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The wi nter winds raged outside, but within the caverns of the nountain
dwar ves beneath the Kharolis Muntains, the fury of the stormwas not

felt. As the Thane called for silence anong the assenbl ed dwarves and
humans, a dwarven bard stepped forward to do honage to the conpani ons.



SONG OF THE NI NE HEROES

Fromthe north came danger, as we knew it woul d:

In the vanguard of winter, a dragon's dance

Unravel ed the land, until out of the forest,

Qut of the plains they cane, fromthe nothering earth,
The sky unreckoned before them

Ni ne they were, under the three noons,

Under the autum twilight:

As the world declined, they arose

Into the heart of the story.

One from a garden of stone arising,

From dwarf-halls, from weather and wi sdom
Where the heart and mind tide unquestioned
In the untapped vein of the hand.

In his fathering arnms, the spirit gathered.
Ni ne they were, under the three noons,
Under the autum twilight:

As the world declined, they arose

Into the heart of the story.

One froma haven of breezes descendi ng

Light in the handling air

To the wavi ng neadows, the kender's country,
VWhere the grain out of smallness arises itself
To grow green and gol den and green again

Ni ne they were, under the three nobons,

Under the autum twilight:

As the world declined, they arose

Into the heart of the story.

The next fromthe plains, the long | and s keepi ng,
Nurtured in distance, horizons of nothing.

Bearing a staff she canme, and a burden

O mercy and |ight converged in her hand:

Beating the wounds of the world, she cane.

Ni ne they were, under the three noons,
Under the autumm twilight:

As the world declined, they arose
Into the heart of the story.

The next fromthe plains, in the nmoon's shadow,
Through custom through ritual, trailing the noon
Wher e her phases, her wax and her wane, controlled
The tide of his blood, and his warrior's hand
Ascended through hierarchies of space into |ight.
Ni ne they were, under the three noons,

Under the autum twilight:

As the world declined, they arose

Into the heart of the story.

One within absences, known by departures,
The dark swordsworman at the heart of fire
Her gl ories the space between words,



The cradl esong recollected in age,

Recal | ed at the edge of awakeni ng and thought.
Ni ne they were, under the three noons,

Under the autum twilight:

As the world declined, they arose

Into the heart of the story.

One in the heart of honor, fornmed by the sword,

By the centuries' flight of the kingfisher over the |and
By Sol ammi a ruined and risen, rising again

When the heart ascends into duty.

As it dances, the sword is forever an heirl oom

Ni ne they were, under the three noons,

Under the autum twilight:

As the world declined, they arose

Into the heart of the story.

The next in a sinple light a brother to darkness,
Letting the sword hand try all subtleties,

Even the intricate webs of the heart. H s thoughts
Are pools disrupted in changi ng w nd

He cannot see their bottom

Ni ne they were, under the three nobons,

Under the autum twilight:

As the world declined, they arose

Into the heart of the story.

The next the | eader, half-elven, betrayed

As the twi ning blood pulls asunder the I and,

The forests, the worlds of elves and nen.

Called into bravery, but fearing for |ove,

And fearing that, called into both, he does not hing.
Ni ne they were, under the three noons,

Under the autum twilight:

As the world declined, they arose

Into the heart of the story.

The last fromthe darkness, breathing the night
VWere the abstract stars hide a nest of words,
VWhere the body endures the wound of nunbers
Surrendered to know edge, until, unable to bl ess,
His blessing falls on the | ow, the benighted.

Ni ne they were, under the three noons,

Under the autum twilight:

As the world declined, they arose

Into the heart of the story.

Joi ned by others they were in the telling

A graceless girl, graced beyond graces;

A princess of seeds and saplings, called to the forest;
An anci ent weaver of accidents;

Nor can we say who the story will gather

Ni ne they were, under the three noons,

Under the autumm twilight:

As the world declined, they arose

Into the hear of the story.



