjunction: large, bright, and too hot to miss. And later, on the other Sde,
he had cautioned the Thrasson about sanding too close to the black square, for fear that it would “torch
up' and draw the mongter's atention.

There had been no firebdl when the wine woman disappeared.

The Amnesan Hero stood pondering in the darkness, his mind spinning with fever and his sweaty
body trembling with weakness. The wine woman could have gone no other place; the conjunction had
been the only route out of the blind - at least that he had noticed. He considered going back to see if he
had missed something, then found himsdf wondering if he could return. Presumably, the black square
hung directly behind him, but whét if he was moving? There was no fluttering in his Ssomach, no ar girring
agand his skin, no sensations at dl suggesting mation - yet he had been standing there in the gloom quite
some time. He had to be moving. He could imagine no other reason for the delay.

Better, then, to continue waiting. He could only guess what might happen if he tried to step one
way or another while passing through a conjunction-would he come out someplace different than he
should? Stay logt in the darkness forever? Vanish into oblivion? All these possihilities seemed disastrous.
Moreover, evenif the wine woman had disappeared down a. Sde passage, she would be long gone by
now. He could only hope that, just as this conjunction differed from the first in duration of crossing, it dso
differed in not expelling gouts of flame when someone stepped through.

Stll, the Amnesan Hero saw no need to stand about in tomb-like darkness. He pulled that
star-forged sword from its scabbard and held the blade doft.

"Sarlight cleave the night,” he commanded.

A brilliant blue radiance burst from the tip, creeting a amdl globe that bathed the area in an egrie
sgpphire light. After the long darkness, the sudden illumination hurt the Thrasson's eyes, and he was 4ill
trying to blink away his blindness when he perceived a woman-sized shape dipping from the brightened
crcle

"Wait, | beg you!"

Eyes hdf shut, the Amnesan Hero started after the fleang figure and found himsdf dumping
down a narrow dirt lane. A row of windowless mud brick tenements bordered the street on each side,
their open doorways as dill and black as a conjunction square. The Thrasson cursed himsdf for a berk,
wondering how long he had been standing about in the dark thinking himsdf caught between mazes. It
was awonder the wine woman had ill been near when hellit his sword.

"Please... wait!" he gasped. "I'm too... Sck to keep this... up.”

The Amnesian Hero dumped past an intersection and saw, out of the corner of his eye, the
woman's figure turning to flee. In the blue light, her gown looked more gray than white, and her shoulders
seemed somewhat more hunched than he remembered, but there was no time to ponder the differences.
The Thrasson lurched into the dley and lunged out to catch hold of her.

Her shoulder seemed soft and spongy, and the cloth covering it had the dusty, brittle fed of



ancient linen. The gown was no longer belted at the waist, but hung like a sack, dingy and stained, down
past her knees. In the sword's blue light, her hair looked colorless and drab; it was dso diff as straw, and
90 thin it barely concealed her red-blotched scap.

"Lady? s that... you?'

The woman's only reply was to lean forward and try to pull away. The Amnesan Hero squeezed
her shoulder - then groaned in disgust as her flesh erupted beneath his grasp. A foul, too-sweet stench
filled the air, and a warm, dimy fluid coated his fingertips. He pulled his aram away, ill holding a handful
of moldering cloth and some brownish suff that had probably once been flesh.

The Amnesian Hero gawked at his hand. "l..." He could not think of the words to gpologize.
"Lady, please forgive my dlumaness | meant no harm.”

"What did you mean?' The woman's voice was haggard. She spun on the Thrasson, rasng a
lumpy, gnarled mass a the end of a scaly arm. She extended her index finger, dl that remained on the
hand, and pointed at her head. "To look on this? Is that what you meant?"

The Amnesian Hero smggled not to retch. The woman's face was a sagging mass of folded flesh
and festering boils, so grotesquely misshapen that it scarcdy looked human. A pair of black marbles
peered out from benegth a puffy brow, while her nose had vanished — nodtrils and dl - into an enormous
dark nodule that had taken over the middle of her face. Only her mouth, an enormous gash rimmed by
red, cracked lips, remotely resembled its origind form.

"l.. | beg your ... pardon* The Amnesan Hero suddenly fdt very weak and braced his
ichor-covered hand againg a wal. Twice had he braved the Leper Cities of Acheron to rescue the
Virgins of Maimara, and never had he set eyes on such a gruesome, pitiable visage. "l thought you were
... | was looking for ayoung womean in white... Perhaps you saw her... come thisway?"

"How do you know you haven't found her?' So deep and rumbling was this new voice that the
Thrasson seemed to hear itin the pit of his somach. "In this place, we dl wish we were someone dse”

Behind the woman appeared an enormous darkness, not creeping into the sapphire light so much
asforang back the radiance. The gloomy figure stood eeslly hdf again as tdl as a man, with a torso so
broad it filled most of the narrow lane. As the Amnesian Hero's eyes grew more accustomed to looking
a what was essantidly a darker shadow standing in the murk, he saw - or imagined he saw - two
maroon eyes flashing somewhere beneath a set of wickedly curved horns. Behind the creature's broad
shoulders, there seemed to be a pair of folded wings that rose a good six feet above its head and ended
there in two bony hooks.

The newcomer leaned over the woman, bringing his head toward the glowing sword and
highlighting the curved horns and maroon eyes the Amnesian Hero had noticed earlier. Even so, it was
not until the dark visage actudly entered the globe of light that the sapphire glow brightened its features.
Hidden beneath sagging folds and black nodules amilar to those covering the woman's face were the
venom-dripping fangs and vagudly apelike muzze of a great tanar'ri.

The Amnesan Hero grew suddenly as hot as steam. A digtant ringing filled his ears, his vison
blackened around the edges, and he fdt too fral to stand. The fiend pushed his face closer, and the
Thrasson had to pull back to keep from touching the brute's inflamed black lips.

"Thisgifl you have logt, by what name is she called?' The fiend's bresth reeked of cinders and
rancid flesh. "Karfhud is a favorite of dl the girld Is that not so. Do-?"

The Amnesan Hero did not hear the woman's name, for the ringing in his ears had grown too
loud. The darkness rushed in, swdtering and thick, then hislegs went limp, and he fet himsdf fal.

Down hefdls, down to the boundless, eternd dark, down to the black cold void where mongters
hetch and dither, down to the stale hissng murk that churns like dow-boailing pitch insde us dl. Were
Jayk there to catch him, the fdl would not fed so endless. But she is somewhere benesth a low, copper
sky, logt upon a sandy path, beset by thorn brambles left and right, keeping watch on the hedge crest -
with fear for me, with hope for the Thrasson - her cape hem hanging ragged where the old bariaur has
torn away grips to swaddle Tessdi's wridts.

And the df: he stares, glassy-eyed and confused, at the emptiness at the ends of his wrigts, his
ams throb up to his shoulders, his bones ache to the core and out again - but not his hands. Those hurt



not at al. He dill feds them hanging from his wridts, dill feds his fingers moving when he tries to make a
fig, dill feds his knuckles brushing the bariaur's chest as the old fdlow works-but does not see them. For
some reason he does not understand, they have turned invisble He is like the ghosts who, by hiding in
the shadows of things past, dip the Unbearable Moment.

He should know better.

The Blegk Cabal cdlsit the Grim Retredt, this taking of refuge in dark places. With every bregth,
Tessdi draws that murk down into himsdf; with every breath, the gray light grows a little dimmer to his
eyes. If he stays too long in the shadows, the darkness will fill im completely; he will lose hmsdf to his
blindness as surely as Jayk has - or as | might have, had | not seen the treachery of Poseidon's gift.

Before Slverwind has finished swaddling Tessdi's sumps, the black bandages are soaked with
blood. The weary bariaur can do nothing about it. He has dready cast gpdls to ease the df's pain and
dow the bleeding, but he has no more heding magic until he has rested.

Tesdi spreads his sumps, looks between them. "l can't see my hands"" He frowns at the red
drops fdling from the ragged bandages; his eyes grow vacant, he looks back to Silverwind and asks,
"Why can't | see my hands?'

"The Lady took them." Siverwind's reply is weary, impatient, even gruff. "Itll do you no good to
confuse the issue now; | saw what | saw, and you can't changeit. They're gone.™

The df shakes his head, frantic. "I fed them!”

"You imagine you fed them. But | imagine they're gone, and since | am the One, they are gone.”
Sivewind pams both stumps, rubs them hard enough to draw a gasp of pain. "You see?'

Tesdi squints, leans forward and stares a Silverwind's pdms covering his wrists where dill he
feds his own hands. Sowly, the df sruggles up through the darkness, back to the gray light; the glassy
sheen vanishes from his eyes. His mouth gapes open.

"The Lady took my handd" He jerks the sumps from Silverwind's grasp, crosses them over his
breast. "What am | to do? Without hands, | cannot hed!"

Jayk knedls next to the df, wraps a consolatory arm around his shoulder. Her head is pounding,
but she knows when she has been called. "Do not fear, my friend. | can help you, yes?'

"You can?' Tessdi looks more hopeful - even relieved - than wary. "How?'

Jayk amiles Her pupils ongate into diamonds. She presses close to the df. "We make kiss,
yes?

Tessdli legps to his feet, tears free of her embrace. "No!"

Jayk pouts, fangs dripping venom on her lower lip. "There is no need to be afraid; you are
dready dead. If you admit this, nathing will trouble you."

"I'm not ready to admit anything - especidly that!"

Tesdi eases from the tiefling, fixes his gaze on Slver-wind, who is looking down the
thorn-walled corridor. The passage continues about thirty paces before rounding a sharp comer. Behind
them, it joins a cross passage.

"Slverwind?'

The bariaur turns, but says nothing.

Tesdi holds his sumps before Siverwind's face. "Y ou're the One Creator. You can make me a
new pair of hands."

Slvewind shakes his head. "No, | cannot.”

"Of course you can." Tessali's expression has grown dy. "If you're truly the One Cregtor, you can
make whatever you want"

The old bariaur gives him a reproachful sneer. "By that logic, | would create only what | want -
which, snce | had never intended to create you or your friends, would hardly be good for you." He
pushes away Tessdi's sumps. "Count yoursdf lucky | have limitations. It is better to lack hands than not
toexig at dl."

Again, the df thrugts his sumps toward Silverwind. "You don't understand. Without my hands, |
can't cast pdls. | can't restrain the bannies, or protect mysdf from the Menaces. I'm nothing!"

"Then you are nothing.” Silverwind shrugs. "If | had something to work with, perhaps | could



restore what you have los—but even | cannot create something from nothing.”

Tesdi's eyes 'grow wide. He glances up the hedge, sees the two divots where Silverwind's
hooves scraped the top. "Jayk," he says, turning to the tiefling, "if you go back and fetch my hands, no
onewill ever try to lock you in the Gatehouse again. I'll see to that."

Thetiefling narrows her eyes, suspicious. "How?'

"It doesn't matter,” interrupts Silverwind. ™Y ou can't go back - not by dimbing. There's no tdling
where youll end up, but it won't be in the ash maze."

With that, the bariaur snorts and turns down the passage.

"Wat!" Tesdi cdls. "Where are you going?'

"If you are so determined to have your hands back, well have to go and look for them, won't
we?'

"You know the way?"

"I'm as logt as you are." Slverwind continues toward the corner. "But now that the Thrasson is
gone, what dseisthere to do?'

"We mugt wait here" Jayk stamps her foot, brings the bariaur to a stop. "If we are gone when
Zoombee jumps over the wdl, what will he think? That we have left him, yes?'

"Jayk, come dong." Tessdi arches his brow. "The Amnesan Hero won't be jumping over the
wadl. He's dead.”

"So areyou." She glares at the df'swrigts. "And did | leave you behind? No!™

"You know that's different” Tessdi has assumed his patient mind-hedler's voice. "The Lady only
mamed me. Shekill - er, annihilated - the Amnesian Hero."

"How do you know? Did you see this?'

"What ese could have happened?' The df stretches a sump toward her, as if he dill had a hand
to extend. "The Amnesan Hero wouldn't want this, he sacrificed himsdlf so we could escape.”

Jayk folds her arms. "That iswhy we will wait. He deserves that from us, yes?'

"He would, if he were coming. But—"

"Tesdl, the mazes do have their scavengers,” Siverwind interrupts. "Do you want to find your
hands or not?'

"Jayk, let's go." The df cannot keep his head from pivoting down the passage. "Therés no use
waiting here.”

"You only worry about your hands." Jayk looks away. "l wait for Zoombee."

"You may do as you wigh, but you do understand thet once we're gone, youll be done? We may
never see each other again.”

"I did not ask to see you thefird time"

"As you wish, Jayk." After restoring a thousand madmen to ther senses, Tessali knows a bluff
when he sees one - or s0 he thinks. He turns and, with Silver-wind's help, dimbs on the bariaur's back. "I
will missyou."

Confident Jayk will follow once she sees he is serious, Tessdi nods, and Siverwind turns and
trots down the passage. When they round the corner, Jayk is dill sanding where they |eft her, ams
folded across her chest and gaze locked atop the hedge.

It will be some time before she sees the Thrasson come legping over the crest. At the moment, he
isdill fdling through the swdtering darkness, his heart rigng into his throat, his someach light as ar. There
isa woman's voice, keen and high, ringing in his ears; she is trilling a Sngle name over and over, the
gyllables tumbling and gurgling over each other like the lilting aria of a waterfdl. The Amnesian Hero
keeps trying to understand what she is Snging, as though catching hold of her voice might spare him the
crash a the end of his plunge, but it will take more than thet to save him.

The Thrasson is dill faling when he opens his eyes and finds himsdf lying in the dirt street. He
does not remember hitting the ground, and his ingdes remain squeamish and unsettled, but either he has
stopped moving or everyone is moving with im - he cannot decide. He is staring up at a ring of sagging,
rumpled faces illuminated in the sapphire light of his star-forged sword, which the tanar'ri Karfhud has
picked up and raised high aoft, like a fog-haoed moon in the darkness.



The Amnesian Hero could not pick out the woman he had seen fird. The faces above him were
dl round festering masses of folded flesh and dark nodules. Some, those in the earliest stages of the
disease, retained something of their origind shapes; brows and cheeks and jawlines ill manifested
themsalves beneeth flakes of dead white skin. Other visages, unbearable to look upon, were mere
ooze-gligening blobs that made the Thrasson fed guilty for his own good fortune.

A ped of deep laughter boomed from Karfhud's round muzze "Stranger, you are not so
fortunate! The star that guided you here was a foul one indeed.” The fiend turned to the others. "My
friends, we have here anoble one. He truly feds for ud"

"Then leave im be, Karfhud." The rasping words dipped from the lips of a blob-face. "He means
usno harm."

"Truly, | do not!" The Amnesan Hero propped himsdf on his elbow, a once surprised by the
plumes of darkness that this amdl exertion sent shooting through his head and how wel the fiend had
read his thoughts. "And | will do... whatever | can ... to aid you."

The blob shook his head. "Y ou can do nothing, stranger.”

"Do nat be... hasty. | an amean of renown ... the dayer of the Hydra of Thrassos... the tamer of
the Hebron Crocodile... the bane of Abudrian Dragons...” The Amnesan Hero fet more feverish and
parched with each declaration. For once he wished his listeners would interrupt, but the villagers had dl
the time in the multiverse to ligten. "The champion of Ilyrian Kings... the killer of the Chacedon Lion... the
scourge of foes too numerous to name ... and dways have | done as | promised.”

"Then you have never promised what cannot be done” The blob-face raised his chin and
swiveed his head toward hisfellows. "Itll be best to leave hm where he lies™

The speaker stepped back and vanished into the darkness. The other villagers followed,
queezing past Karfhud and disappearing down the gloomy lane.

"Walt!" The Thrasson knew better then to think he could cure their disease, but Tessdi or
Siverwind might wel be able to hdp. "I'm not done...”

"You should save your strength,” Karfhud rumbled. "Y dling will not change their minds.

"Butthere are...”

"Maze Blight cannot be cured,” the fiend interrupted. "The magic of your hedersis of no use”

The Amnesian Hero scowled. "Do you hear everything | think?"

Karfhud nodded. "I do. And you mus not be angry with my companions.”

The Thrasson raised his brow. It had not yet occurred to him that he was angry a being
abandoned, but, of course, the fiend was right. Despite his obvious need of water and re<t, the villagers
hed left im to die in the street

"They are doing you a kindness. Better to die of fever, quickly, than to linger here. It would take
acentury for someone of your hedth to rot away.”

"All the same ... | prefer to take my chances ... Inacentury... Il be dead ... anyway."

The fiend's black lip twitched upward. "Y ou will certainly wish you were."

Without awaiting a reply, Karfhud dropped his gaze to the Amnesan Hero's flank, where the
infected scratch had grown so puffy and inflamed it was about to split. A chill tickled down the
Thrasson's spine. He caught himsdf gawking a the sagging brow benesth the fiend's wicked horns,
wondering if the tanar'ri meant to imply he had dready contracted the Maze Blight Surely, the disease
could not be so catching that one acquired it Imply by waking into the village.

"Do you forget what happened when you grabbed Dorat's shoulder?' asked Karfhud, agan
intruding on the Thrasson's thoughts. "But truly, not one of us can say how he acquired the disease. There
isa certain beast—"

The mongter of the labyrinth! thought the Thrasson.

A little more of Karfhud's fangs seemed to show beneath his lips. He lowered the Thrasson's
sword and began to ingpect the glowing blade. The blue light reflected off his maroon eyes, filling the lane
with brown flashes.

"A most wonderful wegpon.” The fiend scraped his thumb across the blade, grating off a cascade
of tiny black flakes. "Star-forged, isit not?"



"You know your wegpons.” The Amnesian Hero had no doubt the fiend intended to stedl it from
him...

"On the contrary!" Karfhud knedled, his enormous legs straddling the Thrasson's chest, and
flipped the weapon around o that he was halding it by the naked blade. "I was hoping you would make
me agift of it-after you die, of course"

"l... | have no intention of... dying."

"No? More the pity for you, then" The fiend lad the hilt in the Amnesan Hero's hand, then
stood. "Still - and | hope you do not find me rude for nating this - you don't look well. In case you
happen to expire, would it be too much to ask the command words that activate the magic?"

Of course, even as he thought not to think it, the phrase flashed through the Thrasson's mind:
Salight cleave the night.

"One eI Karfhud growled. "For such a magnificent weapon, that hardly seems enough!™

“Itisdl... you will discover!"

Knowing what Karfhud would surely do next, the Amnesian Hero lashed out at the fiend's bely
with a vicious backhand dash.

Karfhud, of course, had redized the Thrasson's intentions even as he formed them. The fiend was
dready out of reach when the blade flashed past

"Because you are Sck and confused, | forgive you that mistake." There were little tongues of fire
flickering in the tanar'ri's dark pupils. "But | warn you, | will not abide such an insult again.”

"I care ... nothing for your warnings. | know better than to trugt... atanar'ri lord."

The Amnesan Hero clambered to his feet, deliberately exaggerating his dumaness in an atempt
to lure the fiend into attacking. The rase faled as miserably as the fird, and the Thrasson found himsdf
fadng an extremdy large tanar'ri lord in very cramped quarters. Given his condition, the mere fact that he
was dill dive suggested he had badly migudged Karfhud's intentions.

"Now you are being senshle” The fiend stepped forward. He extended his wrigt and, usng his
own claw, opened aven. "Give me your hand.”

The Amnesian Hero began to retreat. "What for?'

"My blood ismy bond.” Karfhud caught up with a sngle step. "I pledge not to sted your sword,
to cause you no harm while you live, and to aid you any way | can.”

Seaing that retresting would do him no good, the Thrasson stopped. "And in return?’

" ask lessthan | pledge.”" Karfhud seemed unconcerned about the steady stream of dark, hissng
blood spilling from his opened wrist. "Only that you cause me no harm while you live, and that when you
die, your sword and dl your possessions shdl be mine”

As badly as he needed ad, the Amnesian Hero knew better than to trust a fiend - especidly one
of the tanar'ri, who believed lessin the role of law than they did in the rule of evil.

"Andif | refuse?'

The tanar'ri's wings rose behind him, filling the dley and making the fiend seem even larger than
he was. "You do not want to refuse.”

"If I have no choice but death, then | agree.”

The Thrasson lowered his sword and extended his free hand. He had no misgivings, for it was no
dishonor to exchange such an oath under threat of death—nor, in the eyes of his gods, was it binding.

The tanar'ri caught the proffered wrist in a movement as fast as lightning. The fiend wrinkled his
muzze into a gruesome parody of a amile, then held his bleeding wrist over the Amnesan Hero's hand. A
sngle drop of black blood landed in the center of the Thrasson's pam.

There was aloud 9zzle. The amdl of acid and fire and mdting flesh filled the air. The Thrasson's
am fdt as though he had plunged it into bailing oil. He screamed and, thinking the fiend had betrayed him
dready, tried to raise his sword to attack. No sooner had the thought flashed through his mind than the
wespon dipped from his grasp and dropped to the ground. The Amnesan Hero stared &t the glowing
blade and tried to ignore his searing pain and the terrible, snking feding that he had just made a mistake
worse than dying.

At lad, the SzZing died away, and the sck acid stench faded from the Thrasson's nodrils. The



burning agony drained from his arm, and Karfhud released hiswrist. The Amnesan Hero turned his hand
into the light and, tattooed onto his pdm, he saw the ruby-eyed semblance of a dender, wicked-homed
tanar'ri.
"That was before the blight.” Karfhud sounded dmost wigtful. "But that was many centuries ago -
and we have more immediate concerns, do we not? Gather up your sword, and let us be on our way."
Seeing nothing else to do, the Amnesian Hero did as the fiend indructed. "And where are we

going?

"To collect our supplies, of course 1" Karfhud seemed genuindy surprised by the Thrasson's
question. "And then we shdl return you to your friendd"

"My friends?' The Thrasson did not rdish the thought of returning to his companions in the
company of a Maze-Blighted tanar'ri. "It might be better if | returned done”

“Inyour condition? Y ou would never succeed!” Karfhud swept the Amnesian Hero up in a sngle
am. "And did | not swear to aid you any way | can?"

Hands

She staks the mazes like a bloodblade on the prowl, shambling around comers, skulking dong
wals squinting into the windblown ash. Faint asiit is, the smell of wine and sour swest and crusted blood
grows more diginct with every step. She stops, sucks down a chest full of gritty air, turns her maw
skyward; from her throat rumbles alow growl that rises to a deep ralling bellow and spreads like thunder
across the dark sky. The winds grow il in the fury of the roar. Cascades of ash bail down the walls, the
ground goes soft with trembling - and the echoes boom back to her bland and hollow, with no resonance
of terror. Sheisdonein this maze; the prey has abandoned her to its spoor. Her matted fur bristles with
cold ire, and her craving grows worse for its denidl.

We have the same dark hungers, you and | and the mongter. We dl ache to sate the same
appetites we dare not name. It is the same emptiness ingde us dl; we stare into that same darkness, we
fling our treasures into that same unfathomable pit, and, in the end, we dl come to that same scant solace:
the comfort of warm blood, the fellowship of a groaning voice, the intimecy of the death rattle. Do not
damn the mongter; until we look to ourselves, we do not dare.

She is only searching, and no matter that she will never find what she seeks in Poseidon's
amphora; it suits me that she thinks she might. She is kneding before the jar now, her flat and shaggy face
pressed close to the neck, her cavernous nodtrils flaring as she siffs at the ashen patch. It smdls of blood
and fear and pain, which sate her gppetites as wdl as anything, but dso of something more, pride and
hope and even, well-masked benegth the rest, treachery. The amphora is not likdy to flal or shriek or
dash away when she begins to play, but it may offer some new kind of fun-if not, she will return later for
the prey. They cannot roam far.

The monger tucks the amphora under her arm—the same one that was lopped off earlie—then
steps into the billowing dross, and by the time the Amnesian Hero directs Karfhud into the blind, she has
|eft the ashen maze and turned toward her lair.

The Thrasson was Stting in the crook of the tanar'ri's elbow, with one arm wrapped around the
fiend's gpongy neck and the other pinned againg the brute's enormous biceps. The fever had not broken,
but the Amnesian Hero felt well enough now. Shortly after dlowing his pdm to be marked with Karfhud's
blood, his dizziness had faded, the fog had evaporated from his mind, even hisfaigue had vanished. Save
for his unrdenting thirst and the throbbing of hisinfected scratch—and the uneasy suspicion that he owed
hisfitness to the fiend's mark—he had no complaints whatsoever. In fact, he was dlowing himsdf to be
carried only because his brick foot made it impossible to keep pace with the tanar'ri's ground-swallowing
gride.