Fromthe north came danger, as we knew it would

In encanpnments of winter, the dragon's sleep

Has settled the land, but out of the forest,

Qut of the plain they come, fromthe nothering earth,
Defining the sky before them

Ni ne they were, under the three noons,

Under the autum twilight:

As the world declined, they arose

Into the heart of the story.

The Hamrer

"The Hammer of Kharas!"

The great Hall of Audience of the King of the Muntain Dwarves echoed
with the triunphal announcenent. It was followed by wild cheering, the
deep booni ng voices of the dwarves mingling with the slightly higher-
pitched shouts of the humans as the huge doors at the rear of the Hal
were thrown open and Elistan, cleric of Pal adine, entered.

Al t hough the bow -shaped Hall was |arge, even by dwarven standards, it
was crammed to capacity. Nearly all of the eight hundred refugees from
Pax Tharkas lined the walls, while the dwarves packed onto the carved
st one benches bel ow.

Eli stan appeared at the foot of a long central aisle, the giant war
hamrer held reverently in his hands. The shouts increased at the sight
of the cleric of Paladine in his white robes, the sound boom ng agai nst
the great vault of the ceiling and reverberating through the hall unti
it seemed that the ground shook with the vibrations.

Tani s wi nced as the noise made his head throb. He was stifled in the
crowd. He didn't |ike being underground anyway and, although the
ceiling was so high that the top soared beyond the bl azing torchlight
and di sappeared into shadow, the half-elf felt enclosed, trapped.
"I'"I'l be glad when this is over;"
to him

he nmuttered to Sturm standing next

Sturm always nel ancholy, seemed even darker and nore broodi ng than
usual . "I don't approve of this, Tanis," he muttered, folding his arns
across the bright netal of his antique breastplate.

"1 know," said Tanis irritably. "You ve said it-not once, but severa
times. It's too late now There's nothing to be done but make the best
of it:"

The end of his sentence was |ost in another resounding cheer as Elistan
rai sed the Hammer above his head, showing it to the crowd before

begi nning the wal k down the aisle. Tanis put his hand on his forehead.
He was growi ng dizzy as the cool underground cavern heated up fromthe
mass of bodi es.

Elistan started to wal k down the aisle. Rising to greet himon a dais
in the center of the Hall was Hornfel, Thane of the Hylar dwarves.
Spaced behind the dwarf were seven carved stone thrones, all of them



now enpty. Hornfel stood before the seventh throne-the nost
magni fi cent, the throne for the King of Thorbardin. Lang enpty, it
woul d be occupi ed once nore, as Hornfel accepted the Hammer of Kharas.
The return of this ancient relic was a singular triunmph for Hornfel.
Si nce his thanedom was now i n possession of the coveted Hammer, he
could unite the rival dwarven thanes under his |eadership

" We fought to recover that Hanmer;' Sturmsaid slowy, his eyes upon
the gl eam ng weapon. "The | egendary Hanmer of Kharas. Used to forge the
dragonl ances. Lost for hundreds of years, found again, and | ost once
nmore. And now given to the dwarvesl" he said in disgust.

"It was given to the dwarves once before;' Tanis rem nded himwearily,
feeling sweat trickle down his forehead. "Have Flint tell you the tale,
if you' ve forgotten. At any rate, it is truly theirs now"

Eli stan had arrived at the foot of the stone dais where the Thane,
dressed in the heavy robes and nmassive gold chains dwarves | oved,
awaited him Elistan knelt at the foot of the dais, a politic gesture,
for otherwise the tall, nuscular cleric would stand face-to-face with
the dwarf, despite the fact that the dais was a good three feet off the
ground. The dwarves cheered mghtily at this. The hunans were, Tanis
noti ced, nore subdued, sone nuttering anong thensel ves, not liking the
sight of their |eader abasing hinself:.

"Accept this gift of our people-" Elistan's words were | ost in another

cheer fromthe dwarves.

"G ft!" Sturmsnorted. "Ransomis nearer the mark."

“In return for which;" Elistan conti nued when he could be heard, "we
thank the dwarves for their generous gift of a place to live within

their kingdom'

"For the right to be sealed in a tonb . Sturmnuttered
"And we pl edge our support to the dwarves if the war should cone upon
us!" Elistan shouted.

Cheering resounded throughout the chanber, increasing as Thane Hor nfel
bent to receive the Hammer.. The dwarves stanped and whistled, nost
clinmbing up on the stone benches.

Tani s began to feel nauseated. He gl anced around. They woul d never be
m ssed. Hornfel would speak; so would each of the other six Thanes, not
to mention the nenbers of the H ghseekers Council. The half-elf touched
Sturmon the arm notioning to the knight to follow him The two wal ked
silently fromthe Hall, bending | owto get through a narrow archway.

Al t hough still underground in the nmassive dwarven city, at |east they
were away fromthe noise, out in the cool night air.

"Are you all right?" Sturm asked, noticing Tanis's pallor beneath his
beard. The half-elf gul ped draughts of cool air.

"I amnow," Tanis said, flushing in shane at his weakness. "It was the
heat . . . and the noise:"

"Well, we'll be out of here soon;' Sturmsaid. 'Depending, of course,



on whet her or not the Council of Hi ghseekers votes to let us go to
Tarsis:'

"Ch, there's no doubt how they'|Il vote;" Tanis said, shrugging.
"Elistan is clearly in control, now that he's led the people to a place
of safety. None of the H ghseekers dares oppose himat least to his
face. No, ny friend, within a nonth's tine perhaps, we'll be setting
sail in one of the white-wi nged ships of Tarsis the Beautiful:

"Wthout the Hamer of Kharas," Sturm added bitterly. Softly, he began
to quote. " "And so if was told that the Knights took the gol den
Hamer, the Hamer bl essed 6y the great god Pal adi ne and given to the
One of the Silver Armso that he m ght forge the Dragonlance of Humma,
Dragonbane, and gave the Hanmer to the dwarf they called Kharas, or
Knight, for his extraordinary val or and honor in battle. And he kept
Kharas for his name. And the Hammer of Kharas passed into the dwarven
ki ngdom wi th assurances fromthe dwarves that it shoul d be brought
forth again at need-"

"1t has been brought forth;' Tanis said, straggling to contain his
rising anger. He had heard that quotation entirely too many tines!

"I'l has been brought forth and will be left behind!" Sturmbit the
words. "We might have taken it to Solamia, used it to forge our own
dr agonl ances

"And you woul d be another Huma, riding to glory, the Dragonlance in
your hand!" Tanis's control snapped. "Meanwhile you'd | et eight hundred
peopl e die-"

"No, | would not have let themdie!" Sturmshouted in a towering rage.
"The first clue we have to the dragonlances and you sell it for-"

Bot h men stopped arguing abruptly, suddenly aware of a shadow creeping
fromthe darker shadows surroundi ng t hem

"Shirak;"' whispered a voice, and a bright light flared, gleaning froma
crystal ball clutched in the golden, disenbodied claw of a dragon atop
a plain, wooden staff. The light illum nated the red robes of a magic-
user

The young nmage wal ked toward the two, |eaning upon has staff, coughing
slightly. The light fromhis staff shone upon a skeletal face, with
glistening netallic gold skin drawn tightly over fine bones. H's eyes
gl eaned gol den.

"Raistlin;" said Tanis, his voice tight. "Is there sonething you want?"
Raistlin did not seemat all bothered by the angry | ooks both nen cast
him apparently well accustoned to the fact that few felt confortable
in his presence or wanted hi m around.

He stopped before the two. Stretching forth his frail hand, the mage
spoke, "Akul ar-al an suh Tagol ann Jistrathar." and a pale i nage of a
weapon shinmrered into being as Tanis and Sturm watched in astoni shnment.

It was a footman's | ance, nearly twelve feet |ong. The point was nade



of pure silver, barbed and gl eani ng, the shaft crafted of polished
wood. The kip was steel, designed to be thrust into the ground.