Karfhud turned the comer and stopped in the mouth of the blind. The dead-end passage ahead
looked like the place where the Thrasson had |eft his companions. The same ash eddies swirled about the
entrance, it was the same thirty paces deep, and it had the same ash walls rigng dong its sdes. The only



difference was its emptiness, Jayk and Tessdi and Slverwind were missng, and so was the amphora.

"Put... put me down!" The Thrasson's gasping tone had less to do with thirgt than with shock.

Karfhud straightened his arm, dlowing the Amnesian Hero to drop to the ground. "You're certain
thisis where you left them? In the mazes, many places can look the same.™

"l am no dranger to mazes"

Karfhud narrowed his eyes, hiding his maroon pupils between the folds of his sagging face, and
made no reply. Tanar'ri lords were not known for ther forbearance, but the Amnesan Hero was more
worried about his missng companions than angering the fiend. He cdlumped over to the wal where he had
left the amphora. In the powdery ground, he found the shdlow basin where he had worked the bottom
into the dross. In front of this depression, a par of hollows had been pressed into the ash. The craters
were the 9ze of a man's chest, dightly elongated, and dmost two paces apart. Something had knedled
there—something larger than Karfhud.

"The mongter was here)" said the tanar'ri, voicing the Thrasson's concluson even as he reached it.
"And she took your amphora.”

Karfhud nodded. "The monger is femde—is that not aways the way? | wonder what your jar
contained to interest her?"

"So do I." For once, the Amnesan Hero had no answer for the tanar'ri to pluck from hismind.

The ground was not churned up, as was to be expected after a fight, and, while the eddies had
dusted the entire area with ash, the two depressions where the Amnesian Hero and Jayk had sat taking
were completdy filled, yet the basns where the amphora had rested and the mongter's knees had
pressed down were covered by only alight coating.

"You are right, Thrasson." Karfhud gazed up and down the blind. "This battle Ste makes no

"Will you dlow me the privacy of my own thoughts?'

"Why do you need privacy - unless you're trying to hide something?' Karfhud hung his sagging
face over the Thrasson, curling the swollen black lips of his muzze just enough to bare the tips of his
ydlow fangs. "Certainly, you do not concern yoursdf with proprieties. The thought has not crossed a
humen mind that could offend tanar'ri senghilities”

"I doubt the tanar'ri have senghilities™ grumbled the Thrasson. "And | certainly have nothing to
hide. You can read minds. Y ou must know my opinion of you by now."

The Amnesan Hero turned away to see if he could learn more about what had happened to his
companions. Given how often eddies spun into the blind to coat everything with a fresh layer of ash, he
knew better than to think he would find many hints on the ground. Instead, he walked adong the wall in
both directions, searching for anything to suggest there had been a bdtle dray wespon marks,
blood-soaked clods, indentations left by huried bodies.

The Amnesan Hero found nothing, which, he decided, meant nothing. The battle could eesly
have been fought without leaving its mark on the wal. His companions might have escaped without a
fight. Or, when they reached the mouth of the blind and found him missing, they might have fled before
the mongter arrived.

"No, that cannot be what happened.”

Kafhud's intruson startled the Amnesan Hero so badly he jumped. He landed with his sword
half-drawn and spun on the fiend, angry enough that he fet flames licking in his eyes.

Karfhud showed no sgn that he noticed the Thrasson's fury. "Your friends were in a hurry, or
they would have taken the amphora with them.”

"Not necessaily.” The Amnesian Hero did not know why he bothered speaking, except that it
made him fed alittle less like a fiend in the making. "To them, the amphora was nothing but trouble.”

Although the Thrasson did not bother to elaborate, Karfhud nodded. "Ah, yes. the giant."

The Amnesan Hero grated his teeth, but dropped to his hands and knees near the place he and
Jayk had been gtting. Karfhud had given hm an idea. He began to sweep his hands through the ash,
searching for the wineskin he had Ieft lying on the ground. Presumably, the skin would sill be there if his



companions had left in a hurry.

The Thrasson brushed something cold and much too smooth to be Silverwind's wineskin, He lost
contact with it, then spread hisfingers and raked both hands deeply through the ash. This time, he caught
the thing squardly. His pulse raced in his ears. He half-expected whatever it was to bite him and squirm
away, but the object remained dead in his grasp. It had a strange texture, with a soft exterior wrapped
over a hard, lumpy core. From one Sde protruded severa long, flexible appendages ...

The Amnesan Hero's somach went hollow and quamish, then he found himsdf shouting in
revulson as he pulled a rather fine-boned hand from deep beneath the ash.

"Foul Hades!" The Thrasson dangled the thing by its thumb. "There was afight!"

A sck, guilty feding welled up insde him; while he was off chasing his wine woman, the monster
hed come and devoured his companions.

"Do you have to be so maudlin? It isonly a hand!™

The tanar'ri snatched the thing from the Thrasson's grasp, then wiped the ash off the severed wrist
and raised it to hismuzzle. From the fiend's mouth snaked a long, pointed tongue coated in white fungus
Thetip flickered over the sump severa times and when Karfhud began to rub it back and forth over his
taste buds, the Amnesian Hero forced himsdf not to look away. The cut was uncommonly clean; even his
star-forged blade could not have cleaved the bone so smoothly.

Severd nausegting moments later, Karfhud lowered the hand and sighed, deeply stisfied. "HIf - a
litte old, but df nonethdess™

The Amnesian Hero nodded. "Tessdi. One of our party.”

Karfhud dropped to dl fours and shuffled dong the ground, dlowing the Thrasson his firs good
look at the enormous back-satchel the fiend had fetched after their exchange of oaths. Secured sugly by
heavy leather straps buckled around the tanar'ri's powerful wing joints, the sack was fashioned of some
smooth, lightly colored hide that might have once belonged to ether a pig or a man. It was large enough
that the Amnesian Hero could have stood indde with Tessali at his Side, athough they would have been
covered only to thar chests. The top was drawn closed by a sturdy cinch strap, but severd open
pockets had been sewn onto the side to hold odds and ends.

"If you find my rucksack interesting, you would do wel to remember that it is my rucksack.”
Karfhud pushed himsdf into a kneding postion and, before the Amnesan Hero could ask the reason for
the threat, displayed Tessdi's second hand. "Thisis not the doing of the monger.”

The Amnesian Hero had dready reached the same conclusion. The cut was far too clean, and,
cunning as the beast was, the Thrasson could not imagine why she would leave both hands behind. "Then
who?"'

Kafhud shrugged, then lowered his face into the ash again. Still carrying Tessdi's hands, he
began to suffle toward the back of the blind, rasng a great cloud of gray dross each time he exhded.
The Amnesian Hero limped adong behind, trying to puzzle out what had happened. Something—he could
not even guess what—had come dong and cut off Tessdi's hands, then chased away the df and the
others. Sometime later - and not long ago, judging by the thin coating of dust in the knee depressions -
something dse, probably the mongter, had come adong and taken the amphora.

Karfhud reached the back of the blind and started to sniff up the wall, then suddenly stopped and
cocked his head, nearly hooking the Thrasson's cheek with a black horn. "You have a mailith in your
party?"

"Mailith?'

"Femde tanar'ri! Sx ams, serpent's tal." Karfhud cupped his hands benegath his chest. "Three or
four big—"

"No! Not among my companions.”

Karfhud managed a red amile "Wdl then, | think we know who cut off these" He displayed
Tesdi's hands, then reached around behind hiswing, bent his arm in a direction it should not have bent,
and dipped the appendages into one of his rucksack's exterior pockets. "I am fortunate indeed.”

"Fortunate?"

Karfhud attempted a wink, momentarily hiding one maroon eye between the folds of his blighted



face. ""Y ou cannot imagine the centuries that have passed since last | did the fray upon afemde tanar'ri!™

With that, the fiend grabbed the crest of the wdl and pulled himsdf up. The Amnesan Hero
looked back toward the mouth of the blind, torn between falowing Karfhud and going back to search
for the amphora. His promise to Poseidon - and, in truth, his curiogity about his own past - obliged him
to pursue the jar; his duty to his companions obligated him to go after them. He could not do both. Once
he dlimbed over the wal, it would prove difficult to find hisway back here, and every minute that passed
before he started hunting the amphora dashed his chances of success.

"I may have migudged you, Thrasson. | took you for the sort of fool who might regard the lives
of his companions more highly than his own desires”” Karfhud, dready stting atop the wal, svung his
legs to the other sde. "Make your decison soon. | won't wait for you."

Thefiend pushed off and, even before he dropped down the other side, vanished from sght. The
Amnesan Hero snorted his frugration, then jumped up, caught hold of the crest of the wdl, and pulled
himsdf to the top. As much as he rdished the thought of being free of Karfhud - though he suspected that
could not truly be while the tanar'ri's heinous face remained tattooed on his pam - the Thrasson knew the
fiend had judged him correctly. No man of renown could abandon his companions in a time of such dire
need-even if it meant breaking hisword to a god. He pulled his chest atop the wall, then swung hislegs to
the other sde and pushed off.

It is not like passing through a conjunction.

The Thrasson's ssomach does a flip. His body rotates, his feet drifting up over his head. He is
fdling, he thinks; then no, he redizes, he is floating; an indant later, he decides he is suspended like a
beetle in amber, in the syrup of nothingness. In his nogtrils, there is nothing, not even the reek of his own
unwashed body. His ears roar with slence, his skin prickles with the touch of emptiness, his tongue
craves the taste of his own teeth. He sees what dead men see: not darkness, but an ocean of endless,
colorless depths. Something goes dack, and the Thrasson feds himsdf uncoiling ingde; his spirit and his
mind and his body dl drift toward their own separate peace.

Then aterrific jolt drives his knees up to his chin. He finds himsdf squaiting on his hedls, his ears
ringing as though someone had boxed them, his bones shuddering from the impact. It would be wrong to
sy the Thrasson has landed; that would imply fdling in the firgt place. It is closer to the truth to say his
paradigm has shifted. Now he sees himsdf crouching between two rows of brambly hedges with
dagger-length thorns, wetching in morbid astonishment as Karfhud snuffles about searching for the
mailith, harrowing the sandy floor with his blighted face.

Itis clever, isit not, how the Amnesan Hero avoids thinking, even to himsdf, what a buffoon is
that lust-struck tanar'ri? The Thrasson knows, better than any of us, that there is no marilith; would not
his Hunter's nose have scented her spoor back in the blind? Would not those specid eyes have seen
benegth the top layer of ash to pick out her dithering trail, or those fingers have sensed the dimy
dampness of her passing? The blood that has so roused Karfhud's passions belongs to Jayk, who was
conceived at death and spawned from a marilith's lesthery egg, but the Amnesian Hero is careful to think
of none of this He watches the tanar'ri sniff, his thoughts full of concern for his companions and Strategies
for fighting snake-women. Wiser to play the foal, to hide his nature until the time comes to betray his new
keeper and make the fiend his

A dangerous game, to be certain - and the only way to defeat the mongter of the labyrinth - but
how does the Thrasson know dl this? Certainly, | did not tdl him. And who ese could, but you?
Someone has a loose tongue, | fear, and they will pay.

But do not trouble yoursdf now. It will change nothing in the end, and what good is punishment if
it comes expected? Even now, Karfhud has changed directions. The fiend is siiffing back toward the
Amnesan Hero, who stands in the middle of the passage, somehow nat thinking about the faint rasp of
Jayk's breath whigoering down the passage from the intersection, somehow pretending that his Hunter's
ears don't hear a thing. What happens when Karfhud stops at the Thrasson's feet, it would not do to
miss

"This cannot be right!" The fiend has jerked his face from the sand and pointed down the
passage, away from the intersection. "The blood trall leads around that comer, but the marilith went the



other way - with a humen!"

The Amnesan Hero scowled. "That can't be. | was the only humaen in our party.”

"My nose may look blighted, Thrasson, but it does not lie”

Karfhud turned to somp up the passage, leaving the Amnesian Hero to dump behind as best he
could. Though it was only a short distance to the intersection, the tanar'ri reached it several paces ahead
of the Thrasson. The fiend stopped and looked firg Ieft, then right. His great wings flared, drawing a
curtain of darkness across the corridor; from his throat rumbled a sonorous growl, so low it fdt like an
earth tremor.

"Tidling!"

Jayk's voice came around the corner high and dhill, cracking with fear as she uttered her
incantation. A tremendous crackling bounced down the passage, and Karfhud's huge wings folded over
his back satchd just as a cloud of fire boiled out of the Sde corridor to swalow him. The passage filled
with aydlow smoke that stank of brimstone and charred flesh. The Thrasson stopped and turned away,
shidding his face, daring to hope the tiefling had freed him from the fiend.

The heet of the flames continued to build. The Amnesian Hero flattened himsdf on the sand and
tried to hold his breath. The fou smoke had aready filled his longs, and he could not keep from
coughing; with each gasp, he swallowed more of the fiery fumes, which caused more convulsons, and he
thought he would suffocate.

Though alifelime seemed to pass, it did not take more than a few seconds for the .flames to die
down. Stll coughing, the Amnesan Hero pushed himsdf off the scorching sands and peered up the
passage. Karfhud looked alittle blacker than usud, as if that were possible, but stood exactly as he had
before the firebal enguifed him.

"Now will you have reason to lament, tiefling!" The fiend unfolded his great wings, reveding the
blackened exterior of his back-satchel. There was a wisp of brownish smoke rigng from the pockets
where he had stored Tessdli's hands, but otherwise the sack appeared intact "For thet firebdl, and for
rasng my appetites with that fase sndl of yourd"

"Karfhud, wat!" The Amnesian Hero started up the passage, but the fiend was aready rounding
the corner. "It's not her fault!”

"Zoombee?' cried Jayk. "Hdp me"

The Amnesan Hero drew his sword and clumped around the comer. Karfhud's wings blocked
the passage from one side to the other. Between the fiend's feet, the Thrasson could see Jayk lying on her
back, franticdly trying to push hersdlf up the passage. She flung ahandful of sand toward the fiend's face
and ran her fingers through the gestures of a pdl, but she was so badly frightened that she could not
choke out the incantation.

"Karfhud, stop!" When the fiend did not obey, the Amnesan Hero rushed forward, sword raised
to Strike.

As soon as the Thrasson started to bring the blade down, the weapon dipped from his grasp. He
could not violae his oath to the tanar'ri.

Karfhud stooped down to grasp Jayk in his clawed hands. She shot a frightened glance through
the fiend's legs, then tried to call out to the Thrasson. She managed little more than a croak.

The Amnesian Hero dropped to his knees and snatched up his sword. Then, hoping he had
guessed correctly about how to free himsdf from the fiend, laid his tattooed hand in the sand. He raised
the star-forged blade above the wridt, took a deep bresth, and started to bring the weapon down.

A huge, black-taloned hand caught the Thrasson's wrig.

The Amnesan Hero looked up to see Karfhud's massve homed head Stting backward on the
fiend's hulking shoulders. The tanar'ri's maroon eyes, smoldering with suppressed fury, were glaring down
over his scorched back-satchel.

"Sheisyours?'

"Sheismy friend." The Amnesian Hero twisted his sword arm free, dill determined to strike off
his tattooed hand—if that was necessary to defend Jayk. "But harm to her isharm to me."

"S0 you have proven." Karfhud regled the rest of his body around to match the direction he was



looking. ™Y ou could have mentioned this before | became 0 ... fervent.”

"You hardly gave me the chance! Besides, you should have known - unless Jayk's amdl interferes
with your thought-reading as wel as your judgment.” The Amnesan Hero hoped it did.

"You should be so lucky," Karfhud remarked.

Resgning himsdf to disgppointment, the tanar'ri bent his arm around in that impossible manner
and plucked one of Tessdi's hands from his back saichdl. Jayk's firebd| had left the appendage dark and
crispy, but the charring did not bother the fiend, who bit off a blackened finger and began to crunch.

"Itisjust aswel." The fiend spoke around his snack. "As smdl as sheis, the fray would not have
lasted long."

Though he had managed an indifferent tone, Karfhud's tense bearing betrayed his true fedings.
He shouldered past the Amnesan Hero, nealy shoving the Thrasson into a thorn hedge, then
disappeared around the comer. He was 4ill chewing Tessdli's charred finger.

As soon as the Fiend was gone, Jayk spread her hands and flung hersdf at the Amnesan Hero.
"Zoombee! You saved my life"

The Thrasson caught a glimpse of her diamond-shaped pupils, then dropped his sword and
caught her at arm's length. Her broad amile was rained, for im at least, by the two curved fangs hanging
over her lower lip.

"I may look bad, Jayk, but I'm hardly ready for your kiss"

"Zoombee, you are never ready!" The tigfling pushed her lip into an exaggerated pout, which
quickly converted itsdf back to ady amile. "And you are wrong to be afraid. You are dready—"

"Already dead — | know." The Amnesan Hero released Jayk, then retrieved his sword. "But it
seems to me I'm not the only one who fears death. Did you not just thank me for saving your life?"

Jayk's face grew as dark as Karfhud's. "It was only an expression, Zoombee." She raised her
chin. "l think he meant to stedl my spirit, yes? That iswhy | thanked you."

"I have not met the tiefling yet thet is not a liar.” Karfhud's voice rumbled around the comer,
putting an end to the Amnesan Hero's vague hope that the fiend needed to see a person to read his
thoughts. "Y ou thought | was gaing to kill you, and you were afraid of dying.”"

The Amnesian Hero cocked an eyebrow. "Karfhud does read minds, Jayk."

The Thrasson regretted the comment the ingant it left his mouth. The tiefling's jaw worked
slently, trying to find the words to deny what they dl knew to be true. Findly, she gave up and spun
away, burying her facein her hands.

"No, don't cry, Jayk." The Amnesan Hero sheathed his sword, then took her in hisarms. "It is
not wrong to lovelife”

Thetigfling tried to pull away, but the Amnesan Hero held tight.

"If 1 were you, Thrasson, | would release her," warned Karfhud. "You are very near to
discovering the truth about the One Death.”

The Amnesan Hero continued to hold Jayk, confident that even for her, there was a difference
between thought and action. "Jayk, you were terrified—and with good reason. Don't blame yoursdf for
one moment of doubt.”

Karfhud leaned around the comer, his folded brow lifted as far above his maroon eyes as the
Amnesan Hero had seen. The fiend was holding his charred back-satchel in hand, cinching the top strap
after having checked on the contents. Given that his face looked no angrier than usud, it appeared the
sack’s load had survived Jayk's firesorm intact.

"Thrasson,” Karfhud rumbled. "I warn you, she—"

A whimper of terror tumbled from Jayk's lips, then she dipped around behind the Amnesan
Hero.

The Thrasson reached around to pat her hand. "There is no reason to hide now, Jayk. He won't
hurt you while | am here”

"That istrue, tiefling.” Karfhud knotted the satchd draw-gtring, then heaved the sack between his
wings and bent his arms back at those impossible angles to buckle it in place. "As long as the Thrasson
lives you are safe enough.”



Jayk dipped from behind her shidd. "He ... Zoombee is dead dready ... as we dl ae”" The
tigfling's voice had the desperate, soft quality of words that had misplaced their meaning. "But why should
it maiter to me?1... | do not fear death—or you."

"Good, as it appears we are to wander together.” Karfhud pulled his cracked lips back in a
gruesome amirk. A few tendrils of Tessdi's charred hand had gotten stuck between his fangs. "Let us
leave on thisingant; caiching the bariaur will prove difficult enough without giving im more of a gart.”

Hands

Karfhud has led them back to the city of iron. Though thunder rolls somewhere in the distant sky,
there is no hall to dlay the scorching heet that pours off the rusty wals, nor steam to dampen the parching
ar that whispers down the crooked passages. The searing dryness draws beads of inky dew to the
surface of the tiefling's dark complexion; the Thrasson's skin bums and itches and stays dry as sdt; he has
not logt a drop of fluid Snce griking his bargain with the fiend. That should worry him, but in truth he is
relieved at this new harmony with hegt. No longer does it sap his strength or make his joints ache, nor fill
hismind with clouding steam; now it nourishes him, bums away his pain, even gorges his weary muscles
with vigor long spent.

Thus does the defilement begin, not with the terrible act itsdf, but with a gift, fredy given, and the
offer of more. There is no coercion, no force, no one to blame; the vicim makes her choice, thinks she
will be the smart one, the strong one, the lucky one who sees the brink looming ahead and... But another
time, perhaps. This has nothing to do with the Thrasson, and he has come to a crossroads. One branch
leads into a warren of narrow, crooked dleyways where the heat bends and blurs the air like poorly
blown glass; the other runs only afew paces before intersecting an avenue so broad and inviting thet the
far wal seems but a mirage.

Kafhud has stopped in the passage leading to the broad avenue, squatted down to scrape a
carcle of crusty brown mudilage off the paving bricks, licked the Suff from his black taon.

"Bif." The fiend smacked hislips and, not rising, turned his head backward to stare a Jayk. "Did
you not say Slverwind was returning to the ash maze?'

Jayk nodded and sumbled one step back. "Siverwind, he says he needs Tessdi's hands to fix
things right. So they go back."

The Amnesian Hero did not know whether Jayk had noticed Karfhud egting the charred hand
earlier-or if she connected it with the df - but he saw no use in pointing out the relaionship now. She dill
seemed shocked by the Fiend's near-assault, and he did not want to do anything to make her more
fearful of their new companion.

Karfhud's maroon eyes continued to glare a Jayk from beneath his sagging brow, but he sad
nothing. The Amnesian Hero stepped forward, blocking the fiend's line of sght.

"Stop daring. She answered your question.”

"I beg her forgiveness; it was not my intention to seem menacing.” The shadow of a sneer flashed
across Karfhud's muzze "I was only wondering why, if they wanted to return to the ash maze, they
turned away from the entrance.”

"Slverwind, he does not know how to find it!" The quickness of Jayk's explanation betrayed her
axiety. "He said they could only—"

"Tumn around.” Karfhud rose and bent his aams back to undo his satchd straps. "You, too,
Thrasson."

Jayk's hand dropped toward her dagger, her fear broadcast by a sharp intake of breath. The
Amnesan Hero caught her wrigt, then wrapped an am around her shoulders and turned her around.

"Don't worry. Karfhud's not going to hurt us”

"How can you know that, Zoombee?'

"Because if that was what he wanted, we would be..." The Thrasson dmost sad 'dead’, then
caught himsdlf. Given Jayk's crigs of faith, it might be better not to talk about deeth. "Because if Karfhud



wanted to hurt us, he would have done it by now."

Behind them, there was a sharp thump as Karfhud dropped his sachd to the ground. Jayk
flinched and would probably have taken off running, had the Thrasson's hand not been grasping her
shoulder.

"Zoombee, what is it he wants from us?' Jayk whispered, apparently forgetting that the fiend
could hear every thought that flashed through her head. "It is not naturd, this friendship he has made with
you."

"I'd hardly cdl it friendship!” It affronted the Amnesian Hero that Jayk could even think he would
be friends with something so wicked as a tanar'ri. "It's more of an arrangement. He dams that dl he
wantsismy sword."

"And you believe hm?'

The Thrasson cringed, for that was the one question he had tried to avoid asking himsdf until he
could figure out how to shied his thoughts from Karfhud. Stll, there was no use dodging it now; the
answer had dready flashed through his mind.

"Only afool would trust anything a tanar'ri says."

The Amnesian Hero heard a soft shuffling sound, as though Karfhud were paging through a stack
of parchment shests.

"Thrasson, you would be wise to keep your thoughts on the tiefling's question. | have warned you
about my satchd.”

"I can't figure out what Karfhud redly wants" The Amnesan Hero spoke rapidly, atempting to
keep his curious mind from speculating about the shuffling sound. "If it was my sword, he could have had
it eesly enough. As weak as | was, he would not have had to trouble himsdf with killing me™

"Then what he wants is something from you, Zoombee."

From behind them came the soft rustle of a parchment being unrolled. Without even trying, the
Amnesan Hero redized wha the fiend had in his saichd: maps. A chill tickled down the Thrasson's
spine, and he wondered if the redization would provoke Karfhud into attacking. He would have reached
for his sword, save that he knew it would only dip from his hand.

When no assault came, the Amnesian Hero dared to glance over his shoulder. As expected, he
saw Karfhud kneding over an unrolled parchment. The fiend had tongues of white flame flickering in the
pupils of his maroon eyes, and he was glaing at the Thrasson. They locked gazes for an indant, then the
tanar'ri returned his attention to his map.

The Amnesan Hero looked back to Jayk. "Whatever Karfhud wants, | think it is from us. He
seems rather determined to track down Silverwind and Tesdi."

"Yes, and is tha not your fault as wdl?' Jayk pushed his am off her shoulder. "Or maybe you
think they deserve to have afiend hunting them, yes?'

"No!" he said. "Why would | think thet?"

"Because they abandoned your amphora, of course!" Jayk's voice became more dhill with each
word. "What happened to Tesdi, that does not matter to you! You only wanted him to save your
amphora, evenif it cost him his handd™

This was the firg the Amnesan Hero had heard about how the df logt his hands or what had
happened to the amphora. The Thrasson had avoided asking about the matter, fearing his questions
would further disrupt Jayk's fragile state. He took no comfort in knowing he had been right.

"Jayk, | don't blame Tessdli for logng the amphora™ He clasped the tigfling by the shoulders and
spoun her around to face him. I don't blame you, either. When the monger came...”

"What mongter? It was the Lady! You go off to chase your wine woman and leave us to save
your amphora from the Lady of Pain!" Jayk spat at hisfeet. "I spit on your amphora; it isyour own fault if
you loseit!"

Though the tiefling's verson of events did not maich the evidence the Amnesan Hero had found
in the blind, he thought it wisest not to press the matter. "Jayk, if the Lady came while | was gone, I'm
sorry—>but | don't blame anyone for leaving the amphora. | came to Sgil to ddiver it to her. Don't you
remember?’



Thetiefling's jaw dropped, then she took a sharp breath and dlowed her eyesto rall up. "Yes... |
forget!"

"Be that as it may, Thrasson,” said Karfhud, gill spesking from behind them, "it surprises me to
hear you lying. You and | both know the amphora was-"

"That's enough!” The Amnesian Hero released Jayk and turned to glare at the fiend. "Jayk's right
No matter what happened to the amphora, | have no one to blame but mysdf.”

A deep chuckle rumbled from Karfhud's throat. "Come now, Thrasson. You know it is no good
to swalow your fedingd The amphora was your best hope of learning who you are, and now you fed
betrayed because your companions abandoned it."

"Zoombee! Thisistrue?' Jayk's pupils were dongating into diamonds, and her fangs were folding
down from the roof of her mouth. "When you reach the One Desth, you will have no use for memoried™

"Cdm yoursdf, Jayk," said the Amnesan Hero.

He began to back away, casting an angry glance past the tidling toward Karfhud, who was
laughing so hard that his face had meted into an undulating mass of wrinkles.

"There is a difference between sentiment and reason,” the Thrasson continued. "l am
disappointed, but..."

Jayk legpt, fangs bared and hands dawing at his face.

The Thrasson sidestepped her rush, at the same time curling his hands into figs. He was spared
the necessity of knocking the tiefling unconscious when Karfhud caught her from behind.

"That is enough, Little Shadow!" The fiend lifted her off the ground, dill cackling in ddight. "I
cannot let you bite the Thrasson! He and | have sworn an oath of blood.”

Ingantly, Jayk went as dill as a statue—save for her trembling muscles and her quivering lip.

"There" said Karfhud. "It dways helps to understand the Stuation completely, does it not?!

Saying nothing more, the tanar'ri put Jayk down and returned to his maps.

Thetiefling remained very dill until her pupils had become round again, then fixed an angry glare
on the Thrasson's face. "What were you thinking, Zoombee, to lead a tanar'ri back to us?' She jerked
her chin back over her shoulder, though she was careful to avoid actudly looking in the fiend's direction.
"You will discover what he wants before he finds it, yes?'

"What | want is to save your friends" Karfhud's parchment rattled as herolled it up. "And, a the
moment, the reason is not so important as the need to hurry. If Sheba"

"Who?"' the Amnesian Hero asked.

"The queen of the labyrinth—the one who attacked you and your companions” Karfhud said. "If
Sheba took the amphora—"

"No, | told you!" Jayk whirled around. "It was the Lady who came for it!"

The Amnesian Hero turned to see Karfhud guffing the rolled parchment down among the many
dozensin his satchel. The tanar'ri had gpparently resigned himsdf to letting the pair in on his secret, for he
showed no irritation at having the contents viewed - which worried the Thrasson more than any fiendish
glowering would have. The tanar'ri would not take them into his confidence unless he meant to kill them
leter.

If Karfhud was aware of the Thrasson's thoughts, his disfigured face did not betray it as he fixed
his attention on Jayk. "It may have been the Lady who chased you and the others away from the
amphora, but it was someone much larger who took it* The fiend pulled the satichd drawstrings tight and,
with a dumsy flutter of his blight-gnarled talons, knotted them closed. "We found a par of large
depressions where someone had knedled to pick up the amphora - and, as I'm sure you know, the Lady
of Pain leaves no 9gn of her passng.”

When Jayk made no further protests, Karfhud hoisted his saiche onto his back and began
buckling the straps. "If | am guessing correctly, this Slverwind intends to follow the Great Way down to
the dley of the ash window-"

"Ash window?" asked the Thrasson.

"Surely, you remember it? Y ou had to go through it to reach the maze of ash I"

The Amnesan Hero nodded. "Siverwind called it a conjunction.”



"That is a peculiar way to describe it Karfhud's folded brow dipped in the middle, then he
shook his head. "But it matters not; it is more important that they are likdy to meet Sheba coming the
other way. Y ou mug catch up to them before she does—then stop her.”

"Why us?' Jayk demanded. The prospect of confronting the monster again seemed to make her
less &fraid of the fiend. "What about you?'

The tanar'ri bared a long row of fangs "I will be behind her." He pointed up the short dley
toward the broad avenue. "When you reach the Great Way, you mugt see it as a sraight line. Ignore the
corners, whichever way they turn, and count only the intersections. Go down twenty-eight dleys,
counting only those on your right, and turn into the twenty-ninth-which will be on your Ieft. Go down this
lane until you reach a'T" and turn to the lft, then go deven more intersections, counting only those on the
left, and turn into the twefth, which will be on the right. The fourth window on the left leads to the ash
maze, but by then you will meet either Sheba or me”

"What if we lose our way?' asked Jayk.

"Then | will be very angry-but you may adways summon me by spesking my name"" The tanar'i
looked to the Amnesian Hero. "Repeat my directions.”

"Count twenty-eight dleys on the right and enter the twenty-ninth, which will be on the left.
Follow it to a'T* and turn eft, then count eeven passages on the left and turn into the twelfth, which will
be on the right. The fourth window on the left leads to the ash maze, but we don't redly need to know
that. By then, wewill either be dead or reunited with you."

Karfhud nodded approvingly. "For a man who cannot recal his own name, you have a most
excdlent memory.”

"I suppose that is because it is not cluttered,” the Thrasson said. "But | do have a question.”

"You may ask."

The Amnesian Hero looked up the passage toward the broad avenue. "Do we turn left or right
onto the Great Way?"

Karfhud scowled. "Which way do you think?' He turned away, entering the hot, crooked dleys
that opened beside them. "Left!"

Thefiend departed a alope, leaving the Amnesian Hero done with Jayk and hisingructions. The
Thrasson started up the dley, dumping hdf a dozen paces before he noticed the tigfling was not
falowing. He stopped and looked back to see her sudying the direction from which they had just come.

"Jyk?"

The tifling glanced at him only briefly, her eyes filled with fear, then looked back the way she
hed been staring. For a moment, the Thrasson thought she would bolt, but then her shoulders dumped
and she started up the dley toward him.

"Zoombee, how does he know?'

"Know what, Jayk?'

"That we will do whet he orders." She passed the Amnesian Hero without stopping, then stepped
into the Great Way. "I think we will never be free of im."

Her nameis not Sheba, of course. Karfhud cdls her that because she reminds him of a succubus
who once bested him in the fray. But the mongter of the labyrinth has no name she would not even
understand what a name is, for it is beyond her to think of others apart from hersdf. She is like
Slvaewind that way-or any of us, if we look deeply enough - except that she never despairs, and tha
makes her ever so much stronger-strong enough, even, to defeat atanar'ri lord.

That is what the Amnesan Hero is thinking as he dumps down the Great Way, trying to keep
pace with Jayk. Unlike the tigfling, he is loang his fear of Karfhud, for he has begun to understand what
the tanar'ri wants from them. For centuries - it has been millennia, but no mortal can truly conceive of
such atime — for countless ages, the fiend has been logt in the labyrinths. The Thrasson is no tanar'ri, but
he knows enough about the wicked race to understand that to a powerful lord like Karfhud, being
trapped isless an abuse than not being master of the prison.

What the fiend wants is to kill the monster. The Thrasson begins to form his plan; he is thinking of
the amphora, of course, and of Karfhud's maps, and he is wise enough to know that the tanar'ri knows



what he is thinking. But there will be a battle, and battles breed confuson, and when the confuson
passes, it will be the one who 4ill stands that has the amphora and the maps and hislife,

And s0, leaving it to Jayk to ignore the comers and see the Great Way as a draight line and count
the dleys on the right and guide them into the twenty-ninth on the left, the Amnesan Hero plots and
schemes and fdls so deeply into thought that he does not notice as Jayk guides them to the left a the " T
intersection, and he does not mark the growing ramble of thunder or the risng steam-laden breeze, and
he does not hear the clatter of gdloping hooves reverberating off the iron wadls, or heed even the
monster's sonorous roar until it breaks over the maze like Hephaestuss mighty hammer knelling upon its
ail.

By the time the Amnesan Hero has redized what is hgppening and draws his sword, Slverwind
has rounded the corner ahead at afull galop. With Tessdi's gruesome stumps wrapped around his waist
and the roar of a hallsorm echoing close on his tail, the bariaur glances at Jayk and the Thrasson only
briefly, as though he has expected dl dong to meet them in precisely that spot, and continues on.

"Heefor your lived" Slverwind veered toward one sde of the passage. "Oh, | have recdled you
a abad timeg"

"The mongter's hard behind ud" Tesi looked far too frightened to be surprised by the
Amnesan Hero's return. "Run!”

Seding that there was no time to convince his companions to stay and fight, the Amnesan Hero
extended his brick foot and caught Silverwind's front hooves. The bariaur bleated and pitched forward,
then he and Tessdi bounced off the hot iron wal and went tumbling across the bricks together.

"Zoombee?' Jayk sounded more curious than darmed. "Why do you—"

The Amnesian Hero pushed her behind him. "Prepare your spdls - and tdl Slverwind to do the
same”" A cdoud of rust-colored steam boiled around the corner ahead, followed closdy by a wadl of
ariving hall. "Maybe you have something to clear the sorm?”

Behind him rose Tessdi's voice, groaning and curang the Thrasson for a menace and a berk. The
Amnesan Hero ignored the insults and clumped forward, veering toward the indde wdl of the comer. He
knew better than to think he would surprise the monster — Sheba was much too cunning to round a
blind corner on the ingde - but he only needed to sl her long enough for Karfhud to arrive.

The Amnesian Hero stopped two paces shy of the comer. He took his sword in both hands and
pressed as close to the scorching iron as he could bear. Behind him, his companions, mere slhouettes in
the curtain of hail, were standing close together. Both Jayk and Silverwind were fumbling for spell
components, but their attention seemed darmingly divided. Tessdi was leaning across the bariaur's back,
gesturing wildly with his wrigt sumps and hurling questions at Jayk. The tiefling shrugged and shook her
head in disavowa, less concerned with the coming battle than with gppeasing the df. She was ill in
shock from Karfhud's attack; certainly, she would never have worried about such athing before.

The Amnesan Hero fdt a cold prickle between his shoulder blades. He looked across the
passage to see an ice-gray blur rounding the comer. Her long mats of fur rendered her dmog invishle in
the driving hall; she seemed a mere degpening of the storm, a ghodly mass drifting dowly forward
through the orange steam. Only the neck of the amphora, protruding on the far Sde of her body, looked
a dl solid.

The Thrasson cursed his bad luck that the jar was on the other Sde of the mongter, then sprang
across the passage to dash a Sheba's leg. If he could drike her lame, he would be free to gdl until
Karfhud arived to finish the kill. After that, surviving-and laying daim to the fiend's maps - would
become a smple matter of keeping his head while the tanar'ri and the mongter killed each other.

The Amnesian Hero thumped down beside Sheba, his star-forged blade aready biting into her
leg. In the next ingtant, a deafening bellow reverberated down the iron passage, then a huge hand came
from nowhere to crash into the Thrasson's shoulder. He logt his sword and went tumbling across the
bricks and, three somersaults later, dammed into a scorching wall. There was a loud 9zze and the smell
of burnt flesh, yet the Amnesian Hero fdt only a faint nettling where his bare flesh touched the blistering
metd. He pushed off the wal and tumbled to his knees, then found himsdf saring up a a curtain of
matted fur. A huge, black-taloned mitt was reaching down to dutch him.



The Amnesian Hero ducked his shoulder and rolled, only to have Sheba pivot around before he
could get hisfeet under him. He glimpsad a stripe of 0ozing black sap where his star-forged blade had bit
into the knee, but the limb appeared discouragingly whole. He saw no Sgn of his weapon; the sword lay
log somewhere in the seam. The mongter reached for him again, and the Thrasson began to wonder if
his companions had abandoned him.

"Jayk?"

His scream was answered by the hail-muffled syllables of the tigfling's incantetion. A pair of
ydlow streaks flashed through the orange steam, pulsng into the monster's shoulder, then burding in a
gpray of golden light and slver fur. Sheba grunted and sumbled a Sngle step back.

The Amnesan Hero crab-scrambled around behind the mongter, franticaly sweeping his hands
across the bricks in search of his sword—and hoping he would not find it by diang his fingers off. Sheba
gave a baffled growl, then her head began to pendulum back and forth as she searched for him.

Slverwind cast his spdl, filling the passage with a booming incantation even louder than the
pounding hail. A roaring wind came blagting down the corridor to sweep the steam around the comer and
blow the hailstorm back the way it had come,

When the tempest cleared, Sheba was daring directly a the Thrasson's sword, which lay less
then three paces in front of her foot. The Amnesan Hero, dightly behind her and off to one side, found
himsdf wel beyond the limit of her peripherd vidon - at least that was what he hoped. The amphora was
tucked beneath the mongter's arm on his Side of her body. He considered trying to knock it free and dive
for his sword, but decided that he had a better chance of getting stuck in her gummy fur than coming up
with either his wegpon or the jar.

The mongter pivoted, her head tipped forward to search for her foe. The Amnesian Hero started
to crab-walk around behind her, hoping to complete the circle and grab his sword - and that was when
he noticed a huge black shadow dipping around the comer.

At ladt.

The Amnesan Hero let his brick foot clatter on the ground behind the monger, then he threw
himsdf in the opposite direction, diving for his sword. Sheba was aready spinning; her taons raked
furrows of cold pain down his spine, but he was much lower than she had expected and going in the
opposite direction. He belly-flopped onto the bricks and crawled to his sword, then whirled onto his
mangled back, bringing the blade around jugt in case she attacked him instead of switching to Karfhud,

Sheba was nowhere in Sght.

The Thrasson found himsdf staring directly up at the fiend, whose smoldering eyes were focused
somewhere up the passage. The Amnesan Hero rolled once more and saw the monger, with the
amphora tucked beneath her arm, loping past his companions. They were 0 terrified that they did not
seem to notice ther backs pressed tight againg the scorching iron walls. The Thrasson hoisted himsdf to
hisfeet and clumped up the corridor in his best imitation of a sprint. Karfhud's massve hand caught him
by the shoulder. "It is too lae" The evenness of the fiend's tone was surprigng; certainly, the
mind-reading tanar'ri knew how the Thrasson had tried to play Sheba off agangt him, yet his voice
betrayed noiill will. "Now we mug do this the hard way."

"Do whet the hard way?' the Amnesian Hero asked.

"Only what we both wish to do - hunt down Sheba.”

Karfhud watched the mongter disappear around a comer, then turned his gaze upon Tessdi and
Sivewind. The par were daing a him and looking even more frightened than they had when Sheba
was chasing them.

"But fird, Thrasson, we mugt do something about your brick foot," said Karfhud. "We will both
need to be at our best Cdl your friends, they will be of use.”

"You won't hurt them?'

Karfhud shook his head. "I told you, they will be of use”

Thus reassured, more or less, the Amnesan Hero waved his companions down the passage. Led
by Jayk, they approached to within a few paces and stopped. Slverwind promptly began to chestise
himsdf for falling to retain better control over hisevil Sde.



"We are dl tired." Karfhud spoke over Slverwind's rantings, at once slencing the old deric and
taking command of the little company. "Wewill rest here"

Always one to chdlenge another's authority, Tessali shook his head. "We mug reach the ash
meaze as quickly as possible” He raised hisarms, displaying the bandaged wrigt sumps. "My hands were
cut off, and we mugt-"

"Your hands are not there. | have dready eaten one” Karfhud reached into his back satchel and
produced the df's remaining hand. "And | fear your tiefling friend overcooked the other one"

Tesdi stared at the charred hand for afull twenty heartbegts before uttering a sound. Then he let
out such a ghriek that it sounded as though he was dying of shock. At length, it became clear that he was
actudly screeching a question.

"You what?

Karfhud shrugged. "It was a migtake - but | warn you, | will eat the other one if you do not quiet
yoursdlf."

Tessdli fdl slent, but made the mistake of reaching for the charred hand. Karfhud pushed the df
to the ground, then stuffed the appendage back into his satchdl.

"I will keep this one, to insure your cooperation - and your slence™ Without awaiting a reply, the
fiend turned to Siverwind. "Bariaur, you will prepare your heding magic.”

The fiend's command seemed to jolt Siverwind out of his confuson, a least for the moment.
"Heding magic - for what?"

"We mug change the Thrasson's brick foot for a flesh one” Karfhud removed his back satchel,
then opened it and pulled an enormous wineskin from indde. This he hdd out to the Amnesan Hero.
"You may drink your fill."

Jayk quickly intercepted the skin. "Thet idea, sheisa very bad one. When he drinks-"

"l know what happens.” Karfhud jerked the wineskin away, then thrugt it into the Thrasson's
hands. "Drink. | will clean your sword for you."

The Amnesan Hero accepted the skin and yieded his sword, which was ill coated with Sheba's
splike blood. The Thrasson pulled the stopper from the wine sack and took a long swalow. The duff
tasted like sump water, but it was powerful, and it quenched his thirgt. Without asking the fiend's
permisson, he poured along draught into Tessdi's mouth, then passed the sack to Jayk and Silverwind.

Karfhud made no comment on the Amnesan Hero's generosity. Instead, the fiend dashed open
one of his own vens, then dribbled his blood over the Thrasson's star-forged sword. The foul-amdling
duff hissed and bubbled and ingantly dissolved the sticky black gunk that Shebas wound had Ieft
smeared over the blade.

"Tana'ri blood: the best deansng agent in the multiverse™ Karfhud dried the star-forged blade,
then took the wineskin from Jayk's hands and passed it back to the Amnesan Hero. "Drink; this will
hurt."

"What?' The Thrasson demanded.

Karfhud ignored him, instead mationing Jayk to St down in the middle of the passage. "Tiefling,
you will hold the Thrasson - and no hiting."

The Amnesian Hero was beginning to understand the fiend's plan. "Karfhud, | am not going to—"

Thefiend whirled on him. "Did | not swear | would cause you no harm?”

"Yes but-"

"l warn you, if you are lame when you enter Sheba's lair, you will not leave again.” Karfhud let
out along breath, then camed himsdf and stepped back. "But the choice is yours. | will not force you.”

The Amnesian Hero thought for a moment, then lifted the wineskin and began to drink.

"Good." Karfhud turned to Silverwind. "Are you ready?"

The bariaur nodded, then kneded close to Jayk and began to lay out the components of his
heding spells.

"Isthere anything | can do?' Tesdi cast aglum look a his wris stumps, then added, "l used to
be a heder."

Karfhud studied the df for a moment, then motioned him over. "Perhaps you would do me the



honor of sanding a my side. | may have need of advice."

The fiend spoke with such compassion that, had he not been a tanar'ri, the Amnesan Hero would
have sworn he was trying to make Tesdi fed better. As it was, Karfhud's kind words only
puzzled—and worried—the Thrasson.

"Karfhud, I'm sure you know—"

"Drink up, Thrasson!" Karfhud's eyes flashed like forge flames. "And do not worry about Tessdi.
Heping will do him good.”

"Indeed it will." The df went to the fiend's Sde. "'l am glad to offer wht little | can.”

The Amnesian Hero raised the skin and took another drink. The wine had aready filled his head
with sweet clouds, but not so thickly that it had befuddled him as much as the fiend's flattery seemed to
befuddle the df. Karfhud knedled beside the Thrasson. Then, when Tessdi had come over to stand at his
sde, he grabbed the brick foot and, without ceremony, brought the sword down.

The Amnesan Hero had not expected it to hurt - not redly - but he had never been so wrong in
hislife. Even before his brick foot had clattered to the ground, a ferocious ache was shooting up hisleg to
hisvery heart, so pardyzingly painful he could not even scream. He noticed Jayk's fingermails digging into
his shoulders, then fdt his own fingernails dawing at the ground, then began to ydl for more wine.

Sivewind picked up the skin and poured a long draught down his throat, and that was when
Kafhud grabbed Tessdi's ankle. With a quick yank, the fiend jerked the df off his legs, then raised the
Thrasson's star-forged sword to strike off a foot.

The Amnesian Hero pushed the wineskin aside. "No!™

Kafhud's head snapped around. "You mugt have afoot!"

"Not... not someone esed” The Thrasson shook himsdf free of Jayk's grasp and sat up—then
nearly blacked out when he saw the muddy dime oozing from his ankle sump. "Not... Tessdi'd"

"But hewill be no usein Shebas lar!" Karfhud objected. "He cannot fight. He can cast no spdlls.
He cannot even cany our weagpons.”

Tesdl, lying on the ground very dill, said nothing.

"l won't... have it!" The Thrasson turned his tattooed palm toward the fiend. "I... will... diefire."

For once, Jayk did not inform the Amnesian Hero that he was dready dead. Instead, she leaned
forward and placed her lips upon the Thrasson's throat, then whispered, "We die together, Zoombee."

"That won't be necessary.” Kafhud released his terrified captive, then pulled his back-satchel
over and removed the df's blackened hand from a sde pocket. "We can make do with this"

"A hand?' gasped Silverwind.

"It seemsto be dl we have"" Karfhud tossed the appendage to the bariaur. "I suppose you have a
sodl of enlargement?’

Name

In the Thrasson's deep, two disembodied hands—charred hands, with long black taons and
black flakes peding off to expose the mottled pink flesh beneath—brush dong his naked body. They are
cold againg his skin, and scaly, and they leave atral of moldering reek wherever they touch: his cheeks,
his neck and shoulders, his armpits, down to his somach, over his hips and back again to that area of
dark tangles and darker cravings, dong his thighs, past his knees to his feet, even to his toes; wherever
they roam, he feds hisflesh risng up in welts, swdling into thumb-shaped lumps that sprout tiny hooked
pines and gtart to pulse. The blisters grow large as melons. They turn emerdd and gold and ruby and jet,
and ooze ichor, and throb like hearts, and so heavily do they weigh upon the Amnesan Hero that he
cannot me. He cannot St upright to look at his pod-palled body; he cannot lift so much as his finger to
flick the fetid husks away.

It is the beauty of dreams to reved what is true without betraying what is real—or so | have
heard. In truth, unless this endless watching is a nightmare, | cannot say. It has been so long since | dared
to deep thet | have forgotten what it is to dream, or even to rest. Always must | be on guard, lest some



god think to sorm my ramparts; aways mus | survey those who come and those who go, lest one is the
oy who leaves open the gate. To dumber is to surrender, for then my enemies will surdy come and
preval.

And it is the same for the Thrasson. As he dept away the wine and the pain. Ruin has come
geding dong, to hold his head in her Igp and tickle her soft touch over his body high and low; she has
folded him gently in her arms and hugged him close, and it is her hands that he dreams of even now, each
caress drawing forth another of the heaving pods that have been dowly ripening since firg he entered
Sgil.

In his dream, the disembodied black hands sprout a pair of ivory arms from their severed wridts;
the arms begin to grow, dowly dretching up to connect with the shoulders and torso of a naked woman.
Thisis dl the Thrasson can see, for he remans pinned beneath the heavy, throbbing husks-but it is
enough. The woman has the full figure of a goddess and the smooth skin of a statue, and her humming
voiceis as sweet as atrilling flute

Sowly, it returns to him: the terrible shock of Karfhud lopping away his brick foot, the horrid
searing of Silverwind mdting the huge blackened hand onto his ankle, the dark sick tide risng up to
swalow him, the shadowy fingers digging into his shoulders as Jayk struggles to hold him down.