"It's beautiful!" Tanis gasped. "What is it?"

"A dragonl ance;" Raistlin answered

Hol ding the lance in his hand, the mage stepped between the two, who
stood aside to let himpass as if unwilling to be touched by him Their
eyes were on the lance. Then Raistlin turned and held it out to Sturm

"There is your dragonlance, knight," Raistlin hissed, "w thout benefit
of the Hammer or the Silver Arm WIIl you ride with it into glory,
remenbering that, for I-lum, with glory cane deat h?"

Sturm s eyes flashed. He caught his breath in awe as he reached out to
take hold of the dragonlance. To his amazenent, his hand passed right
through it! The dragonl ance vani shed, even as he touched it.

"More of your tricks!" he snarled. Spinning on his heel, he stal ked
away, choking in anger.

"If you neant that as a joke, Raistlin;' Tanis said quietly, "it wasn't
funny: "

"A joke?" the mage whi spered. His strange gol den eyes followed the
kni ght as Sturm wal ked into the thick blackness of the dwarven city
beneath the mountain. "You should know nme better, Tanis."

The mage | aughed-the weird | aughter Tanis had heard only once before.
Then, bowi ng sardonically to the half-elf, Raistlin disappeared
followi ng the knight into the shadows.

Book
Whi te-ringed ships. Hope lies across the Plains of Dust.

Tanis Hal f-Elven sat in the neeting of the Council of H ghseekers and
Iistened, frowning. Though officially the false religion of the Seekers
was now dead, the group that made up the political |eadership of the

ei ght hundred refugees from Fax Tharkas was still called that.

"It isn't that we're not grateful to the dwarves for allowing us to
live here;" stated Hederick expansively, waving his scarred hand. "W
are all grateful, I'mcertain. Just as we're grateful to those whose
heroismin recovering the Hamrer of Kharas nmade our nove here
possi bl e:" Hederick bowed to Tanis, who returned the bow with a brief
nod of his head. "But we are not dwarves!"

Thi s enphatic statement brought murrmurs of approval, causing Hederick
to warmto his audi ence.

"We humans were never meant to live underground!” Loud calls of
approval and sone cl appi ng of hands.

"We are farners. We cannot grow food on the side of a nountain! W want
lands like the ones we were forced to | eave behind. And | say that
those who forced us to | eave our old honel and should provide us with



new "

"Does he nean the Dragon Hi ghl ords?” Sturm whi spered sarcastically to
Tanis. "lI'mcertain they'd be happy to oblige:

"The fools ought to be thankful they're alivel" Tanis nuttered. "Look
at them turning to Elistan-as if it were his doing!"

The cleric of Paladine-and | eader of the refugees-rose to his feet to
answer Hederi ck.

"It is because we need new homes;' Elistan said, his strong baritone
resoundi ng t hrough the cavern, "that | propose we send a del egation
south, to the city of Tarsis the Beautiful:"

Tani s had heard Elistan's plan before. Hs m nd wandered over the nonth
since he and his conpani ons had returned from Derkin's Tonb with the
sacred Hammer.

The dwarven Thanes, now consol i dated under the | eadership of Hornfel,
were preparing to battle the evil comng fromthe north. The dwarves
did not greatly fear this evil. Their nountain ki ngdom seened

i mpregnabl e. And they had kept the pronise they made Tanis in return
for the Hammer: the refugees from Pax Tharkas could settle in

Sout hgat e, the southernnost part of the nountain ki ngdom of Thorbardin.

Eli stan brought the refugees to Thorbardin. They began trying to
rebuild their lives, but the arrangenment was not totally satisfactory.

They were safe, to be sure, but the refugees, nostly farmers, were not
happy |iving underground in the huge dwarven caverns. In the spring
they could plant crops on the nountainside, but the rocky soil would
produce only a bare living. The people wanted to live in the sunshine
and fresh air. They did not want to be dependent on the dwarves.