"J—Jayk." He triesto crane his neck back to see her face, but the bloated throbbing husks hold
him down. Still, through the lingering haze of wine and pain, it sesems to him something is wrong with the
color of her skin. "Jayk? It's me—Zoombee."

"Zombie? Y ou mustn't say such things” The voice is femde and familiar, but it does not belong to
thetiefling. "Y ou're far from dead, my love™

His wine woman!

She lays her pdms upon the Thrasson's cheeks; her hands dill fed scay and charred. Her lap
shifts beneath his head. She leans down, bringing her face close to his, her bosom flattening the bloated
pods that cover his chest. The Amnesian Hero sees a visage classic and narrow, an aguiline nose, a cold,
cdlous gaze - ahdo of many-styled blades.

He dreams the woman isme.

An emerad husk, squeezed too tightly between their close-pressed bodies, burds, green ichor
oozes down his flank, aily and full of bitter sink. Wherever the duff touches, he bristles with a chill
nettling; cold needles of agony pierce his skin, then drive deeper with agonizing languor. So dowly do
they dnk that he suffers before he suffers. His dread deepens faster than the anguish itsdlf.

The Thrasson tries to push the woman away, but he cannot raise his ams. He screams,
frightened by his immoahility. All of the green pods burst, and the ichor paints im emerald head to foaot;
he burns with that dow, terrible scadding and shrieks and walls, anguished more by what he fears than by
whet he feds. The Amnesian Hero has succumbed to the first Pain.

"Sssshhhh! Y ou musatint draw the othersto ud | have waited too long for this"" The voice remains
that of his wine woman. She smothers his cries with a kiss, then whispers a trio of soft syllables
"Theseus™

The word plucks a harp gring indde the Thrasson's breast, sets his whole being to thrumming.
Suddenly, he stops dreaming. Theseus was somebody's name, he remembers.

It was his name.

His eyes snapped open, and the Thrasson found himsdf lying on the hard brick pavement,
looking up not at the Lady of Pain's face, but a that of his wine woman. She was beautiful as ever, with
dlive skin and emerdd eyes and high, proud cheeks.

"Theseus?' he croaked. "l am Theseus?'

"You remember!”

The wine woman gave him a moon-bright smile and hugged him close to her breast, and that was
when the Thrasson - no, Theseus—that was when Theseus remembered the throbbing husks of ichor
dinging to his breast.

"No, wait..."

A trio of ydlow pods burgt, filling the ar with the stlench of spoiled mest. A pasty ydlow ichor



spread down the Thrasson's breast Belts of crushing agony tightened around his chest; the pain began to
ank, dropping through his sernum and dipping down between his ribs, settling deep into his torso. A
blanket of grim wet pain fdl over his lungs, and Theseus found himsdf fighting to draw every anguished
breath. He fdt cold fingers around his heart, not squeezing so much as holding, thwarting the swel of
each beat s0 that his entire chest cramped with every pulse.

Asthe pain deepened, the reek of the ydlow ichor grew stronger and more bitter, until the amdl
grew so overwheming that Theseus could not prevent himsdf from gagging. The convulson caused more
ydlow pods to burst; more golden ichor spilled over his body, and crushing bands of agony began to
tighten around his ssomach, his legs, even his throat. The rancid rotten-meat stench grew overwheming,
and he knew he could not keep himsdf from retching.

The wine woman bardly had time to push Theseuss head off her 1ap. She jumped up and glared
down a him, her mouth twisted into an expression of distaste.

"Is the scent of my bosom so sckening to you, Theseus?' Her emerdd eyes' betrayed no hint
that she ameled the stench of the awful ichor that covered his body, nor that she saw the bloated pods
dinging to it. "Has our love grown so repulsive to you?!

Theseus shook his head, and a painful ringing echoed through his skull. "No. Our loveiswdl — |
amsure

"Then proveit." The woman raised her chin. "Tdl me"

Now that the green and ydlow pods had burst, Theseus was not so heavily burdened. He
managed to raise his head s0 that he could look his wine woman directly in the face. "I love you."

Tears wdled in her eyes. "You're lying! How can you declare your love without even knowing
my name?’ She began to back away, her lips trembling. "I thought you would remember if | told you your
name-but you've forgotten me™

"No!" Theseus stretched a hand toward her, causng the lagt yelow husk to burst. His arm went
limp and dropped to the ground, feding as though Karfhud had stomped on his elbow. "Can't you see?
I'min pan!"

"Soam "

With that, the woman spun and ran out of Sght.

"Walt!"

Theseus gathered his strength and rolled onto his Sde, intending to rise and go after her. Insteed,
he smashed two red pods dinging to his flank. The husks burd, filling the ar with a smdl so doying and
swet it dizzied him. The red ichor did not spill over the ground, but spread upward over his body, drawn
into his flesh as lamp ail is drawn into the wick. His skin began to bum, then went strangdy numb. He
suddenly fdt hallow and broken indde. A vague nausea welled up someplace deep in his bely, and wha
litle strength he had been able to muster abruptly drained from his limbs He rolled onto his back,
crushing more red pods; he fdt the ruby ichor rigng into his flesh, ginging his skin with that strange
burning numbness.

Theseus thought the hollow feding would start expanding again; he expected to grow weaker, to
fed even more broken within. Instead, he experienced a fierce longing to hold the wine woman in his
ams, to fill the emptiness insde him and fed her lips pressed to his, her bosom crushed againg his chest,
her loins grinding into his own. He could think of nothing but her, of his desire for her and how unfair she
was to desert him. He would have her; he would hunt her down and seize her and make her understand
thet he had forgotten her through no fault of his own.

The Thrasson's strength rushed back to his limbs He pushed himsdf upright and saw that the
wine woman had dragged him away from his companions. The passage was flanked by the rusty red
wadls of the iron maze and paved with the same dark bricks, but he was gtting in a smdl dogleg passage
he did not recognize, and there were no sgns of his four companions.

It did not matter; nothing mattered except catching his wine woman. Theseus started to draw his
legs up, and that was when he saw the hand.

Thething was flopping there at the end of his leg, just below the inflamed, cruddy gitched seam
whereit joined his ankle. About twice the Sze of a normd hand, the appendage was 4ill ugly and charred



and covered with scaly black flakes and mottled patches of bare skin. The pinky was where his big toe
should have been, and the thumb was on the outsde where the little toe should have been. The long
fingers, seared and dender as they were, made the thing look more like a fiend's daw than a man's foot.

Theseus tried to bend hisbig toe. The blackened pinky started to curl, and that was when his last
red pod burst He had done nothing to squeeze the husk or jar it. The thing had just grown too full and
split, spilling ruby ichor down his bresst.

Again, there was tha doying sweet andl and the strange numbness snking into his skin.
Something shattered indde, and a terrible, overwhdming grief filled Theseus. He would never catch the
wine woman with that ghastly thing on hisfoot! And, evenif he did, how could she ever return hislove? If
not a mongter, he had become at least a mongrosty - hardly worthy of the adoration of someone so
beautiful as hiswine woman!

Theseus let his body dam back to the ground, barely naticing as his skull smashed onto the hard
bricks.

"Karfhud," he cried, "what have you done to me?'

The Thrasson had barely uttered the fiend's name before a blocky, homed shadow fdl over his
face.

"There you are. | was beginning to fear you would not think to cdl my name" The ground
shuddered beneath the fiend's steps, then Karfhud's yellow-fanged muzze appeared over Theseus. "l
cannot imeagine how you wandered this far. Slverwind said you would be in too much pain to walk."

"It was my beloved,” the Thrasson explained. "She brought me here.”

"That cannot be. Jayk is dill—" Karfhud stopped in mid sentence, reading the Thrasson's next
thought even as it formed itsdf. "I shal have to keep a careful watch for this wine woman. It is a rare
kidnapper who can sted a caper - comrade while my back is turned.”

"She did not sted me"" Asthe Thrasson stared up at Karfhud's face, he was surprised to notice a
thick coating of ydlow ichor and a golden, goiterlike pod throbbing on the fiend's neck. "Had | been
awake, | would certainly have gone willingly. | would do it now."

"And miss the battle with Sheba?' Kafhud scoffed. "I thought you wanted to recover your
amphora and steal my maps—or have you lost your ambition, now that you recal your name?"

"Thereisdill enough | do not recall.” Theseus was surprised to notice another ydlow pod, much
gamdler, dangling benegth the fiend's pointed ear. He wondered if Karfhud was aware of the two husks.
"And whether | recover the amphora or not, | will never lose interest in finding the exit to this place.”

"Then let us return to the others; Slverwind must ready you for battle, and then we will attack.”

Karfhud stepped around to Theseuss sde and knedled down to pick him up. The fiend's body
was coated in ydlow ichor, and there were a least ten golden pods, ranging in Sze from no larger than a
thumb to as big as Sheba's head, dangling from his body. The Thrasson saw no husks of any other color
henging on the tanar'ri.

Before taking Theseus into his arms, Karfhud hesitated and glanced down at his body. "What are
you looking a? | see no podd”

"Here"

Theseus tried to pluck a husk off the fiend's body. He might as wel have tried to grab a bubble;
the pod burgt the ingtant his fingers touched it, and a fresh wave of golden ichor spilled down the tanar'ri's
chest.

Karfhud hissed in pain, then glared at the Thrasson with yelow flames licking in the pupils of his
maroon eyes. "Whatever you did, do not do it again!”

With that, the tanar'ri snatched the Thrasson into his ams and turned up the passage. Theseus
amiled at his newfound weapon, then glanced over his own body and frowned. He il had twice as many
pods as Karfhud, and dl of them were black.

Pains Of The Spirit



Thefog drags across my face, coarse and sour as damp wool, heavy with the smdl of blood and
cleaved bone and entrals strewn across gray waters. The streets murmur with the sound of whimpering
children and the rasp of tiny claws scraping raw bone, with the disbdieving groans of the dow and the
foolish and the unlucky. The night ar is cold for Sgil; my breath shoots ydlow and seamy from my
mouth, and from the tips of my sted hdo depend crimson icicles

| am disappointed—1 admit that, and fredy—hbut only in mysdf, only in my falure to see whet is
obvious. The wine woman has been hdping im dl dong: it was she who lured Tessali and his guards out
of Rivergate, it was she who led him to Karfhud, and - though | need not tdl you - it can only be the wine
womean who revealed the pods to him. Wine has that power over men, | know; it makes clear to them
what they otherwise do not see a dl.

Sill, I mugt ask you why.

Sympethy for the Thrasson, | understand. He is the Amnesian Hero, and ever are you mortds
searching for heroes. But what of Poseidon? Is not ad to this battered castaway . ..

(Do not think me fool enough to cal him Theseus, for wel do | know the legend: how he was
gotten on Aethra by two fathers at once, King Aegeus and the god Poseidon; how he found Aegeuss
sandals and sword beneath a boulder and cleared the road of robbers as he walked to Athens to dam
his birthright; how he narrowly escaped degth at the poisoning hands of his father's jedl ous queen; how he
saled to the land of King Minos and, with the ad of the king's own daughter Ariadne, entered the
labyrinth and dew the terrible Minotaur; how he forgot Ariadne on the ide of Naxos and in his distress
neglected to Sgnd his safe return, so grieving his father that the king threw himsdf off a diff - a clever
way to usurp a throne, was it not? How he bequeathed democracy upon his city.... | know the whole
legend, this and much more, so do not think to fool me into caling this addle-brained, hand-footed
castaway Theseud!)

...ad to the King of Seas? If the Amnesan Hero and Theseus are the same, then is his mother
not Aethra? Are the memoriesin the amphora not tme, and if true for him, then not aso true for me? You
mus see where that will lead: back to the banks of the River Lethe, to the dark thieving waters and the
question that must not be answered.

So | mugt ask again, did you send her, and why?

Gray Waters

Bruised pam dagpping stony ground and leg Hill throbbing from ankle to hip, the Thrasson
hobbles through the rocky gorge as best he can, hissng his breath between clenched teeth and dutching
his star-forged sword tightly in his hand. On dl his companions he sees pods and ichor: green ooze
dripping from Tessali's sumps, emerald and ruby husks throbbing on Jayk's shadowy breast, ebony dime
and white blisters dinging everywhere to Silverwind, ydlow hulls squeezing out benesth Karfhud's
back-satchel, black burrs deaving to his own breast. Despite his pain, de-spite dl the pain dinging to his
companions, he thinks of nothing but the fiend's bitter wine, of the wine woman's return, of folding her
intohisarms and ...

Fird, there is a battle to win, an amphora to recover, memories to reclam, a woman's name to
recdl, afiend to fdl, and maps to sted. After the victory, there will time for drinking and celebrating and
lovemaking, the Thrasson is quite certain. To best a tanar'ri lord, to rescue a lost love, to escape the
Lady's mazes, dl in one day, dl with a hand for afoot and only cripples and barmies for a war party, will
be his greatest feet yet. The gods themselves will ang praises to the name of Theseus!

A hero's spirit, they say, never breaks.

But will it shatter?

Karfhud's pace has been dowing for some time, and now he has stopped before an irregular
crde of darkness hanging on the side of the gorge. The blackened area could have been a cave, save for
the scorch marks on the opposite wal of the passage. The fiend has furled his map, bent his aam around
a that impossible angle and stuffed the rall into his satchel.



"Prepare yoursdves," he said, pulling out an unmarked parchment. "We are entering Sheba's lair.”

With that, the tanar'ri stepped into the mouth of the blackness. A tongue of flame lashed out to
lick briefly at the gorge's opposite wadl, then died away. Theseus moved forward, blocking the
conjunction, and faced his remaining companions.

"This is your chance to escape the tanar'ri, my friends" Theseus ran an uneasy gaze over the
pods on his companions bodies, wondering if he could prevent the husks from bursting by sparing his
friends the battle to come. "The fighting will begin soon, and then Karfhud will be too busy to come back
for you."

"What about you, Zoombee?"

The question took Theseus by surprise. Since departing the iron maze, Jayk and Tessdi had been
hanging back together, quietly whipering back and forth so intensdy they had nearly gotten lost severd
times. The Thrasson had assumed - perhaps even hoped - that the tigfling's crisis of fath had caused a
transfer of affections. Apparently, the conversation had been less romantic than he imagined.

"For my own reasons, I'm as eager as the tanar'ri to kill the mongter.” Theseus raised his hand,
displaying the gruesome face tattooed on his pam. "Besides, aslong as | have this, the choice is not truly
inmy ... hands."

Jayk stepped forward. "Then | am going too, Zoombee."

"It would be s&—" The Thrasson caught himsdf and did not say "safe" unsure how Jayk might
react to the suggestion that she feared for her life. "It might be better to wait here.”

Thetiefling shook her head stubbornly. "My place iswith you."

"And | certainly have no intention of letting you dip my thoughts again," said Slverwind. "You are
the thread that will leed me out of here."

Theseus looked to Tessdi, who now stood at the back of the line looking disgruntled and more
then alittle frightened.

"I have no intention of taying here adone, if that's what you're hoping. Youll just have to keep an
eye out for me" The df glanced at the Thrasson's feet. "After dl, that's my hand you have there

"As you wish." Theseus was addressing dl three of his companions. "But don't be afrad to turn
and run. It will be easier to kill the mongter if | know you are safe”

Theseus raised his sword to a middle guard, then turned and legpt through the conjunction. There
was no splash, and no ripples spreading across the Slvery surface away from where he stood. The
Thrasson amply found himsdf ganding chest-deep in the doudy gray waters of a narrow swamp
channd, the fingers of his new foot curling into the slky mud bottom. A pearly fog lay upon the water like
smoke, so thick that he could bardly make out tangled webs of prop roots risng dong the banks to
support impenetrable thickets of vine-choked bog trees.

About four paces down the passage stood Karfhud, a black silhouette rigng from the water like a
great cypress. He was looking down one of the passages of a four-way intersection, holding his map in
one hand and tracing a line upon its surface with a taon of the other. The air was dill and hot, and so
quiet Theseus could hear the rasp of the fiend's claw on the parchment.

"The others did not want to wait." Karfhud was not asking a question. "They think you will be
their salvation, but you must not let them distract you. In the mazes, each must look out for himsdf.”

" expect you to protect them as you would me" Theseus remained near the conjunction, so tha
the flames shooting from the other sde would prevent his companions from coming through until he was
more familiar with the area. "If you fail, don't expect any help from me."

"Wha makes you think | expect hdp now?' Karfhud dipped his taon into the wound he had
opened on his opposite wrigt, then used the blood to draw a line on his parchment. "You will find it
necessary to defend yourself, and that is enough.”

"Enough for what?'

Instead of answering, Karfhud motioned the Thrasson forward. "Let your friends in. The longer
we tarry, the less | map before Sheba attacks.”

Theseus remained where he stood, wondering if he could force the fiend to tdl him what was so
important about mapping the mongter's lair.



"I would tdl you," Karfhud said, reading his thoughts. "But then | would have to kill you, and |
have dready sworn not to do that"

"We both know the vaue of that oath.”

Karfhud's head snapped around, his maroon eyes flashing so hatly that little beams of scarlet
seemed to shoot through the fog. "Thet is the trouble with you honorable types. In your arrogance, you
presume to know the tanar'i mind. You know nothing. If you did, you would think less highly of
yourselves"

"Perhaps - but it does not change our circumstance. We both know that one of us, at least, will
perish before this battle is done.”

A low rumble began to echo out of the sky, quickly building to a tremendous bellow that set the
tree leaves to quivering and the surface of the water to shuddering. Karfhud cast a nervous glance down
each of the passages around him, then looked back to Theseus.

"Thereis no need for matters to end as you say. My mapswill not lead you out of the mazes™

"Perhaps | would believe you if you told me why you're meking them.”

The fog began to thicken, and Karfhud hissed a curse. "Rdease me from my oath, and | will tdl
you."

Theseus raised his brow, shocked by the fiend's demand. Why would the tanar'ri want his oath
released, unless he was bound to keep it?

"Or unless | wanted you to think | was bound." Karfhud peered into the thickening fog,
pretending to Sudy a Side passage. "Your arrogance is a pity, redly. Once you know what | am doing,
you will lose interest.”

"Thet isfor me to decide.”

Anocther below rumbled over the swvamp, this time shaking the trees so hard that severd dead
branches cracked and fdl. Karfhud glanced up at the lesfy canopy, which was nearly concealed in the
dense fog, then shrugged.

"I will tdl you this much: thisis the last one."

"The last what?"

"Labyrinth," the fiend replied. "I have plotted dl the others. Once | have done with this one, my
mapswill be complete.”

"That's not possible. You're lying.”

Kafhud dipped his homed head in the Thrasson's direction. "Your arrogance is beyond
imegining.”

"You cant map dl of the mazes. Slverwind says that a new one is created for every person
who—"

"Slverwind is correct,” Karfhud interrupted. "But you entered the mazes in the company of
Tessdi and Jayk, and you are dl together. If Slverwind is right, should you not each be in a separate
labyrinth?'

Theseus frowned, trying to find the siring that would help him unrave thisriddle.

"A millennium would not be time enough for you to solve this enigma” Kafhud said. "You
honorable types have no grasp of the Flurdity. The answer is Smple there is only one maze, and there
are many mazes."

The Thrasson scowled. "Now you arc taking nonsense.”

"Am 17" Karfhud glanced down a sde passage, then turned away and started to wade in the
opposite direction. "'l will explain as | work, if you wish, but | have done with waiting. You are no good
to meif Shebakillsyou here. I'l only have to retreat again.”

The fiend vanished around the corner, leaving Theseus done at the end of the channd. The
Thrasson quickly waded forward, for he needed Karihud's hdp as much as the tanar'ri needed his. Only
together could they hope to day the monster of the labyrinth-or at least to keep her at bay long enough to
recover the amphora and map the maze.

Theseus had barely reached the intersection before Slverwind came through the conjunction with
Tessli on his back and Jayk in his arms. There was a loud splash as the bariaur dropped the tiefling's



legs into the water. An indant later, another of Sheba's thunderous bellows reverberated through the
svamp.

"Zoombed!" Jayk threw hersdlf into the channd and began to swvim after Theseus.

Sivewind, 4ill carying Tessli on his back, plowed through the water close behind. The
Thrasson waited for the others to catch up, unsettled by the tiefling's uncharacterigtic display of rear. As
happy as he was to see that she vaued her life, he had the uncomfortable feding that she had attributed
that vaue to him - and he had the wine womean to think of.

Jayk stopped at his Sde and set her feet on the bottom. "Zoombee, you stayed very long in front
of the conjunction.” She reached for hisarm. "The fight, we thought she had dready started!”

"Without you? Never!" Theseus freed his arm from the tiefling's grasp, then glanced a Silverwind
and Tessdli. "Prepare yoursalves, and keep a sharp wetch.”

The Thrasson turned and led the way after Karfhud.

They caught the tanar'ri at the next intersection, where the fiend had stopped to make some more
scratchings. Theseus quickly assgned each of his other companions to watch in a separate direction,
taking forward for himsdf.

He dipped past the tanar'ri to assume his post. "Karfhud, you were going to explan?’

Thefiend looked up and cocked his head. "Very quiet." He started down one of the passages he
hed just marked. "Sheis coming for us"

"Dont change the subject.” Theseus glanced back to make certain the others were following, then
positioned himsdf ahead of the fiend. "How can one maze-"

"What isit you seek?' Karfhud interrupted. "In the mazes, | mean to say.”

"Only one thing: the exit.”

"And that is why you will never find it." They waded around a gentle curve and entered a long,
sneking channd where the bog trees hung so low that Karfhud's horns ticked againg the boughs as they
moved forward. "You are aso seeking something ese - something for which you are willing to fight
Sheba. Think."

"Thet requires no thought." Craning his neck back so he could keep waich on the low-hanging
canopy, Theseus ried on the charred hand sewn onto his ankle to fed his way through the water. "I
want the amphora.”

"Because?"'

"Because | promised to ddiver it to the Lady of Pan."

"I am done wagting my breath on you!" Karfhud growled. "I could give you my maps, and you
would never find your exit!"

Theseus glared over his shoulder a the fiend's maze-blighted face. "If you are so wise, why are
you dill here? Why haven't you found your own way out?'

Karfhud's maroon eyes deepened to black. "What makes you think | want to?"

A digant doshing sounded someplace ahead, didting a startled gasp from both Jayk and Tessdli.

Theseus turned his attention forward. "Maybe we should try another passage.”

"That iswhat she wants," said Karfhud. " Otherwise, we would have heard nothing. We are doing
better than | had hoped.”

"Better?'

Instead of replying, Karfhud dipped past the Thrasson and continued up the passage, usng his
own blood to carefully trace each bend and curve on the parchment Happy to let the fiend assume the
risk of leading the way, Theseus waded adong behind, periodicaly glancing back. to check on his
companions. It was hardly necessary; Jayk and Slverwind did not look away from the channd banks for
30 much as a second, while Tessali, reverse-mounted on the bariaur's back, was gazing holes through the
fog behind them.

Sheba was far too cunning to attack while the party remained so dert. Asde from the recurrent
rumble of her bellowing and an occasiona dosh in the distance, she did little to trouble the odd company.
Kafhud was able to mgp more of the swamp than he had hoped, and Theseus had plenty of time to
condder ther earlier conversation. The Thrasson's true reason for wanting the amphora was to learn



more about his past. Regardless of his promise to Poseidon, the memoaries in the jar were his, and by
rights he should have them. Even if he were to happen upon the exit at tha very moment, he doubted he
would leave without the amphora’s treasure.

See how gently the rot stedls into the soul? How smoothly the wish unfulfilled becomes the right
withhed? Show me the heart that is pure, and | will show you the heart thet is stone. We dl have our
Karfhuds, our unquenchable thirgts, our secret treasons, we dl have our reasonable excuses and our
tempering cases, but that cannot change what we have done. We have dl struck our bargains. Pretending
thet we had no choice does not make us tragic or noble or virtuous—it only makes us wesk.

"Decper.”

Karfhud had stopped in the confluence of five channdls, and he was carefully peering down each
one and marking it with his own blood.

Theseus scanned the area. The slvery waters 4ill rose only to Karfhud's wais, the channels
ahead remained as placid and smooth as a mirror, and the tangled roots of bog-trees continued to flank
the passages. He saw no sgns at dl that the swamp was degpening.

"Not the swamp - you." Karfhud selected one of the side passages, seemingly at random, and
dtarted forward again. "Look deeper.”

Theseus frowned, rductant to trust Karfhud, yet uncertain of how the tanar'ri's smple advice
could be dangerous. "Why are you hdping me?"

"Did | not swear to ad you inany way | can?"

"You can do that by finding the amphora.”

"What do you suppose | an doing now?' Karfhud turned down a side passage the Thrasson had
not even noticed. The fog was growing thicker. "But finding the amphora will do you no good if you do
not know what you are looking for."

Theseus followed the fiend into the narrowing channd, then glanced over his shoulder to make
certain his other companions adso made the turn. Jayk rounded the comer less than three paces behind
him, a shadowy head and shoulders plowing adong the surface of the sivery water. A moment later came
Siverwind's much larger slhouette, his fog-blurred torso looming amost as high above the channd as
Karfhud. Tessdi was a hazy blotch on the bariaur's back.

"Close up the line some more," Theseus ordered. "l can hardly see you back there.”

He turned forward again, only to discover that Karfhud had nearly vanished into the mids ahead.
The Thrasson doshed ahead, the fingers of his makeshift foot digging deep into the cana's slky bottom.

When he caught the fiend, he said, "I'm looking for my memories. What else could it be?'

"Only you can determine the answer to that.”

"Why don't you help me?' Theseuss voice was more hitter than chdlenging. "You can read
minds"

"BEven | cannot read what is not there. Y ou have forgotten what it is you seek.” Karfhud raised his
muzze, as though siiffing the air, then motioned the Thrasson closer. "Let me see your sword. | have
something that will keep Sheba's fur from steding it out of your hands.”

Remembering how the tanar'ri had used his own blood to dean the mongter's black sap off the
blade earlier, Theseus waded to Karfhud's side. He did not yidd the weapon, however, but Smply raised
it high enough so the fiend could swab the stedl.

Karfhud clucked at the Thrasson's suspicions, but made no other complaint. He switched his map
to his free hand, then ran his dashed wrig up and down the flat of the blade, smearing a thick coat of
black, acrid-smdling blood over both sides.

"Dip the blade into the water now and then to dow the drying,” the fiend advised. "But even s, it
will not last long. Tel meif it beginsto crust before Sheba attacks.”

"Then sheis close?"

Karfhud stared past Slverwind into the thickening migts. "She has never been far. But she has
grown quiet.”

Theseus cocked his brow, for the fiend was right. The mongter had not bellowed, or even made
any lashing sounds, snce they had entered this narrow passage. He started to mention this, but



Karfhud abruptly turned away and started down the passage, no longer bothering to trace its course on
his parchment. Clearly, he expected Sheba's attack soon.

Karfhud lowered his hand and quietly waved Theseus up. "But perhaps | can be of some help to
you, Thrasson. Knowing what the others seek may help you discover what you must find."

Theseus waded to the fiend's Sde. "l am ligening." It was a hdf-truth; he was much more intent
on searching the fog ahead, but he saw the wisdom in carrying on as they had been. A sudden slence
would dert the monger to their vigilance, and he was anxious to have the beattle done before the
company grew even more weary than it was now. "Still, | fal to see how an exit can serve one person
and not ancther.”

"The Flurdity." Karfhud answered. "Is it not a law of the multiverse that there are a thousand
meenings for every fact?'

"No!" The answer came from the rear of the line, where Siverwind had apparently been paying
more attention than Theseus redlized. "That is not the way | imagined it, not at dl! What you're taking
about would be chaos-"

"Precisdly. Chaod" Karfhud stopped and turned around, ralling up his new map as he spoke.
"That isthe way of the multiversel No oneisright, and everyoneisright.”

Tesdi groaned. "A Xaodtect." The df peered over Silverwinds shoulder & Theseus, then
added, "I should have known better than to trust you to pick a guide.”

"Keep your watch!" Theseus pointed his sword & the df. "Thisisno time to get into an argument
about-"

Kafhud's taons pinched the Thrasson's shoulder. "Did you not ask for my help, Theseus?'

"Yes but..."

"Then ligen - and learn." Karfhud dipped past Jayk and went to Slverwind, who stood his
ground and looked the fiend squarely in the eye. "Are you not the imaginer of the mazes?'

The bariaur nodded. "I am the imaginer of dl things”

The haze had thickened to the point where the Thrasson could barely make out their two looming
shapes. The bog trees flanking the channd were little more than dark, hulking shadows, and it was no
longer possible to tdl the surface of the water from the fog floating upon it. Karfhud's arm snaked back
to suff his map into his satchel, and Theseus thought he understood why the fiend had picked that
moment to start a debate with Siverwind.

Sheba was coming up from the rear.

Karfhud continued to speak with the bariaur. ™Y ou made the mazes, and yet you cannot find a
way out?'

Slverwind shook his head. "No. | an aslog as you."

Theseus dipped by Jayk, gently nudging her and fluttering his fingers in the semblance of a
spdlcadting. She grabbed hisarm and refused to let him pass. He scowled, then pried his am loose and
waved his fingers again. The tiefling bit her lip, but rductantly nodded and plunged her hands into the
water to retrieve the necessary ingredients. The Thrasson continued toward the others.

Karfhud was continuing to debate Silverwind, as though the differences in their particular creeds
were more important than any monster saking the party. "You are the imaginer of the mazes, yet you are
logt in them," the fiend was saying. " So, your search for an exit isredly a search for the inner truth of your
own being, isit not?"

Slvewinds eyes lit up. "Why-why, yes it i9" The bariaur suddenly looked hdf a century
younger, but it did not escape Theseuss notice that a pair of the old fellow's pods had stopped throbbing
and grown quite firm, like melons about to burst. "'l have been looking at thisdl wrong - I'm not trapped
inthe mazes at dl!"

Karfhud nodded gravely. "Then you are looking for-"

"Theredity of my own being!”

So excited was Siverwind that he kicked his hedls up, dumping Tessdli into the water. Theseus
eased his way close to the bariaur's flank and, doing his best to keep an unobtrusve watch down the
channd, reached for the df.



Tessdli came up sputtering and glaing at Karfhud. "The barmies in my ward speak better sense
then thet!"

"No doubt,” Karfhud agreed. "In your wisdom, you have dready discovered the essentid
meaning of the multiverse, have you not-that it has no meaning?"

This seemed to cadm Tessdi, if not Theseus. The argument was judt the digtraction the monster
hed been waiting for.

"Try not to be so overwrought, Theseus," said the fiend. "Sometimes, the only thing we can do is
be patient."

Karfhud cast a cautionary glance a the Thrasson, then looked back to Tessdli, who, now that his
wisdom had been acknowledged, seemed to regard the tanar'ri with newfound respect.

"Tesdi," the fiend continued, "l can see that you are one of those rare eves who has a true
undergtanding of himsdf - and | have read enough thoughts to know. Let us describe life as a maze, and
your sdvation as the exit; | am sure you can tdl me what you are searching for.”

"Certainly." Tessdli's gaze grew unessy and shifted away from Karfhud. "But | don't see what this
has to do with the plurdity of the multiverse”

Karfhud's voice grew stem. "I am not explaining chaos; | am honoring my oath to the Thrasson.
Given your trade, | should think you would want to hep.”

The tanar'ri was acting more like a cdestid sergphim than an Abyssdl fiend, and tha made
Theseuss spine creep.

Karfhud's puffy lips began to twitch - no doubt with the effort of not amirking a the Thrasson's
absurd thought - but the fiend kept his attention fixed firmly on Tessdi.

"W, df? Will you help this man or not?'

"That won't be needed,” Theseus interjected. "Whatever Karfhud is playing at, it can only lead to
harm.”

"No, he'sright,” said Tessdi. "l should know mysdf well enough to answer his question.”

Tesdi fdl deep into thought, leaving it to Theseus aone to watch for Sheba. Karfhud's maroon
eyes remained fixed on the df, as though he had completely forgotten about the monster. Silverwind was
mumbling to himsaf about essentiad redities and knowing his own mind, and Jayk was off hiding in the fog
somewhere. A disurbing thought occurred to the Thrasson, and he dowly turned in a circle, searching
the channd's haze-shrouded surface for the dark slhouette of the tiefling's head and shoulders. He saw
nothing but gray.

Theseus was about to cal her name when Tessali looked up, raisng the sumps at the ends of his
ams. "For too long have | let my hands dictate the meaning of my lifd" His eyes were flashing with
excitement, and, as with Silverwind, one of the husks hanging from his body had stopped throbbing and
looked ready to burgt. "But there is no meaning outside ourselves My heding hands have only been
digracting me; without them | am free to look inward."

"Then you are better off without your hands than we are without Jayk," Theseus said. He dipped
his sword into the water to wet Karfhud's blood, then called, "Jayk?'

"Thetiefling knows how to find her exit," Karfhud said. "She has dways known, but she doesn't
want to leave yet." Theseus whirled on the fiend. "What are you saying?' "l think you know.” Karfhud's
eyes gimmered crimson. "What isit she's dways saying? ‘Lifeisanilluson?’

As badly as he wished that he did not, the Thrasson understood Karfhud's meening. As a
Dusgtman, Jayk sought the path to the One Degth.

"Yes" Kafhud was aniling now. "But she is afraid to reach the end, because she knows you
won't go with her."

"Whereis she?' Theseus glared into the fog. "If you've let anything happen to her-"

"Me?" scoffed Karfhud. ™Y ou are the one who turned his back on her."

Theseus pushed past the tanar'ri. "Jayk!"

"Shewill not answer. The mongter is too close upon her.”

Theseus rushed into the fog, pushing through the waters and making a great splashing - loud, but
not so loud that it drowned out Karfhud's wheezy snickering. The Thrasson's chest tightened with anger,



though less at the fiend than at himsdf for dlowing Jayk and the others to come with him into Sheba's lair.
It was one thing to gtrike bargains with tanar'ri on his own behdf, and quite another to drag his friends
into the quagmire with him.

When he did not find the tiefling within a dozen steps, Theseus stopped to study the area.
Although the channd was no more than four arm-spans wide, he could bardly see the tangled banks; they
were litle more than a dight darkening in the fog. Behind him, the pearly haze had swalowed Karfhud
and the others entirdly. It was asif he had passed through a conjunction and entered a different maze.

"Jayk?"

His answer came from the channd behind him, in the form of a Sartled shout that ingantly
intendfied to a dhriek of anguish. Before Theseus could identify the voice, a degfening bellow crashed
through the fog, drowning out the scream and driving spikes of pain through his eardrums. He whirled
around and splashed down the passage, cursng Karfhud's treachery in not tdling him from which
direction the mongter was approaching.

By the time the ringing in Theseus's ears began to die down, he could see the fiend's black, blurry
slhouette in the center of the passage. The tanar'ri was writhing about madly, his daws flinging snarled
tangles of fur through the haze, his wings beeting the water into a dlver froth. The Thrasson angled
toward the bank so he would enter the fray on the mongter's flank. Even after moving past the flaling
black wall of Karfhud's wings, he had trouble finding Sheba hersdf. So dosdy did her color match the
pearly fog that, save for the snarl of flalling arms and hooves tucked under her far arm, Theseus would
not have seen the beast at dl.

Was Karfhud fighting to save Silverwind? It could not be possible.

A sharp crackle hissed up the channd. A brilliant flash lit the fog behind the mongter, cresting a
spectacular hdo around her shaggy figure. A spray of smoking fur and black drops empted from behind
her shoulder. Sheba suddenly lurched forward, her face and chest dgpping the water like the flat of a
paddle. Karfhud legpt on her, tearing into the wound with both claws and burying his fangs deep into her
collarbone.

Theseus brushed past Tessdi, who was standing helpless and gape-mouthed severa paces shy of
the battle, and waded into a churning cloud of smoke that stank of scorched fur and rotten, charred mest.
The Thrasson saw Silverwind's face and arms bob above the water, only to disappear an indant later as
Kafhud pushed the mongter's head benesth the surface. Jayk was nowhere to be seen; she was
somewhere behind the monster, no doubt preparing more magic.

Theseus hoped the spdl would not strike him by mistake. There was nothing but three paces of
water between him and a clear drike at Sheba's head. He raised his sword, aready imagining the gurgling
pop it would cause as the blade cleaved the mongter's neck.

Siverwind suddenly came out of the water, dill tucked benesth Sheba's arm. The mongter's head
came up next, spewing a huge piece of Karfhud's wing from her mouth. Though Theseus was only two
steps away, the mongter did not even seem to see him as she spun hdf away. There was a sharp crackle,
then her shoulder, now caught in the clutches of Karfhud's hands and teeth, dipped from its joint. Sheba
threw her head back and loosed another deafening bellow, this one dl the more terrifying because of the
anguish in her voice.

Theseus sSdestepped to avoid hiting Karfhud—he would not have bothered, save that
experience had taught him tha his sword would dip from his grasp-then pushed forward, drawing that
star-forged blade down across the frost of Sheba's shoulder. The sted, Hill black with Karfhud's blood,
diced through the mongter's hide and thick grigtle as though it were mere slk.

Sheba's below did not resound in Theseuss ears so much as pummd them. Everything went
black, and something cool and wet splattered hisface. The Thrasson ducked indinctively, but no crushing
counterattack came. When his vison cleared, he saw the monger's am floating in the water, with
Karfhud, aso stunned by tile bellow, sill dinging to it

Sheba was a blurry gray shape retregting through the fog. Theseus drove forward after her, his
eyes fixed on the black crde of sap oozing from her cleaved shoulder. Beneath her good arm,
Sivewind's druggles were growing more feeble by the second - though, thankfully, the bariaur was



traling no red drops to maich the black gring of blood beads that the monger left bobbing on the
channd surface.

To Theseuss surprise, the wal of bog trees ahead of his quany seemed to be growing darker and
more distinct with each step. Already, he could make out the shapes of individud limbs and, lower down,
the web of tangle roots. The Thrasson hoped Sheba was heading for some hidden passage he could not
yet see; if she dimbed over the wadl, he would have to choose between abandoning Silverwind or
jumping into an unknown maze with no guarantee that Karfhud—or even Jayk—would follow.

Theseuss concerns changed when he heard the tiefling's frightened voice duttering out an
incantation. Sheba was not flesing, he redlized; she was only covering her flank.

The monger let out another bellow, then stopped before a snarl of vine-draped bog trees.
Theseus pushed through the water as fast as he could, tempted to try swvimming but knowing that, with
his sword in hand, it would probably be even dower than wading. Jayk finished her spell. There was a
sharp crackle, then along spray of matted fur and black, sticky blood shot from Shebas side to splash
into the channd. She did not fall.

The mongter raised one leg out of the water, then leaned dightly away from the bank, preparing
to ddiver a ssomp kick. Theseus considered throwing his sword, but that was a desperation move, to be
attempted only as a last resort, and only when the blow would be a killing one. If the monster could be
killed at dl, he knew asngle strike would not do it. Besides, only two more steps...

Sheba lowered her foot, smashing through a tangle of prop roots. From somewhere distant,
somewhere beyond the Thrasson's ringing ears, came a sngle, drangled cry - then he was on the
mongter. Theseus sivung, burying his sword deep where a human's kidney would be. In the same motion,
he drew the blade free and reversed his attack, griking upward into her ribs, trying to reach her lungs

As Theseus wrenched his sted free to try for a third strike, Sheba spun, smashing Silverwind's
rear quarters into his shoulder pauldron. The Thrasson's god-forged bronze absorbed the worst of the
blow, but the impact dill knocked him off his feet and sent him sinking toward the channd bottom. His
firg and only thought was of his sword. He 4ill fdt the hilt in his hand, and he concentrated on nothing
except meking certain it stayed there. No maiter what else happened, he would be lost without his
wesgpon.

When Theseus settled into the mud an ingtant later, the entire Sde of his body ached. His head
throbbed, his chest was convulang, and his lungs were burning for air—but the sword remaned in his
hand. He gathered his legs beneath him and pushed off the bottom, shoving his head above water.

Directly ahead of him lay a broken tangle of prop-roots, a hole the 9ze of a man's chest smashed
through the center. A smdl, shadowy hand had risen out of the great jumble to dutch a a low hanging
vine, and a red dick was dready spreading out into the channd. Still coughing up water, Theseus rushed
over.

Jayk lay deep indde the snarl, her head propped agang the bank and her shattered body
haf-submerged. The dlvery water was smeared with green and red ichor from burst pods. Down near
her hip, a angle red husk was dill bobbing just benegth the surface. The tiefling was bleeding from her
nose, mouth, and hdf a dozen holes where broken ribs had pushed through her torso. Her pupils were
narrow and shaped like diamonds, and the tips of her long fangs were dribbling blood onto her chin.

"Z00... bee"

She released the vine and reached for Theseus, then dipped a little farther into the water. The
Thrasson tried to make the stretch, but the tangle was too deep, and he did not want to crawl ingde for
fear of jodling her. He quickly used his sword to cut an opening into the snarl, then started to ease indde.

A huge taoned hand caught hm by the shoulder. "Leave her," sad Karfhud. "The tiefling has
found what she seeks. Y ou have nat.”

Theseus tried to pull free, but Karfhud hed him tight.

"Tesdi will stay with her," said the fiend. "We have a mongter to track.”

"Look a her!" Theseus hissed. "Thiswont take long."

"It would take longer than you know, Thrasson."

Karfhud forcibly pulled him back, then pointed at the string of black blood beads bobbing in the



water. One of the globules sank as they watched.

"Besdes, her blood tral will not last long," the fiend said. "Even if you do not care to save
Sivewind, there is dill your amphora to consider.”

"Zoombeeg, you ... Say with me ... no?'

"No, Jayk... | cant.”

When Theseus turned away, he did not see that lagt red husk burst. He fdlt it.

Isle Of Despair

Down the twining cands they push, the Thrasson and the fiend, down the purling dleys between
leefy wadls looming dark and nebulous in the fog, down the meandering silver ribbons where sticky gtrings
of black beads lie bobbing upon the waters. Thick in the air hangs the monster's sench: the acrid reek of
her dark blood and the mugy fetor of her matted fur. All around, the white haze Szzles with her quick,
shdlow breath. They see her flight in the arrow of ripples spreading across the channd; her fear, they
taste in the sour bile of ther own growing thirst. The Thrasson's zed pounds heavy and hard ingde his
skull; they will run the mongter down and save Sivewind - if Siverwind can be saved - but what of
Jayk? Her heart has dtilled, her blood has grown purple and settled into her haunches, dl her Pains have

passed.

There is an anger down in the Thrasson's scomach, sour and boailing hot and black as pitch. He
would have us believe he rages at Karfhud, or even a himsdf, but who is fooled by that? His wrath is a
lie - afoul perjury, agtan upon his name so shameful hewill not concede it even to himsdf - and | know
the truth. The Lady aways knows.

He is no man of renown, this Thrasson; he is too sdfish, too jedous by far. Rather than begrudge
Jayk her freedom, he should rejoice in her going; he should celebrate the unraveing of her labyrinth and
be light of heart - and so should you. There is no reason to lament, no cause for outrage. | have not
betrayed my pledge. It is true that the tiefling has suffered torment unimaginable and endured anguish
enough to crush a giant and borne grief that would shatter a god, dl as | promised she would, but has she
not aso run her maze and found her prize? If the One Desth is not the triumph for which you hoped, | am
not to blame. | said she was a Dustman, and it is no concern of mine if you harbor a secret taste for the
dead.

Down a haze-crashed cand they turn, the Thrasson and the fiend, sill following thet floating string
of black blood and that arrow of spreading ripples, dill breathing the mongter's stink and 4ill searching
the pearl-white fog for her gray shape. The looming bog-trees have given way to wals of ash-drab
granite, hardly discernible from the hanging dill mist, and the channd's sty bottom has grown hard and
rugged beneath the pam of the Amnesian Hero's gruesome foot. A low rampart has appeared at the end
of the passage, vigblein the fog only because of the dark cracks between its greet limestone blocks and
the amdl archway at its center.

Without a moment's pause, Karfhud doshed up the channd to the gate.

"A dnking paace." He ducked under the lintd and pushed forward. The slver waters drained
from his battered wings as he ascended a submerged stairway. "How | wish we had time to map.”

"Therewill be time later-after we day Sheba" Slently, Theseus added, if you don't make me kill
you, too.

"You are very confident of yoursdf." The tanar'ri reached the top of the stairway, where the
water was only ankle deep, and stopped. "That is good—especidly if we are to defeeat her trgp.”

Karfhud flattened himsdf againgt the wal and motioned Theseus up beside him. Pressing tighter
to the fiend's maze-blighted chest than he would have liked, the Thrasson squeezed into the opening and
found hmsdf garing down a narrow passage. The water was flowing away from him ever so gently,
swirling over a layer of stone shards broken loose from the palace's ancient wals. The fog was thinner
here. He could see a dozen paces down the corridor, to where along pivating gate stood edge-on in the
center of a four-way junction. The Thrasson had stormed enough fortresses to recognize the ironclad



gate as a mandile, designed to funnd attackers into a confusng labyrinth of sde passages and deadly
crossfire

To one sde of the mandile lay Slverwind, bloodied and motionless, save for his heaving ribs.
Agang the other sde leaned the amphora. Sheba was lurking at the iles far end, her matted bulk
Falling past both sides of the thick gate. She was squirming restlessly, and she had a black-oozing circle
where the Thrasson's blade had cleaved off her arm.

"Shes trying to separate us”

Karfhud shook his head. "No doubt that would make her happy enough, but that is not whet isin
her mind. She is offering you a choice the bariaur or the amphora” The fiend lowered his gaze and
curled hismuzze up in a yelow-fanged sneer. "Now you must decide whether you are a hero. Will you
choose your friend's life, or your lost memories?'

"Any man can choose; a hero takes both." Theseus scraped a handful of dark blood from one of
the many scratches on Karfhud's body, then smeared it over his sword btede. "I'll rescue Siverwind.
Y ou retrieve the amphora”

A red gleam shot from Karfhud's beady eyes. "If you think to give me orders-"

Theseus squeezed past the fiend, at the same time driking a sharp blow to one of the golden
husks dangling from the tanar'ri's blighted flank. The pod burst, spilling a stream of ydlow ichor over the
fiend'simmense hip. Karfhud dropped to one knee, along szzle of pain hissng from between hislips.

"l don't want to waste time arguing.” The Thrasson laid his hand on another of the ydlow husks.
"We are going-"

"Panmedl you wish," Karfhud growled. "If we separate, it will be as nothing to your suffering.
Even lacking an arm, Sheba would flay you dive - and, were | to escape, | would do the same to your
friends”

The fiend glared at the Thrasson's hand, but made no atempt to remove it. Theseus scowled.
Could Shebatruly be o terrible that, even one-armed, she struck fear into the heart of atanar'ri lord?

"Tana'ri hearts do not fear." Karfhud dowly drew himsdf to his ful height, then glanced down
the passage. "If you have no care about your friend, then let us make use of him. If we do not retrieve the
amphora before he dies, Sheba will change her mind about Ietting us take it."

"l will have both."

Theseus used his makeshift foot to fed under the water for a throwing stone, then shifted his
sword to his left hand and took the rock in his right. Not so long ago, he would have wasted vauable
time debating the honor of what he was about to do. He would have agonized over his obligetion to
Poseidon, asking himsdf if it had been discharged when the Lady of Pain chased his friends away from
the amphora. He would have spent precious minutes wondering if she had meant to abandon the jar, and,
if S0, whether that gave him aright to its contents.

Now, the Thrasson Smply assumed dl those things.

"My friend, you are beginning to think like a tanar'ri," said Karfhud. If the fiend fostered any ill
will over the pain Theseus had caused him earlier, his voice did not betray it. "I like that."

"Then | am certainly in danger of losng my honor."

Theseus turned and splashed down the corridor, Karfhud following close behind. They ran
draight down the center of the passage, giving no hint as to which side of the dile they would choose.

As they drew near the gate, a bank of white fog began to rise about Shebas ankles. She
continued to squirm, but made no move to turn and watch them approach. Her redraint troubled the
Thrasson; she was too cunning to think hersdf wel hidden.

By the time Theseus closed to within a pace of the gate, the fog bank had risen as high as the
mongter's knees and was slling into the rest of the passage. The Thrasson feigned a lunge for
Siverwind, then abruptly danced back to the other sde of the corridor. Karfhud, reading his mind as
aways, squeezed past to rush the bariaur's Sde of the stile. Sheba remained at the end of the gate.

The Thrasson whipped his throwing am forward. The stone struck the amphora with a loud,
hallow clunk, then disappeared through ajagged hole. A spray of tattered black ribbons and slky golden
threads sprouted from the break, writhing and fluttering like a tangle of young snakes sruggling from ther



brood den. Across the intersection, Sheba's matted flank ill showed around the edge of the gate.

"By dl the darkness!" Karfhud's curse was followed by aloud ripping sound, then a fiendish roar
of pan. "She"

The rest of the sentence was swalowed by a loud gurgling roar. Theseus gawked at the mongter
ahead, then saw that she dill had not moved and began to redize what was happening. He started to
round the gate to hep Karfhud, then thought better of it and rushed forward into the intersection.

A tremendous knell reverberated through the gate as a heavy body dammed into it. Theseus
reached the amphora, the bottom quarter now hidden in the risng fog. Tempted as he was to retrieve it
and flee, he could not betray Karfhud. So far, the fiend had done exactly as he had pledged, and the
Thrasson dill had enough pride of honor that he would not lower himsdf beneeth a tanar'ri. He settled for
kicking the jar as he passed.

Instead of shattering, the sturdy vessd merdly tipped over. A scrap of coarse black cloth rose
from the new hole that Theseuss foot had opened and caught hold of his ankle. The Thrasson tried to
shake the thing off, but the ribbon only tightened its hold and began to circle up hisleg.

On the other dde of the gate, the clamor of battle - the roaring and the hissng and the
pounding—continued unabated. Theseus splashed out of the intersection, giving wide berth to the hulking
gray shape writhing at the end of the dtile. As he passed by, he saw thet the figure was indeed Sheba - or
rather, Shebas snarled pet. The hide was hanging from the gate, held in place by its own ticky fur,
looking rather empty but Hill squirming. The eyes and mouth were empty voids, and the hole I&ft by the
loss of her am had been carefully pinched shut.

Though the Thrasson knew what he would find ingde, he did not pause to dice the thing open.
Already, the ar reeked with the brimstone stench of tanar'ri blood, and Karfhud's bellows sounded less
angry than desperate. The lagt thing Theseus wanted was to battle the monster by himsdlf.

The Thrasson rounded the dtile a a sprint, then sumbled over a leathery mantle floating upon the
water. He put a hand down to catch himsdf and saw that the thing was one of Karfhud's great wings
Save that it no longer hung upon the fiend's back, the appendage was remarkably intact.

A tremendous crash reverberated through the passage. Theseus looked up to see the huge
tanar'ri lord being dammed into the gate by adimy red ... there was no way to describe the beast except
as athing. The creature had only one arm, was about the right Sze to be Sheba, and looked more or less
bipeda-but any semblance to what they had been battling so far ended there. The thing was dl raw
tendon and muscle, with aweb of black veins lacing its body and a skin of clear mucous membrane. Its
entire figure pulsed with a rapid, strong-soft beat that seemed to set the air itsdf throbbing.

Theseus gathered himsdf up and charged across the floating wing, praying that Karfhud would
aurvive long enough to hold their foe's atention until he attacked. The tanar'ri, as usud, knew exactly
what the Thrasson was thinking. As Sheba dammed him into the gate yet again - the muffled crack of a
bresking rib echoed down the passage - the fiend found the srength to bring his hands up and bury his
tdons into the mongter's gristly head. She whipped her neck around. The mation tore long strips of red
gnew from the sides of her face, but freed her head. She leaned forward and sank her maw into the
tanar'ri's throat.

It was dl the digtraction Theseus needed. Had he been tal enough, he would have lopped the
mongter's head off her shoulders and been done with it. As it was, he had no choice except to go for a
heart kill. He flipped his blade around for an overhand strike, then plunged it into the middle of Sheba's
back, driving it clear to the hilt. A geyser of hot, gummy sap bubbled from the wound to coat his face. He
bardy managed to turn his head aside in time to keep from being blinded.

At aminimum, Sheba should have given a Sartled gurgle and fdlen to her knees. Karfhud should
have dipped free of her grasp and staggered away coughing and choking, one hand clutched to his
bruised throat. The monster should have pitched forward and lain facedown in the shdlow water, her
soind cord severed and her heart burst by the Thrasson's star-forged blade.

Instead, Theseus glimpsed her elbow swinging around toward his head. He had just enough time
to wrap his second hand around his sword hilt and duck behind his shoulder pauldron. He fdt the armor
strap break, then his body exploded in pain, and he sensed that he was flying away from Sheba.



His ams were nearly jerked from their sockets, but he did not release his sword. He fdt the
star-forged blade pivoting on the edge of the wound, dashing through Sheba's chest, and he wondered
how she could dill be standing. By now, he had surely cut through hdf the breadth of her torso.

The Thrasson's sword dipped free of the mongter. He dammed into the ironclad gate; the breeth
Ieft his chest in a sharp cry. He crumpled into the water, groaning, too stunned to ache; then saw a
tornado of flaling black talons driving Sheba away from the gile. The mongter, oozing cascades of dark
sap from the long gash Theseus had opened across her back, was hard pressed to defend hersdf. It was
dl her dngle am could do to keep swinging back and forth between Kafhud's dashing claws and
prevent her head from being swiped off her shoulders.

Sengng that any attack would overwhelm her defenses, Theseus rolled onto his knees - and that
was when he noticed the black cloth from the amphora rounding his chest. He could not say how many
times the ribbon had circled him aready, but he did know that any distraction at the moment might well
prove fatd. Stll aching from the mongter's first blow, he legpt to his feet - or rather, to his foot and his
hand - and rushed into battle.

Sheba saw him coming and launched a lightning kick at Karfhud's midsection. When the fiend
lowered hisarms to block, she pulled her foot back and stepped toward the far end of the gtile, keeping
the tanar'ri neatly between hersdf and the Thrasson. She began to retreat out of the intersection.

The black ribbon circled Theseus a second time. He ignored it and, redizing what Sheba was
trying to do, sprinted forward. On his mind was one thought: Dive for her legd

It took Karfhudjust an indant to redlize the thought was directed a him, but by the time he threw
himsdf at Sheba's legs, Theseus was aready upon him. Before flinging himsdlf into the air, the Thrasson
hed to hestate a Sngle heartbeat, and that was too much.

The mongter jumped back, wel out of Karfhud's reach. Then, when Theseus and his star-forged
sword came flying over the fiend's back, she snapped a dimy red foot up from the shdlow water. The
blow caught the Thrasson sgquare in the chest. He saw the black ribbon flash past one more time, and
then he saw nothing at dl.

Woegate

The growl of the surf isgentlein his ears, the touch of sea air cool upon his skin, the stars sweet
upon his eyes, a woman - the woman, a tdl beauty with dlive skin and emerdd eyes - lies youthful and
naked in the crook of his arm. The world is as it should be for young heroes and their maidens: battles
won, wine drunk, dumber taken - but they have erred, and grievoudy. They have lan naked beneath the
craving eyes of the gods, and what the gods see, the gods will have.

Gentle as a kiss, a rivulet of wine tickles the Thrasson's lips, trickles sweet onto his tongue, runs
warm and welcome as ambrosia down his throat; he dreams, and he does not dream: above him stands a
handsome youth, pouring the sweet nectar upon his lips from a slver ewer. The young man's face is no
mere flesh stretched over bong; it is chisded from marble, with features balanced more perfectly than
those of any morta and skin that shines like pearls. The god's eyes are purple as grapes, upon his head
he wears alaurd of growing vines, upon hislips a broad grin of flashing mischief.

"Great Theseus, know you who honors you with this libation?"

The Thrasson nods. "Dionysus” The god of vines the embodiment of joy, mirth,
camaraderie—also madness, ddirium, and halucination. "l do you praise.”

The god's purple eyes sparkle. "As the gods will you, Theseus - if you do as | charge”

The Thrasson says nothing, for he knows the danger to those who follow the ways of
Dionysus—as he dso knows the fally of those who refuse the gods.

"Wdl have you done to rescue the daughters of King Minos." Dionysus glances into the distance,
where a amd| ship sts beached upon the sand, its sngle black sall furled upon the spar. "Ther father was
atyrant even to his children, and dl we gods have longed to see them free”

"May | dways please the gods."



"Then mugt you yield your prize, great Theseus" A crooked amile cregps across Dionysuss lips.
He ghifts his gaze to the beauty who deeps secure in the crook of the Thrasson's am. "Leave her on
these shores, and | will watch over her. It isthe younger princess, Phaedra, that we mean for you."

"Never! | will not abandon—"

"Take Phaedra, and my blessng with her." The god grabbed a handful of shore sand and hdd it
before him. "Though you plant your vines on the sty beach, ever will they droop with the best fruit in the
land. In wedth, your wine will buy you more paaces than you can number and fill them dl with your
treasures; in war, your treasures will buy you the fines weapons in the land and you will never know
defeet; in fame, your name will be spoken upon the tongues of men as long as men have tongues to

"Andif | refuse?’

Dionysus let the sand trickle from his hand. "“Then your vines will wither though you plant them on
the hills of Olympus itsdlf; your people will know thirst and starvation; your enemies will day your hungry
warriors, your name will be a curse upon the tongues of your people, to be gladly forgotten after they
have dumped your naked corpse into the sea."

Itisthe last threet, | am sure, that makes the Thrasson abandon his princess. He loves nothing so
much asfame - and for that, mugst we dl suffer:

Have | not seen the broken amphora, the ribbons of black sal and the strands of my golden hair
fluttering from the jagged hole? What choice now but to cal them redl?

Too much is explained, too many bricks stacked and mortared for me to deny the wal. Poseidon
sends the memories, but Dionysus sends the woman, and those - two would no sooner share a victory
then a bed. Thereisaweight in the sky, alow rumbling beneath the Streets like the growl of the leviathan.
Thear hasthefed of an epoch grinding to an end, and | am dl that stands before the crashing whed!.

Dionysus tips hissiver ewer, and the wine fdls again upon the Thrasson's lips. This time the taste
isfoul and moldy, but Theseus drinks, he knows better than to offend a deity, and he has a thirg as great
as alake. The god's purple eyes change to burning maroon; his brow grows wrinkled and heavy, his face
dark as a shadow and brutal as a beast's. A pair of long curving horns sprouts from his head, and his
mouth pushes out to form an apdike muzze.

"Thisis no time for your dreamd™ growled Karfhud's angry voice. "Wake yoursdf, or | swear Il
leave you to drown!™

Thethreat did not move Theseus, who was beginning to fed the cold serpent of guilt writhing in
his somach. No matter what Dionysus threatened, he could not have abandoned his beloved on that
londy shore! He was a man of renown, and men of renown aways found the clever way to evade the
dire choice. Surdly, he had smum back ashore after dark, or bested the god in a drinking contest, or tried
something to win her back!

"How will you ever know, Theseus?' The wine continued to pour, not from Dionysuss Slver
ewer, but from Karfhud's filthy wineskin. "If you will stop feding guilty and rise, we can 4ill recover the
amphora. Shebais on the run, and we have but to catch her.”

"And then what?' Theseus pushed the winekin away. He was lying upon the fiend's
dismembered wing, which was ill floating in the junction where they had fought Sheba. The mandiile had
been pushed shut, creating a sngle angled passage where there had been a four-way intersection before.
"If we couldn't kill her-"

"Kill her?' Karfhud stood, windng in pain. His body was laced with gashes and covered in
golden ichor, but severd amdl husks of pain had somehow survived the battle without burding; with each
pulse of the fiend's heart, they grew alittle larger. "How can we kill her? It would be easier to flatten the
meazes themsdves ™

Theseus scowled. If the fiend did not want to day the mongter, then why was he chasing her?

"I have my reasons, and so do you—or are you afraid to recal what you did on that idand?' The
fiend pulled Theseus to his feet, then thrust the Thrasson's star-forged sword into his hands. "Now help
mewith the gate. If we hurry, wewill catch Sheba and end thisthing."

As the tanar'ri turned toward the ironclad mangtile, Theseus recadled Shebas decoy. He had a



anking feding, then turned and saw the matted pdt lying in the shdlow water a the far end of the gate. It
was no longer squirming.

"Karfhud, weve forgotten about Slverwind.”

Thefiend glanced down the length of the gate. “"We have no time to waste on the dead. Minutes
have passed dready snce she escaped™”

"If Slverwind is truly dead, this won't take long." Theseus wetted his sword with the fiend's
blood, then doshed over to the gticky pet and stuck the tip into the empty mouth hole. "Siverwind? Are
you in there?'

When he teceived no answer and the pdt did not move, he carefully diced it open. Insde, eyes
closed and curled into a tight fetd bal, lay the old bariaur. His brief captivity had left hm covered with
dime and filth, but his chest was rigng a regular intervas, his hooves were twitching as in a dream, and
he was 4ill covered with throbbing husks of pain.

"Slverwind, wake up." Theseus reached down and gently shook him. "We've got to hurry.”

Siverwind's eyes snapped open, and he gave a sart of surprise. "Theseus?' The old bariaur
rased his head and took in his surroundings. "I thought | had imploded! Can you imagine? | would have
hed to imagineit dl again - the whole thing!"

"You may yet," growled Karfhud, waiting at the far end of the gate. The fiend shifted his gaze to
Theseus. "Have you done with this gdling?"

Theseus helped Siverwind out of the monster's empty hide, then the two of them joined Karfhud.
Sometime earlier, no doubt before deciding that he dill had need of the Thrasson's help, the fiend had
tried to push asde the heavy gate and managed only to crack it open - this despite the fact that Sheba,
sorely wounded and in a huny, had closed the thing with only one arm. Theseus began to wonder who
was hunting whom.

"Does it matter?' Karfhud laid his hands on the iron sheething and leaned into the gtile. "She has
your amphora.”

Theseus pressed his shoulder to the gate. "And what do you want from her, if you cannot hope to
day her?'

Kafhud gave hm a sddong glance. "I am surprised you have not guessed tha by now,
Thrasson."

From the gat€'s center pivot rose a loud grating noise. The heavy dile dowly started to open. A
moment later, Siverwind butted into it a a full sorint; there was a loud bang, and Theseus and Karfhud
nealy fdl as the gate bucked forward. They pumped their legs to catch up, then smoothly pushed the
dile back to its origind position.

In the adjacent passage stood Tessdi, Jayk's limp body resting across his handless ams.
Theseuss heart jumped; for a moment, he thought she might ill be dive - then he noticed how her spine
bent in the wrong direction, and how the ends of her broken ribs formed aring around the sunken hollow
inthe center of her chest The Thrasson saw no ichor on her body; at least her pain was gone.

"Theseus, she died with your name on her lips" Tessdi shuffled forward, his accusng gaze fixed
on the Thrasson. "She asked that you bum her body and cany the ashes with you."

Theseus moved forward to take the corpse, but Karfhud shoved in front of him.

"We have no time for pyres, Thrasson. If we let Sheba put hersdf back together, more of us will
die"

Theseus glared into the fiend's fiery eyes, knowing that he spoke the truth and slently curang him
for it.

"I an not to blame. You are the hero, Theseus, you mus bear the burden: will you risk the lives
of four to grant the wish of one?' Karfhud paused, gently scratching his broken taons dong his chin. "It
occurs to me that your choice is Smilar to the one Dionysus presented you; ether way, you betray
someone. How unfortunate that you cannot recal how you resolved that dilemma”

"Damn you, Karfhud!"

The fiend cocked a wrinkled brow and gazed around the narrow passage. "This? Hardly." He
chuckled and shook his head. "The mazes are as nothing to the Abyss.”



Theseus scowled at the tanar'ri's mocking snicker, but maotioned to Tessdi. "Come with me. We
can wrap her in Karfhud's wing until after the battle.”

The df glanced a the dark wound where the fiend's wing had been ripped from his shoulder
blade, then grimaced and looked back to the Thrasson.

"What if we don't—"

"Then we will rot with her!” Theseus snapped. "I don't suppose she could blame us for that.”

The Thrasson paused just long enough to scan the area and make certain the monster had taken
the amphora - she had - before leading the way back around the tile. He pulled Karfhud's tattered wing
from the water and swaddled Jayk's body inside, then laid the bundle back in Tessdi's ams and went to
cut some long mats from Sheba's discarded pelt. The df followed close behind, holding the cocoon as
Theseus wrapped it in gummy tangles of fur.

"I would have cured her, you know," Tesdi said. "Even without my hands and my spells, | was
beginning to make her understand. | don't think she wanted to die, there at the last”

Theseus suspected that Jayk's change of heart had more to do with her dose cdl with Karfhud
than any Blesker wisdom Tessdi had imparted to her, but he hed his tongue. The df had lost enough
dready; if he found comfort in such ddusions, it was not the Thrasson's place to disabuse him.

After encasing Jayk's cocoon in the monster's gummy fur, Theseus took the bundle and stuck it to
the dile, dfixing it as high as he could reach. Though he had seen no scavengersin the mazes, neither had
he seen any untended carcasses or skeletons, and the dead bodies had to be going somewhere.

By the time Theseus and Tesdi returned to the others, Karfhud had dready taken a mapping
parchment from his battered back-satchel and marked the locations of the adjoining passages. He
moationed the Thrasson to follow close behind, then set off down the opposite corridor without a word.
Despite Karfhud's condition-he was limping badly and hunched over a broken rib-he moved through the
crooked, narrow passages in near Slence, sketching in junctions and side-corridors as he went. There
was no fog, so they could see that the walls were lined by arrow loops and murder holes, dl located well
above the reach of even Kafhud. Every so often, they would glimpse a heavy wooden shutter or an
oaken door guarding some portd far above their heads, but there were never any such entryways down
inthe bottom of the Iabyrinth.

As before, they had little trouble following the monster. Although there were ankle-deep streams
indl the corridors, the currents were gentle and dow. Sheba's black blood marked her path as dearly as
it had in the swvamp; the companions found beads of the gummy suff everywhere: dinging to the wals,
bobbing in the comers, stuck on the jagged stones that littered the passage floors.

Sheba adso seemed to be having trouble containing the contents of the broken amphora. Every
now and then, they ran across strands of golden hair hovering in the damp ar, and twice they met scraps
of black sal doth wafting up the passage. The fird ribbon circded Theseus three times he saw himsdf
running a golden comb - the same one he had with him when he washed ashore near Thrassos—through
the auburn har of his dead wife Antiope, who had perished at the hands of her own people for loving
him.

When the second ribbon circled him, the Thrasson saw himsdf, much older, holding a silver pdm
mirror - the same one that had been in his saichd with the golden comb—over the mouth and nose of
another dead wife, Phaedra. This memory troubled him more than the firgt, for Phaedra was sgter to ...
even now, Theseus could not remember the name of his beloved princess, only Dionysuss voice urging
him to abandon her.

Theseus tried to cdm himsdf, noting how much older he had been in that second memory than
when the god had spoken to him. Many years had passed between the two events, because he had
married Phaedra, it did not necessarily follow that he had abandoned her sgter.

As they followed Shebas dark trall deeper into the paace, a soft durping sound, muffled by
distance and the crooked passages of the labyrinth, began to echo off the stone wdls. Karfhud cocked
his head and waved Theseus into the lead, but the fiend continued to dip his taon into his own dark
blood and trace the maze on his parchment. High up on the walls, they started to see more doors and
shutters, many of them hanging haf open and askew. The water began to flow more rapidly, meking it



more difficult to follow the mongter. Severd times, they had to stop a intersections while the Thrasson
searched the dde corridors for her blood trall. At least they were catching up; each dark bead seemed a
litle wanner and gtickier.

The echoes of the durping sound grew steedily louder, and the water flowed ever faster. Soon,
the current was swirling around their ankles, tugging at their feet and meking a hazard of each step over
the rubble-strewn floor. Shebas blood tral vanished, though it hardly mattered. Theseus had areedy
redlized that the mongter was traveling with the water, which had become a gurgling stream gushing dong
asngle course through the labyrinth.

After a time, they rounded a comer and entered a amdl vestibule where hdf a dozen smdler
corridors came together. At one end of the enclosure, a par of huge oaken gates hung cockeyed and
haf-open beneath a great stone arch. The bottom third of each gate had long since rotted away, dlowing
the waters to rush unimpeded into a large courtyard beyond. The durping sound had ceased to be an
echo; it was now a steady, hdf-muffled sucking noise just loud enough to drown out the purling of the
sream. Karfhud dipped into the vestibule beside Theseus, and together they crept forward to peer past
the oaken gates.

They found themsdlves looking across a flooded courtyard a an immense, dark-windowed
palace with aflat roof and the vestiges of elaborate, brightly painted patterns flaking off the pae limestone
walls The courtyard itsdf had probably once been a magnificent sunken garden, for the surface of the
water was broken everywhere by the heads of ancient statues and the spandrels of decorative arches.
Near the center of the square pond swirled the cause of the durping sound, a slvery whirlpool nearly as
broad as the span of Karfhud's wings—hed the fiend dill had both of them to stretch.

It took Theseus a moment to notice Sheba, not far from the whirlpool's edge. She was lurking
beneath the spandrd of a sunken arch, up to her neck in water and surrounded by a gringy dick of her
black blood. Her red, snewy head, laced with black veins and ill gleaming with mucous dime, remained
as mationless as that of a statue. The Thrasson groaned inwardly. The water would be above his head,
and he truly hated having to swim while he fought.

Sheba backed out from beneath the arch. Then, keeping her dark eyes fixed on the gate where
her hunters were hiding, she began to float on her back. She hdd the amphora in the crook of her arm,
her massve hand covering both holes Theseus had made. For a moment, the Thrasson thought she was
merdy taunting them, then she began to kick her legs, pushing hersdf toward the whirlpool.

" cannot believe what | am imagining!" gasped Silverwind.

"She knows sheis defeated,” said Tessdi. "She's drowning hersdf.”

"I should be so fortunate as you are fodlish, df.” Karfhud rolled the parchment he had been
working on. "She is escgping into another maze—and | am out of mapping skins.”

The fiend bent his arm back to suff his furled map into his saichd, a the same time running a
sddong glance over the df's pale skin.

"Karfhud, you know better," Theseus warned.

"S0 now you too can read minds?'

Out in the pond, Sheba began to move in a circdle as the currents a the edge of the whirlpool
caught her. Karfhud stepped through the arch and began to wade down the submerged stairs. Theseus
started to follow, then stopped and looked up a the heavy oaken gates. He rapped on the wood. It
sounded solid enough, at least near the haght of his chest "Karfhud, can you take one of these gates off?'
Thefiend turned to glare at the rusty hinges, then bared his yelow fangs and came back up the stairs. He
took hold of the one on the right, which was hanging by a single strap of twisted metd, and braced his
foot againg the wall.

"Y ou're not thinking of riding that thing down the whirlpool!" Tessali gasped.

Theseus nodded. "'l am." He backed away from Karfhud, who was struggling to pull the gate free
and shaking the entire vestibule with his rumbling grunts. "In the past, 1've found it easier than svimming.”

"Dont you think well drown?" Silverwind's question was more of an inquiry than an objection.

Theseus glanced toward the center of the pond, where Sheba was disappearing into the heart of
the whirlpoal. "Only if the mongter drowns firs.”



Karfhud gave afind sonorous groan, and, amidst a great crackling of wood, the gate came free.
The fiend staggered under its weight, bardly managing to face the pond before his heavy toad began to tip
away. He let go and stepped back, dlowing the gate to solash down with a loud, cracking dap. Their
new raft indantly started to drift away, so Theseus sheathed his sword and clambered down the
submerged dairs to grab hold.

So heavy was the gate that it began to pull the Thrasson away from the shore. He managed to
dow the raft by digging his fingernailsinto its ancient wood and jamming the fingers of his improvised foot
into aglty crack in the step. Even then, he found himsdf inexorably drawn toward the center of the pond,
until he was hdf-floating in the water, his pain pods bobbing around him like a swarm of spiny black
Sponges.

Theseus heard a sharp crackling behind him, then craned his neck around to see Karfhud ripping
along plank from the edge of the other gate. Silverwind and Tessali were sanding a short distance up the
passage, ther eyes gaping at this demondration of the fiend's strength.

"Perhaps alittle help would not be too much to ask for?' the Thrasson called.

All three of Theseus's companions swung their heads around. Tesdi" stepped to the edge of the
dairs, but seemed at aloss as to what he could do, while Siverwind galloped forward and jumped onto
the gate - nearly didodging the Thrasson as he landed. Karfhud smply jerked his plank the rest of the
way off the gate, then tossed it onto the raft and waded into the water.

"Perhaps we should change places.” The fiend reached past Theseus and sank his taons into the
gate, then pulled it back toward shore. "You hdp the df."

Tesdi backed away. "You can't be serious. Riding a raft down awhirlpool is madness”

"It's a smdl whirlpool.” Theseus dimbed out of the water, but did not reach for the df's am.
"Sill, you can wait hereif you like"

"Of course!” Karfhud's voice contained only a hint of mockery. "WEell fetch you when we come
back to burn the tigfling.”

Tesdi shot the fiend a look as sharp as an arrow, but shrugged and rductantly stepped to the
edge of the stairs. Theseus helped the df legp onto the raft, then picked up the long plank Karfhud had
tossed aboard and thrust the end into the water, holding the vessd in place while the fiend boarded. They
arranged themselves to distribute tile weight evenly - the massve tanar'ri had the front of the gate dl to
himsdf - and Theseus shoved off.

Karfhud pulled off his back satchd and busied himsdf cinching it tightly dosed. The others smply
waited, ligening to the durp of the whirlpool grow increesingly louder. Their wait was not along one. The
current caught the cumbersome raft and whisked it toward the center of the pond. When it became
apparent that he would not need to do much pushing, Theseus laid the plank down on the back edge of
the raft - where he could kick it away if need be - and drew his sword. Though he had no idea where the
whirlpool would come out, he fdt certain Sheba would be Waiting for them on the other sde. She
wanted them to follow, or she would not have waited before going down the whirlpool.

The reft did past the spandrd where the monster had been lurking, then picked up speed. It
began to curve toward the whirlpool, and that was when, barely audible above the durping din ahead,
Theseus heard afant, familiar cry from behind.

"Theseus, my lovel” As muted as it was, he recognized the voice as tha of his beloved wine
woman. "Have you forgotten me?'

The Thrasson spun and looked toward the greet entry arch. There, sanding upon the submerged
dairs, hip-deep in water, was the white-cloaked figure of his wine woman. Her dark hair hung loose
about her shoulders, and, beneath her emerad eyes, he could just make out the tear-trails gligening
down her cheeks.

Theseus sheathed his sword. "We must go back!™

"Good thought,” gasped Tessdli. "Blessed be the Great Meaninglessnessl™

Theseus stooped down to reach for the plank, then fdt the raft pitching as Karfhud started
toward him.

"No - you made your decison,” the fiend rumbled. Y ou cannot take it back now."



On the steps, the wine woman stretched out her arms. "My love, what have | done to offend
you? Why do you abandon me?'

Theseus snatched the plank up and shoved the end into the water, leaning into it with al Iris
weight "We're going back."

The reft pivoted around the plank, then curved dong the whirlpool's edge facing backward.
Without the fiend's weight to hold down the front, the surface was pitching toward the Thrasson a a
dangeroudy steep angle.

"The current has us™ Karfhud eased back toward his end of the gate. "There is nothing you can
do."

Theseus looked back to the stairs. The wine woman was growing smdler by the ingant, but he
could see her wel enough to tdl she was tearing her clothes and harr in grief.

"I mudt try."

Theseus plunged the plank into the water, pushing againg the current with dl his srength. This
time, the raft pivoted away from him, swinging toward the heart of the whirlpool. The swirling Waters fdl
away, curling downward in a wild, rushing spird. The nose of the raft hung above the dope for a
moment, then suddenly dipped and caught.

The deck bucked under Theseusss feet. He dropped the plank and threw himsdf down, trying to
grab hold of the high Side of the raft. The surface rose up to meet him, damming into his face and flipping
him onto his back. He started to dideinto the whirlpool, then the fingers of his makeshift foot caught the
edge of the gate. He clamped them down and held on for hislife

Theseus looked toward the front of the raft and saw Silverwind lying next to him, eyes closed and
dinging to the edge of the gate with both hands. On the other sde of the bariaur was Karfhud, the talons
of one dlaw driven deep into the oaken deck, the other hand clamped tight around one of Tessdli's wrist
stumps.

The tanar'ri raised his chin and locked gazes with the Thrasson, then his maroon eyes flashed
scarlet. He sneered and let go of the df'swrist.

If Tesdi screamed, Theseus never knew it. The df amply vanished into the whirlpoal, then the
raft tipped onto its Sde and followed the Blegker into the swirling waters.

TheHeart Of The Matter

Round and round and down they twirl, pressed flat as crabs to the raft, arching spandrels and
haf-sunken pillars and screeching wine woman flashing past: arch-pillar-woman arch-pillar-woman,
heartsin their throats like throbbing stones, rushing gray funnd risng up past their heads, ears ringing with
the whirlpool's roaring, gloomy maw below, yavning wide, wide, wider until in they go-where only the
Lady knows.

She will be waiting, there in the darkness below. There was never aty sense of plunging.
Theseus's ssomach went quamish with dizziness and rage, and his pulse drummed in his temples, but he
never had that light, upside-down feding in his belly. The raft only continued to whirl around and around
until the vertigo became too much and he shut his eyes. An indant later, the waters bubbled up to
swdlow the raft and dill they swirled, not through the currents, but with them. The Thrasson fdt his body
darting to float; he clamped the fingers on his foot more tightly onto the edge of the raft and dug the
fingers of his own hands into the tiny fissures between the gate's oaken planks. His lungs began to bum
for ar. He opened his eyes and saw nothing but darkness.

The twirling seemed to dow, then they burgt through the surface. Theseus fdt the damp air
soirdling past his face and his body longing to fly off the raft, but he could make no sense of wha his
senses told him. Now it fdt like they were oinning on the outsde of a swirling column of water, as
though they had passed through the whirlpool and emerged in a waterspout. Thinking some light would
hep matters, he reached for his sword - and was nearly hurled from the raft the ingant his fingers left
thar crevices. He dug in again and waited.



Thear spirdled past his face more dowly, and the force threatening to hurt his body from the raft
grew seedily less powerful. At length, the strange current dowed to the point where Theseus heard the
purl of water echoing off sony walls he could not see. The sound seemed to be coming from dl around,
as though they were spinning through a long, dark tunnd. Findly, the Thrasson could draw his sword
without being thrown from the raft. He raised the blade over his head and cdled upon its star-forged sted
to light the darkness.

As the sgpphire radiance burst from the tip, Theseus saw that they were indeed floating upon the
surface of a swirling column of water, which was spinning like a carpenter's auger down the center of a
dark round tunnd. There were no shores or banks, the stream was swirling through midair. At firg, the
Thrasson thought they mugt be spirdling straight down a pit, then he saw a Sde passage drift languidly
past. They were moving far too dowly to be plunging straight down.

"Now what have | done?" Slverwind gasped. "l have envisoned certain principles, certain laws
to govern the multiverse. This makes no sensg!”

"It makes as much sense as anything. We have entered the heart of the mazes - the very
birthplace of the Rlurdity!" Karfhud was garing around in wide-eyed amazement, peering longingly into
esch Sde tunnd they passed. "How | need a mapping skin!™

Theseus svung around jugt in time to see the fiend reeching toward Siverwind. "Leave him
done" the Thrasson warned. "If you harm another of my friends, | swear on my life I'll find a way to kill
you."

"Another?' Karfhud snorted. He expelled a cloud of red steam from one of his grotesque nogtrils,
but withdrew his hand. "I have done no harm to any of them.”

"You let the whirlpool take Tesdi!"

Karfhud shrugged and looked away. "I thought he no longer mattered to you."

Theseus scowled, too angered by the tanar'ri's obvious lie to reply.

"Tmly!" Karfhud protested. "If you had been thinking of him—or any of us—you would not have
tried to go back for the wine woman."

"You expected me to abandon her?'

Karfhud rolled his eyes. "We tanar'ri are wiser than to expect - epecidly from humans. | am only
sying that you can-not have matters both ways, hero." He spoke this last word as though it were an
obscenity. "You tried that back at the paace gate, and it cost me awing. From this moment forward, you
mus choose whether you will please yoursdf, or do what is best for your companions. | have no care
which, but I will have nothing to do with thistrying to have things both ways."

"I that means youll have no more to do with me, | welcome it,” Theseus growled.

"Truly?" Karfhud glanced back up the tunnd. "Then you have no wish for my help againgt Sheba?
Or have you decided to abandon Tesdi, too?'

"Hesdive?'

"Do you wish my help or not?' Karfhud spoke with an exaggerated ar of impatience. "The longer
it takes to decide, the more difficult it will be to track her. We are dready quite far from where | saw
them.”

Theseus thought the fiend might be bluffing, but the dam did make a certain amount of sense.
Without a reft to ding to, both the df and the monster would have been hurled free of the stream soon
after emerging from the whirlpool-long before he had managed to light his sword. Assuming Karfhud
could seein the dark—

"I can,” the fiend interrupted. "Just the warmth of bodies, of course-but Tessdi and Sheba were
amog fiery. The excitement of the hunt, | imagine”

"If thisisatrick..."

"Theseud Have |l ever lied to you?'

Without awaiting a reply, Karfhud pushed off the raft and landed gently on what Theseus had at
fird taken to be a wal. Sivewind quickly followed, dighting opposite the fiend on what should have
been the cdlling. With the bariaur sanding upon it, the surface looked as much like a floor as where the
tanar'ri stood. The Thrasson pushed off the raft and landed between them. The stone beneeth his feet



catanly fdt like "down." By dl appearances, both his companions were standing on the wals, while the
dream was running through the ar above his head - which made no sense a dl. Even if "down"
happened to be wherever one's feet were planted, the water should have been coursing dong the walls
ingtead of flowing through the center of the passage.

"Jugt accept wha you see” Kafhud started up the tunnd, spirdling around the river as he
walked. "If you try to figure out the Plurdity, you will go as mad as - but | suppose that is not possible.
Y ou could never truly be as mad as a baatezu.”

"l fear | dready am," whispered Slverwind.

Theseus fallowed his companions up the tunne, twining around the gaping side passages and
trying to swalow his anger. Tanar'ri lord or not, Karfhud had no business making lectures. Had the fiend
held onto Tessi, the attempt to turn back for the wine woman would have caused no harm to anyone.
As far as the Thrasson was concerned, the blame for the df's misfortune lay not on his own shoulders,
but squardly on those of Karfhud.

Of course, Theseus did not expect the tanar'ri to repent his treachery. Karfhud had his own
reasons for hunting Sheba, and no doubt releasing Tessai had somehow furthered the fiend's cause. That
Theseus did not understand how only underscored his need to discover what the fiend was redlly doing:
mapping the mazes, certainly, but why?

If Karfhud was eavesdropping, he neglected his usud admonition for Theseus to mind his own
business. Instead, the fiend stopped at a Side passage. A faint odor of rotting meet exuded from the dank
tunnd, and there were grings of sticky black blood smeared just ingde the mouth.

"I believe thisis the one" Kafhud sat down on the edge of the passage and dangled his legs
indde, then cast a widful glance toward the swirling waters above his head. Although the stream was
ginning past at breathtaking speed, it made only a soft gurgling and did not interfere with the fiend's
voice. "How | wish | had a mapping skin!™

With that, he stepped onto the wdl of the Side passage - and promptly plunged heaedlong into the
darkness. A short, gravely curse rumbled up the shaft, then he was gone,

Theseus dropped to his belly, reaching down with his sword to illuminate the pit. Perhaps ten
paces below, the sheft started to bend away, but he could not see where it went.

"Karfhud?'

When no answer came, Silverwind suggested, "Maybe he was killed.”

Theseus shook his head. "We can't be that lucky.”

The Thrasson tried again to cal the fiend. When he received no answer, he dangled his own feet
over the edge, then turned around and dowly lowered himsdf into the pit. The passage walls were as
rough as those of any cavern; he had little trouble finding a foothold, and, having found it, even less
difficulty dinging to it with the fingers of his borrowed foot. Although the stones were damp and dimy in
his grasp, Tessdi's hand made Theseus fed so secure that he did not even bother to pass his sword to
Sivewind before descending the shaft.

With four split hooves and two hands, the bariaur was even more sure-footed than the Thrasson,
and he followed close behind. The damp air grew thick with the reek of decay and spoiled mesat. Theseus
knew the stench wel enough; he had smdled it in the lairs of more man-eating mongters than he could
recal.

At the bottom of the shaft, they found Kafhud waiting jus beyond the bend. The fiend's
meaze-blighted flesh looked rather scuffed and his remaining wing hung crumpled and broken on his back,
but the fal seemed to have caused him no other harm.

"Why didn't you-"

The fiend soun around, one taon pressed to his black cracked lips "l see a heat gimmer up
ahead." So low was the tanar'ri's whisper that Theseus had trouble hearing it over the rush of blood in his
ears. "About ten paces away. It's coming from around a comer.”

"Then she's seen our light by now." Theseus twisted his sword hand back and forth, sending rays
of sapphire radiance dancing across the entrances of hdf a dozen adjoining passages. "We may as wdl

go.



Sivewind pulled a handful of white sand from his satchdl. “1 am ready.”

Kafhud nodded and started up the passage, but the Thrasson caught hold of the fiend's shoulder
and took the lead himsdf. In the cramped confines, it would be easier for the tanar'ri to reach over his
head than for him to strike around the fiend's dark bulk. Theseus sprinted ten paces up the tunnd and
turned down the fird sSde corridor, where he stopped so suddenly that Karfhud dammed into his back
and sent him tumbling across the floor straight toward what had caused him to stop.

Me.

| am standing, as | have been since Karfhud tumbled down the chute, walting in the darkness as |
promised to wait, my hao of blades scratching a the tunnd ceiling, my gown hanging limp and 4ill in the
damp air, my feet flat on the stone, invisble, a spider awaiting her prey. He should have rushed headlong
into my arms, the amd| of old desth thick in his nose and worry for the df pounding in his breast, his
blood bailing with bettle fervor, his nerves prickling with watchfulness - but when he rounded the comer,
his mouth fdl open, he stopped, and the tanar'ri hit imin the back. Now here he lies, upon my very feet,
gaping up a my countenance and white with fear.

How he can see me, | wish to know.

The Thrasson's mouth gtarts to work, and he lifts himsdf on his foot and three hands and
scrambles away backward. "The-the-the Lady!"

Thetanar'ri and the bariaur scowl a his terror and look graight through me and show no dgn of
fear, and so | know they cannot see me.

"She's only in your mind." The bariaur pushes past Karfhud and goes to shake the Thrasson.
"Stop imagining her - before we see her too!"

The tanar'ri pulls the old deric back. The fiend cannot see me directly, but he knows what is in
the Thrasson's mind, and so he supposes me to be some new trick of Sheba's.

We know better, do we not? Someone warned the Thrasson | would be waiting, just as
someone aso showed him how to see the Pains. For this second betraya, | should kill im on the ingtant.
The matter would be smple now, with his god-forged armor lying crumpled and usdess back in the
mazes, with him groveing on the ground before me like any common bloodblade vain enough to think |
care - and what punishment more fitting than to rob you of your hero so close to victory or defeat? To
never know whether he could have dain the mongter, saved Tessai, won back his memories, and -
doubtful though it seems - learned the meening of his maze? That punishment you deserve, for betraying
my trugt, and for so much, much more.

| push afingemall toward his torso, and a hole the Sze of an arrow shaft appears in his ches;
dark blood spurts out in a grest, throbbing arc, spattering the wals and imparting a faint, coppery tinge to
the passage's fetor. The Thrasson does not scream or thrash about in agony; dl his golden husks have
long since ruptured, and only the black ones remain. | have been expecting them to burst for some time
now, but in that, too, | have been disgppointed. He only gasps in astonishment and stanches the flow by
gicking afinger into the wound.

Theinsolencel No mere man of renown may refute my will. | drag a finger up through the ar; a
red seam opens dong one side of his throat, pouring a curtain of blood down over his chest.

The agtonished tanar'ri grabs him under the arms, thinking to pass him back to the bariaur for
heding. | step forward, lifting firg one foot, then the other off the ground, and | show mysdf to the
Thrasson's would-be rescuers.

Karfhud alows a groan to dip his cracked lips. We have met once before, longer ago than. | can
count, when the Blood War spilled into Sgil and made the Slags, and | am the one thing in the multiverse
he dreads more than he hates. He drops the Thrasson and sprints from the passage without looking back.
What happened to the bariaur, | cannot say. He is gone even before the fiend.

The Thrasson is quick to hisfeet and turns to follow, but him | must show no mercy. | blink, and
when he takes hisfirg step after the fiend, it isinto my arms he runs.

Angry as | am at your betrayd, | do not kill him. | have seen that the Thrasson is a man fated to
cany the Pains, and it is not my place to rob detiny, only to punish you. | hug him close to my breast, as
amother would a child. He thinks to raise his star-forged sword, but he is too late; no morta dive has



the strength to free himsdf from my embrace. 1 hold him urtil | fed the Pains rigng from that void in my
chest; until my flesh tingles and flushes and shudders with ddight; until my ecstasy fillsme to glutting, sates
mewith honeyed rapture and bliss rallsinto sweet agony; until my body nettles with scalding anguish; until
| bail in my own sick regret, and ill | hold him. The wel pours forth, fills me with anguish as firefills a
forge, and dill 1 hold him. | have but one chance, and now dl Sgil's hope lies with the Amnesan Hero.

Yet, do not think | have forgiven your betraya. You have made yoursdf a part of this and so |
give you the same privilege that | gave Karfhud: go and wander the mazes done, never look upon the
Thrasson again, leave him bleeding and friendless in my tender arms, the Pains rooting deep down in his
soul—or remain loyd; continue aong with him and suffer the same as dl who cal Theseus their friend.
The choice belongs to you, and that is vengeance enough for me,

Reprisal

Who can say how long the Thrasson has been cringing there in the fetid damp murk, his knees
and his ebows and his face dl cold upon the floor? Long enough for the stink of fear to fill the tunnd,
long enough for the welts to become blisters, long enough for the blisters to swell into pods and the pods
to start ther throbbing, long enough for the husks to stretch out their black waving spines and curl their
tipsinto barbed, man-caiching hooks.

Check yoursdf. You know what to look for: a wdt, a bligter, a rigng boil or red pimple, an
abscess, a sore you wish you did not have. You're part of it now, one of the damned and the damning,
one of the wayfarers who brings a little something extra back from his trip, one of Sgil's bright-shining
angds of pain. You will ask yourself, when you happen on some glassy-eyed derdlict wandering mad in
the streets or hear an injured friend wailing in agony, if it was you who passed him the pod; you will suffer
alittle with each poor wretch; you will be quietly grateful the husk was not on you when it burst.

Blame meif you will, but these Pains you have earned. | hope you will bear your few better than
the Thrasson his thousand.

Still he cringes there on the floor, a blob of spiny pulsng pods, looking more like the egg sack of
abehilith than a man. How long has it been? More than minutes, maybe more than hours, perhaps even
days. He may mean to starve himsdf, though | doubt even he can say: never has a whirlpool spun so fast
as the onein hismind is spinning now.

Because he keeps his head cold to the floor, he does not see the dark hand reaching into the
tunnd. He does not behold the black ribbon dipping from between its fingers to flutter down the passage
toward him, nor does he notice the scrap drding his body, passng through the mass of dinging pods like
a spear through fog. He only remembers himsdf, hunched and weeping, saring out his palace window
toward the distant seashore. There lies his son Hippolytus, crashed beneath the wheds of a chariot when
a sea monger rose and frightened the horses.

"Your son's degth is my doing. King." The servant's broken voice comes from behind Theseuss
back. "Had | told you how angry Phaedra became when your son rebuked her advances, you would
never have caled Poseidon's curse down upon him."

In his hands, Theseus holds a message, found benegth his wife Phaedra's swinging feet, accusng
her stepson Hippolytus of defiling her womanly honor. The Thrasson crumples the scroll, and he feds
something drive ingde.

"No!"

At lagt, Theseus has lifted his head off the tunnd's cold floor. The firg black pod has burgt,
covering his chest with a gligening cascade of ebony ichor. "I cannot bear it!"

"My gift does not please you?' Karfhud stepped into the tunnd. He was furling a new mapping
parchment, and there was dark blood dripping from his index taon. "Then | gpologize. | thought you
wanted to recover your memories.”

Theseus rose and cast a wary eye at the parchment. It looked too damp and pink to have been
forgotten someplace in Karfhud's saichel. The Thrasson waved at the thing with his sword's glowing tip.



"Where did you get that?"

"I doubt you redly want to know," Karfhud said. "But have no fear. | did not kill ether of your
friends for it."

"Where dse would it come from?' the Thrasson demanded. Perhaps Kafhud had not seen
Sheba at dl. "Is that what you were thinking of when you let Tessali drown??”

Karfhud shook his head. "Tessli is not drowned - and your friends are not the only prey in the
mazes."

"But they are the only prey likdy to be down here" Theseus sniffed a the rotten air, then added,
"At least the only prey whose skin might sill be usable”

"Now you are becoming like Slverwind. Y our imaginaion has taken the place of your wits"

"Then put my imagingtion to rest.” Theseus stretched his hand out. "Let me see the parchment.”

Karfhud jerked the skin away, orange flames flickering in his maroon eyes. "No one may touch
my maps”

Theseuss rage weled up, burning like bile in his throat. Had he not known the hilt would dip
from his grasp the indant he raised his sword, he would have rushed the fiend and attacked. The
Thrasson fixed his eye on the two ydlow pods dill hanging from the fiend's body, contemplating whether
to take what vengeance he could. When he looked down a his own body and saw the mass of husks
henging from it, however, he decided that it might be wiser to forego the reprisa. Smply hurting Karfhud
would neither avenge Tessdi nor bring him back-

"A wise choice" Kafhud stepped forward and glared down a the Thrasson. "I am certain we
could cause each other a great ded of pan and never violae our oaths, but that would neither save
Tessali nor help you recover your memories.”

Theseus scowled. "Are you saying—"

"Yes" Karfhud raised hismap. "I have found Sheba's den.”

"And Tesdi isingde? Alive?'

Thefiend shrugged. "I would be lyingif | daimed to have looked ingde. But | saw no dgn of him
elsawhere - and thisis not his" Karfhud waved his new parchment. "But | do fed certain the monger has
your amphora. That memory | gave you dipped free of her den as she entered it."

Theseus regarded the tanar'ri cautioudy. "How do | know thisisn't a trick?"

"You are the only one who has ever thought of tricks between us" countered Karfhud.

"I have no way of knowing that." Theseus was dlent for a moment, then said, "Il go with you
after you tdl me why you want to attack Sheba."

Karfhud shook his parchment at Theseus. "Because | need time to complete these!” The fiend's
voice was dmog fandticd. "And, until sheis scattered to the four comers of the mazes, | will not have it."

"That, | can see dready. But surdy you have found away out of the mazes by now?"

"Of course. Do you think no one in the Abyss has cadled my name in these many thousand
yeas?'

"Then why haven't you answered their summons?' Theseus asked. "What can be so important
about completing the maps?"

The fiend looked away. "You would do better to worry about finding your own meaning.” He
folded his arms, then dumped to the floor. "But if you will not go until | answer that question, we will wait
here. It makes no difference to me. Shebawill come for us eventudly - when she has done with her other
prey.”

A cold tremor ran down Theseuss limbs, then he suddenly fdt tight in the chest and more than a
litle 9ck to his somach. He had experienced such sensations a few times before, often enough to
recognize them as symptoms of a deep, visceral emotion few men could truly control.

"You are frightened?' Karfhud gasped. "Of the mongter?!

"Terrified," Theseus admitted. It was the husks, he redized, that truly frightened him. He had
faced death more times than he could recal without flinching, but the mere memory of the last time his
pods had burst was enough to make him go weak in the knees. He clenched his teeth and motioned
Karfhud to stand. "Let's get this done.”



Battered as he was, the fiend legpt to his feet as graces fully as an acrobat. "I have dways sad
the gods hate a coward." He glanced around the tunnd, then added, "Though | suppose that hardly
meaiters here”

Karfhud unfurled his map and started down the corridor, his muzze twiding into an anxious .grin.
Asthe tanar'ri pushed past, Theseus tried to sneek a closer look a the parchment. He saw nothing but a
section of graight line and a dring of fresh gridtle.

"What about Slverwind?'

Karfhud did not even look up. "If you want to save Tessdli, | suggest we waste no time looking
for the bariaur.”

Trying not to think about what he could not do if the fiend's reply meant what he thought it did,
Theseus followed Karfhud through a long, winding array of cavern passages. Every now and again, the
tanar'ri would stop at an intersection to twigt his map thisway and that and mutter to himsdf. Most of the
time, he barely looked up as he rounded comer after corner and strode one dank tunnd after another.
The Thrasson made little effort to keep track of where they were going; even if he somehow found his
way back to the whirlpoal later, he would have no way to dimb up the water spout - and no idea where
to go even if he reached the flooded garden.

Theseus spent much of the walk trying to puzzle out what Karfhud was looking for. The fiend
wanted to complete the ssemingly impossible task of mgpping the ever-expanding mazes, yet he damed
his escape did not depend on success. Only one thing would dicit such devation from a tanar'ri: power.
But how? Was he trying to magp a route for an invason force? Were the mazes somehow tied to the
countless number of portas that connected Sgil to the rest of the multiverce? The Thrasson puffed out a
breath of exasperation; the mere fact that Karfhud had not complained about his line of thought meant he
was not even close to the truth.

"Of course, my slence could aso be mideading.” Karfhud looked up from his mgp and sneered
a the Thrasson. "But | doubt it. Y ou would spend your time better worrying about yoursef.”

"My thanks for the advice" Theseus nearly gagged as he spoke. Though he had noticed the
gench of rotten flesh growing steedily stronger as they advanced into the warren, he had not expected to
actudly taste the suff when he opened his mouth. "But we both know what I'm looking for."

Karfhud raised his pleated brow. "Do we?"

The fiend turned down a crooked corridor, leaving Theseus to contemplate his question. The
Thrasson could not imagine what he might possibly discover in the mazes that he would not stand a better
chance of finding back in Arborea. Despite what Karfhud had said in the swamp, it seemed to him he
could only be searching for his memories. Better than anyone, the Thrasson knew that someone without a
past was a hollow crugt, a brittle shdll of habit lad over a skeleton of animd ingtinct.

Karfhud bent hisarm back at that impossible angle, Suffing his map into his satchel, then pointed
a the floor ahead. Across the gray stone lay a carpet of bones, some old and powdery, some with
smears of blood and bits of snew 4ill dinging to the joints - though none looked fresh enough to have
provided the fiend's new parchment. Theseus flushed, and his somach began to writhe. The dank air
grew unbearably close, whether because of the horrid stench or because of his own mounting fear, he
could not say. To be rid of the dinging mass of husks, he would have peded off his own skin. Only the
thought that they would burst prevented him from trying.

"Can you do thisthing?' Karfhud asked.

"If I can't, kill me here."

"If you cannat, | will not have the chance.

Caefully picking his way .through the bones, the fiend led Theseus to where a amdl fissure
opened into the wall. Taking the crooked gap to be the entrance to Shebas lar, the Thrasson dipped
forward and peered into the cramped passage - then Karfhud quietly grasped his head and redirected his
gaze up the passage.

About three paces ahead, the tunnd opened into a large, serpentine chamber coiled around an
immense pillar of naturd stone. The column was square and nearly as broad as a house, the top so high
that it was logt in the vaulted darkness above. Asde from a mat of tangled bones strewn about its base,



the shaft's only adornment was a decorative post carved into each of its comers. There was no entrance,
a least on the two Sdes the Thrasson could see.

After dlowing the Thrasson to inspect the baitle arena, Karfhud waved a daw & the fissure.
"Wait in there - with your sword sheathed:; it would not do for Sheba to notice itslight before you drike.”

Theseus peered again into the cramped passage. It was hdf filled with the powdering skeletons of
those who had perished before in its tight confines, no doubt with the mongter lurking just outside. The
Thrasson could squeeze his body into the crack easily enough, but his bulky jacket of pods would never
fit.

"What are you frightened of ?' Karfhud growled, noticing his hesitation. "Just imagine these pods
of yours are soft enough not to break. They are dl in your mind anyway."

"If s0, you have imagined them too - or have you forgotten their bite?"

The fiend snorted in disgust. "We could trade places, but you can hardly be the bait. Sheba
would catch you in an indant.”

Theseus glanced into the serpentine chamber and saw the wisdom of what Karfhud said. The
fiend's legs, both longer and more powerful than those of any human, were more suitable to plowing
through the jumble of bones.

The Thrasson took a deep bregth, then gingerly squeezed into the fissure. Most of the pods, il
pulsng in time to his heart, Imply passed ghoslike through the stone. A few of the larger husks,
squeezed like grapes between fingers, stopped throbbing and rolled dong his body. But only one broke.
It was abig emerdd one that filled his mind with a nettling green fog; as the ichor spilled down his arm,
his heart began to race, and hisjaws ached with the urge to vomit. He clamped his mouth shut and tried
to tdl himsdf it was only the smdl of moldy bones troubling him.

Karfhud stuck his dark head into the fissure and fixed his red eyes on Theseuss face. "It is a
mydery to me, this insanity that has come over you - but know this, Thrasson: Kafhud delga Tdator
does not give his blood bond to cowards or sods." Compared to the rancid fetor of the cavern, the
brimstone dtink of the fiend's breath was dmog a rdief. "When the time comes, you will act like what you
are—or we both ghdl perish.”

Theseus nodded—though not too much, as he did not want to burst any more of his pods. "You
may count on it."

"Good." Karfhud pulled his head from the fissure, then glanced toward the pillar. "Stay hidden
until you hear us pass this tunnd. Il stop just beyond the mouth and drive Sheba back toward you. | am
inno condition for along battle, so take her legs from behind, and quickly. After that, we can scatter her
a lasure”

Karfhud picked the scab on his wrist and offered his blood to dress the Thrasson's star-forged
blade. Then, with one lagt exhortation to be ready, the fiend turned away. Though the bones lay
knee-deep in the next chamber, the tanar'ri moved through them in utter Slence. Theseus dipped his
sword into its scabbard, plunging the fissure into utter darkness, and tried not to think about what would
happen when he legpt from his cranny. Perhaps the tanar'ri was right; perhaps he was only imagining the
husks - but if so, then he was dso imagining the Lady of Pain, and nobody seemed to doubt her
exigence.

Theseus was careful to keep his mind off Karfhud until the battle began, which happened soon
enough. It started softly, with a low, sonorous growl that rumbled through the cave like an earthquake,
meking the bones dance, filling the passages with the eerie chatter of a thousand ribs knocking together.
Next, the tanar'ri let loose with a deafening bellow - it sounded as terrified as it did angry - and the
Thrasson knew the time had come to make his plans.

There were a couple of muffled thuds somewhere deep in the serpentine chamber, then the
digant crackling of Karfhud's heavy feet somping through the bone pile. Theseus did not consider, even
for amoment, the possibility that the fiend intended to let him live after the battle. Aslittle as the Thrasson
knew about the maps, he was sure the tanar'ri would have liked it better if he did not know
anything—and lords of the Abyss had a habit of getting exactly whet they liked.



A sharp tearing sound rasped up the passage, followed by a tanar'ri curse and a loud, wet dap.
The mongter roared, leaving Theseuss ears ringing and meking it nearly impossible to hear the bones
crackling under the feet of the two enormous brutes. The Thrasson began to ease out of the fissure,
praying he would not burst too many of the husks. He would not be much use lying on the ground
writhing in pain. And, whatever Karfhud was planning for after the battle, the fiend was tdling the truth
about one thing, at leadt: if they did not destroy the mongter together, they would perish together.

Kafhud's heavy steps splintered past the mouth of the passage, with Shebas close behind.
Theseus pushed a leg free of the fissure—and fdt a pop. Something warm and sticky oozed down his
thigh. He nearly bit his tongue in .two to keep from screaming, then his leg went dead and usdess, a
scading wave of anguish seething down its length. His knee buckled, and he tumbled out of the fissure
onto the dark, bone-strewn floor.

How many pods burst, or which ones, Theseus could not say. He amply fdl into a bailing ocean
of pan. For an ingant—it could have been no longer than that, though it seemed an hour to him—he lay
there trying not to scream, not to writhe or beat his feet againg the floor, or to do anything that would
draw the mongter's atention. Haf a dozen paces away, he could hear the battle raging: growling,
pounding, teering, snorting, popping, snapping, splintering, and muffled shattering. Karfhud growled,
Sheba roared, he screeched, she wailed. The amdl of sulfur and ash, tanar'ri gore and mongter blood,
filled the passage.

Theseus pushed himsdf to his feet. The effort sent rivers of molten dag bailing through his veins,
but he forced himsdf to sumble toward the din. He did not ran; if he ran, he might fdl. If he fdl, more
husks would spill their ichor, and then he would be done. Asit was, every throbbing, raw nerve in his
body was begging him to turn away from the maglstrom, to flee into the darkness; he kept them at bay
only by concentrating on the pain he would fed if Sheba survived to catch him aone later.

Something wet and foul-amdling swept through the darkness, so close to Theseuss face that he
fdt the ar gir across his cheeks. Karfhud let out a low, deep groan, then countered with a terrific,
wet-sounding blow. Sheba's sticky blood spattered the Thrasson's brow.

As Theseus started to pull his bright-shining sword, he heard Karfhud claiter a sngle step
backward. The battle lapsed for just an indant Sheba stood wheezing in the darkness, no doubt trying to
puzzle out the cause of the strange lull, and then the Thrasson understood Karfhud's plan.

"Why do you wait?" the tanar'ri ydled. "Strikel”

And Sheba did, launching such a furious assault that it sent the tanar'ri crashing to the floor in a
thundering din of old crackling skeletons and fiendish bones bresking anew. Karfhud shrieked in pain,
and the mongter roared in glee.

Theseus legpt into the darkness, whipering a sngle word as he drew his sword: "Darkdar.”

The star-forged blade came out of its scabbard black as ebony, then dashed through something
the thickness of an dlive tree. Sheba howled and crashed to the ground. Theseus, atacking blindly,
struck again. Thistime, his sted bit deep into the mongter's thick midsection. She hissed in pain and rolled
across the jJumble of skeletons. The Thrasson followed by sound, swinging blindly into the darkness and
deaving nothing but bones. Still, he did not light his weapon; wife thetip of his sword glowing bright as a
moon, he would have drawn the mongter's atention straight to himsdlf, leaving Karfhud free to clean up
themess & hisleisure.

Theseus, dill chopping his way across the cavern floor, much preferred things as they were
now—especidly when he heard the dlamor of raitling bones and snarling throats off to his left. He
sumbled over and began hacking into the darkness, taking no care what he struck so long as the blow
landed on something live. Three times, he fdt that star-forged sted dice through something as big around
as hiswaigt, and three times he heard the monster roar. He heard Karfhud, too, but groaning, and that
only softly. The Thrasson took no care; he continued to swing until, a last, a claw lashed out of the
darkness to send him crashing to the cluttered floor.

Theseus fdt the husks burding one after the other, and now he could not stop himsdf from
screaming. Still, he rolled to his fet, logt his legs and plunged through a vat of bailing, seething anguish.
He began crawling back toward the battle.



It took Theseus a moment to redize he had no idea where he was going. His own screams were
drowning out any cries he might have heard from Karfhud or the mongter, and his nose was too ful of his
own blood to find them by scent. Sowly, he managed to thread the thought through his tormented mind
that he needed to be glent, that if he kept screaming he would summon his enemies to him like
scavengers to the battle dead. The Thrasson closed his mouth, and that was when he heard the awful
dillness

The chamber was quiet, but not quite silent. Somewhere ahead, there was Karfhud's groaning,
low and steady. All around the fiend, there seemed to be a soft scrabble, as though the rats had dready
come out to gnaw a his fin-gers. There was a terrible, howling wheeze-it took Theseus a moment to
identify it as his own labored breeth.

"Sar ... light.." 1t seemed difficult to believe the fral voice sruggling to issue the command
belonged to Karfhud. "Cleave the ... night."

The sapphire light glimmered to life on the tip of Theseuss sword, reveding a sght only dightly
more gruesome than be-fore the baitle had begun. One of Sheba's black-veined legs lay &t his fedt, the
toes dill twitching, the ankle and the knees dill working — the thing dowly inched its way toward the
den. Scattered around the chamber, wherever they happened to have landed after the Thrasson's sword
hacked them away, were other pieces of the monger: an ear, awedge of torso, the matted hand from the
am that had been cleaved back in the swamp maze. Like the teg, they were dl writhing back toward the
centrd pillar.

A few paces away, Karfhud lay in a hollow of smashed bones, soaking in a pool of his own
bubbling blood, his blighted face torn hdf off, and his black ribs shoving up through his chest in a dozen
places. Though his maroon eyes had faded to mere orange embers, they looked no less hateful than ever,
and they were fixed on Theseuss face.

"Coward."

Theseus shook his head. "Treacherous, perhaps.”

Thetanar'ri shook his head. "Cant... fool... me" The fiend raised a broken taon, beckoning the
Thrasson closer. "Give me ... alittle blood.”

Theseus stayed where he was.

"Lad.;. request,” Karfhud said. "I'll... tdll..."

Theseus shook his head. Even in death, the tanar'ri was not likely to reved the secret of his maps.

"Not... maps. You ... will... never know... that—but what... of... friend? Thereis ... secret...”

The Thrasson cursed. Tessali was probably dead by now, but Theseus could not leave here until
he learned the truth.

"Of course ... you can," Karfhud gasped. "Who'is ... to know? Your... fame ... will not suffer...”

Theseus started toward the fiend. "My fame isnt what matters—Tessdi is”

Had Kafhud not looked away and uttered a curse, The-seus might never have stopped to
consder his own words. He had been a man of renown for so long that he had grown accustomed to
congdering hisfeats not in light of how they helped others, but merdy in the glory they won him. He had
logt sght of the qudity that had made him a hero in the firg place - his true concern for others - and
fo-cused his attention instead on the trgppings of being a fa-mous champion. Perhaps that was why he
hed logt his memoriesin the firg place: he had lost himsdf.

"Don't... have much ... timeto wadte ... congratulat-ing ..." Karfhud gasped. "I... may not... lag."

Theseus kneded beside Karfhud's head, then he ran his own padm down the cutting edge of his
sword. The blade opened a clean red gash. The Thrasson made afig, but did not dlow any of his blood
to dribble on the tanar'ri's lips.

"Tdl me"

Karfhud's only reply was a long, gurgling wheeze. The fiend licked his lips, but shook his head.
"You... dready peded me ... once"

Theseus swung his hand over the tanar'ri's lips and tightened his figt, squeezing a long red stream
into Karfhud's mouth. He dlowed the fiend to drink for severa seconds, then pulled his hand away again.

"Now, tdl me how to find Tesdi."



Karfhud licked the blood off his cracked lips, then a raspy laugh rumbled up from deep in his
chest, and the embersin his eyes went cold.

Theseus wasted no time trying to revive the fiend, for he knew wel enough when he had been
swindled. Instead, the Thrasson rolled the tanar'ri's heavy body onto its Side and cut the fiend's battered
back-satchd free. If there was a secret to entering the lair, Karfhud would certainly have marked it on his
beloved maps. Theseus rifled through the parchments until he found the freshest one, then pulled it out
and, as he unfurled the chart, found a dump of nappy white bariaur fur dill dinging to one pink-tinged
edge.

Itistrue, despitedl | promised, that someone dse is dead. It happened this way: while we were
looking elsawhere, Karfhud jumped the bariaur from behind. Before Slvewind redized what was
happening, dl his legs and both his arms were broken, his skin was being peded from his back, and he
was dready making plans for what he will imagine better the next time around.

| wish | could say the bariaur's multiverse ended quickly, but that is not how tanar'ri do things.
They are magters of the dow death, with a thousand ways to prolong the torment, and each more
agonizing than the last. Sometimes, the torture lasts even beyond desth; the bariaur was spared that, a
leadt, for the price of becoming a map.

A pity for Slverwind, of course, that he never found hisway out of the mazes, but he was hardly
agreat lossto us aboring, saf-centered old fool, the likes of which you can find degping in any gutter in
Sgl. And, redly, what did you expect from a tanar'ri? Wisdom and goodwill? Consider yoursdlf lucky
the fiend settled for a bariaur's hide when he could have had prime, olive-skinned human.

The Thrasson, of course, was right about the map. It took him only a moment to find the pillar, a
moment longer to see the three circles, no time at dl to redlize what he had to do. Already, he has hurled
Sheba's writhing parts back into die adjoining passages; aready, he has rounded the column twice
aready, he has tossed aside the unfurled map and set himsdf to the task.

Staved ribs aching and bloody dashes throbbing, Theseus staggered the third time around the
pillar and did not notice the peace gift in his path. He only saw the dark door opening before him, then
heard his foot shattering the pottery, fet the broken shards crumbling benegth the palm of his borrowed
foot, and looked down to see the black ribbons swirling round and round, risng up one after the other,
arding his body once, twice, three times. He remembered, once before, ganding in the mouth of a dark,
fetor-filled cavern. His young wine woman had been there with him, pressing a bal of golden thread into
his hands.

"I will hold the end, brave Theseus. After you have dan the minotaur, follow the sring back to
me"

"You may be certain | will, Princess." Theseus had kissed her long upon the lips "And then will |
cary you away from cruel Minos, across the sapphire sea to make you Ariadne, Queen of Athens”

Ariadne.

No sooner had the name come than the Thrasson fdt the burding of a husk; he looked down and
saw black ichor oozing down his breast. His chest went hollow, and indde he fdt a cold, bitter wind
scrgping across hisraw ribs.

"No mord" he cried. "I have remembered too much dreedy!"

But the memories continued to come; with each, another black pod ruptured and spilled its dark
purulence over his body. He saw dearly wha he had only glimpsed before: his cdlous betrayd of
Ariadne, how his neglect caused his own father's degth, how his own prideful blindness cost the lives of
two wives, how his fury destroyed hisinnocent son. From the moment of his fird victory, he had logt the
very thing that had made him a hero.

And now, here the monger was, offering the same terrible bargain that had brought him so much
misary before: alife, asnglelife, in exchange for eterna fame and renown; Tesdi for dl his memories of
gory and fame. Thistime, Theseus knew better than to accept. With the black ribbons ill whirling about
him and the black pods dill silling ichor down his chest, the Thrasson raised his sword and rushed
through the black door.

He found himsdf in a dark, vaulted chamber thick with the amdl of sweat and fear, where gloom



dung like smoke to the cdling and the rasp of anguished lungs echoed from every wal. The room was
cluttered with iron cages of every Sze and shape, some square, some round, some shaped like pears,
some big enough to hold Sheba hersdf and others barely large enough for a gnome. Dozens of manacles
and shackles dangled from the support pillars many of them dill held the rotted remains of ther latest
prisoners.

In the center of the room, Tessali hung by the neck on along rope, kicking his legs and rasping
for breath. His arms were not bound, and he was rubbing his raw wrist sumps across the noose in a van
attempt to keep himsdf from grangling. The monster was nowhere in Sght, though the Thrasson knew
she would be lurking somewhere within easy reach of the df.

Theseus took off at a orint, taking no precaution other than to curve around so he could
approach from the sde. Though he was rushing into a certain ambush, he had no time to be prudent-not
if he wanted to save Tesdi.

As the Thrasson neared the rasping df, he was nearly overcome by the mordant amdl of ash. He
dodged behind a pillar, narrowly avoiding a swiping claw, then pivoted around behind the column to
orint past Sheba's back. Tessdi's eyes were dready bugging out and his face was contorted with
suffocation, so Theseus could not say how surprised the df was to see him charging to the rescue. The
Thrasson crossed the fast few paces of floor in aflying leap, his blue-glowing sword flashing like lightning
as he dashed through the rope.

Theseus's blade had barely cut the line before a desfening roar exploded in his ear. He fet himsdf
flying Sdeways through the air, then landed in a crumpled, aching heap beneeth the beast Pods of pain
burgt by the handful. He opened his mouth to scream and found his cry smothered by the mongter's dimy
red hide. She began to burrow her maw down toward his throat. The Thrasson tried to bring his shoulder
up to protect himsdf, but she was too powerful to ress.

Then, suddenly, there was an opening between their bodies. Theseus rolled onto his back and
saw a length of rope looped about Sheba's throat, pulling her head up and away. Behind the mongter,
with one end of the line clamped between his teeth and the other threaded around his elbow, stood
Tesdli.

It was the perfect set. Theseus gave a great war cry and brought his sword arcing up toward
Sheba's throat - but the mongter of the labyrinth livesingde us dl. She is the dark, devouring hunger that
is never sated, the cregping shadow that ever plays the fiend to our sergphim, the secret rage hidden in
our hearts; deny her, and we become her daves, fight her, and we make her invincible. By now, you must
know that no mongter can ever be killed, not redly — and so the Thrasson's star-forged sted dashes
through the arr in a perfect sapphire arc that nearly cleaves a githyanki in two.

"Waech it, berk!"

Thefdlow dances aside, ddivering a swift kick to Theseus's head.

When the githyanki's foot comes away, he does not see the throbbing ydlow pod dinging to his
ankle. He only sees a battered, foul-samdling Thrasson seated on the bed of hard cobblestones, geping a
the curaing, bustling crowd, at the squdid, unmortared stone huts that flank the street, and, most of dl, at
the ragged, wild-eyed df standing before him.

The Pains Unending

He thinks he has given me the dip, that sun-bronzed man of renown, but no one leaves the
mazes, not redly; they only turn a corner, cross a threshold, open a door, and forget they have walked
the same path before. | see him there upon Lethe's black, barren shore: a quivering mass of husks,
bloated and throbbing with ichor, bowing over the cold waters to look upon his own dark reflection. His
eyes, sunken and rimmed with red, stare back from some murk-Filled place as degp and brutd as the
Abyss, his cheeks have gone gaunt and hollow with dusky hunger; his swollen and cracked lips bleed
with that vile thirst he can never quite escape. Nothing has passed hislips Snce quitting the monster's den:
not bread, not fruit, not sweet, cool wine he squandered not a moment upon Sigil's wonders, nor took



an hour's ease, nor even provisoned for his journey. He only rushed down Scab Way to burst through
Rivergate's grim door and hurl himsdf through that purling portal in back.

The Thrasson kned's upon the cragged bank and cups a precious mouthful of the river's dark,
soothing water in his hands. How many times before, he wonders, has he done this? How many times
before has he been the Amnesan Hero, the man of renown searching out his legacy, only to discover it
not worth the having? How many times has he kndlt upon these same barren shores, taken these cold
watersin his pams to drink the numbing bounty of the L ethe? Lethe?

Those who have drunk of Lethe's waters cannot remember its name, yet that is the name | recal.
If he has drunk, then have | ds0? What matter then that the monster has collected dl Poseidon's lies, that
ghe has drung them like golden tinsd safdly inSde her den? If the Thrasson has drunk, then so have I.
The lies become truths forgotten. | become prodigal daughter to the King of Seas and bride of S,
obliged by blood and rite to honor them both.

Y et, it may be the Thrasson never drank, that he lost his memory through accident or god-curse,
that even now the game has nat run its course and cunning Poseidon plays at meking a daughter of one to
whom he is no father. Then would | know his golden gifts for lies; then would the cracked gate mend;
then would this Theseus, this sunken-eyed drudge, return to Arborea just one more Hunter bearing gifts
for his master.

Has he drunk before? Y ou have the answer within, | am sure; is the river's true name Lethe or...
some other?

| will know soon enough. The Thrasson is lifting his hands toward his face; the Pains have
become too much. Already— as he battled the mongter, as he pushed hisway down Scab Way, even as
he has been kneding there on Lethe's cragged bank - a hundred husks have burst; but what is a hundred
to a thousand? He cannot bear that broken emptiness ingde, that cold, sick guilt gnawing a his bdly, that
eternd achein his breat. He has only to drink and they will be gone; the soines will straighten, the husks
will dip from his body and splash into the cold, swirling waters.

The Thrasson lowers his face to meet hisrigng pams, purses hislipsto draw the soothing waters
into his mouth... but if he drinks, he will forget Ariadne. Will she not return to torment him? Will he not
gart chasng her through the mazes, begging her to tdl him his name? Will he not keep making the same
mistakes, keep adding more Antiopes and Hippolytuses and Jayks to his long ledger of betrayds, keep
adding to the terrible burden he must shoulder each time he seeks out his legacy?

The Thrasson looks deep into his cupped hands, studies those hollow cheeks and thirst-cracked
lips on his gimmering likeness, stares many long moments into those red and sunken eyes, and he sees
something of the fiend in them: atinge of maroon around the irises, two tongues of orange flame flickering
in the Abyssal darkness of his pupils. He does not look away; he opens his hands and lets the dark
reflection drain away. Terible as the Pains are, better to bear them forever then to turn his back on a
tanar'ri.

O mistress and mother of pleasure,
The one thing as certain as death,
We shall change as the things that we charish,
Shall fade as they faded before,
As foam upon water shall perish,
As sand upon the shore.
We shall know what the darkness discovers,
If the grave-pit be shallow or deep;

And our fathers of old, and our lovers,
We shall know if they sleep or not sleep.
We shall see whether hell be not heaven,

Find out whether tares be not grain,
And the joys of thee seventy times seven,
Our Lady of Pain.