It was Elistan who recalled the ancient |egends of Tarsis theBeautiful
and its gull-w nged ships. But that's all they werel egends, as Tanis
had poi nted out when Elistan first nentioned his idea. No one on this
part of Ansal on had heard anything about the city of Tarsis since the
Catacl ysmthree hundred years ago. At that tine, the dwarves had cl osed
of f the nountain ki ngdom of Thorbardin, effectively shutting off al
conmuni cati on between the south and north, since the only way through

t he Kharolis Muntains was through Thorbardin.

Tanis listened gloonm|ly as the Council of Highseekers voted unani nously
to approve Elistan's suggestion. They proposed sending a small group of
people to Tarsis with instructions to find what ships canme into port,
where they were bound, and how nmuch it would cost to book passage-or
even to buy a ship.

" And who's going to lead this group?" Tanis asked hinmself silently,
t hough he al ready knew t he answer.

Al'l eyes now turned to him Before Tanis could speak, Raistlin, who had
been listening to all that was said wthout coment, walked forward to
stand before the Council. He stared around at them his strange eyes
glittering gol den.



"You are fools;" Raistlin said, his whispering voice soft with scorn,
"and you are living in a fool's dream How often must | repeat nyself?
How often nust | remnd you of the portent of the stars? Wiat do you
say to yourselves when you | ook into the night sky and see the gaping
bl ack hol es where the two constellations are m ssing?"

The Council nmenbers shifted in their seats, several exchanging | ong-
suffering gl ances indicative of boredom

Rai stlin noticed this and continued, his voice growing nore and nore
contenptuous. "Yes, | have heard sonme of you saying that it is nothing
nore than a natural phenonmenon-a thing that happens, perhaps, |ike the
falling of | eaves fromthe trees:’

Several Council nenmbers nmuttered anong thensel ves, nodding. Raistlin
wat ched silently for a noment, his lip curled in derision. Then he
spoke once nore. "Il repeat, you are fools. The constellation known as
the Queen of Darkness is mssing fromthe sky because the Queen is
present here upon Krynn. The Warrior constellation, which represents
the ancient God Pal adine, as we are told in the Disks of Mshakal, has
al so returned to Krynn to fight her:

Rai stlin paused. Elistan, who stood anong them was a prophet of

Pal adi ne, and many here were converts to this newreligion. He could
sense the growi ng anger at what sone considered his bl aspheny. The idea
that gods woul d becone personally involved in the affairs of men!
Shocki ng! But being consi dered bl asphenbus had never bothered Raistlin.

His voice rose to a high pitch. "Mark well mnmy words! Wth the Queen of
Dar kness have come her 'shrieking hosts; as it says in the 'Canticle:

And the shrieking hosts are dragons!" Raistlin drew out the |last word
into a hiss that, as Flint said, "shivered the skin:"

"We know all this;" Hederick snapped in inpatience. It was past tine
for the Theocrat's nightly glass of nulled wine, and his thirst gave
hi m courage to speak. He inmedi ately regretted it, however, when

Rai stlin's hourglass eyes seened to pierce the Theocrat |ike bl ack
arrows. "Wwhat are you driving at?"

"That peace no |onger exists anywhere on Krynn;' the nage whi spered. He
waved a frail hand. "Find ships, travel where you will. \Werever you
go, whenever you |l ook up into the night sky, you will see those gaping
bl ack hol es. \Wherever you go, there will be dragons!"”

Rai stlin began to cough. His body twisted with the spasnms, and he
seened likely to fall, but his twin brother, Caranon, ran forward and
caught himin his strong arns.

After Caranon |ed the mage out of the Council neeting, it seemed as if
a dark cloud had been lifted. The Council nenmbers shook thensel ves and
| aughed-if sonewhat shakily-and talked of children's tales. To think
that war had spread to all of Krynn was conic. Wiy, the war was near an
end here in Ansalon already. The Dragon Hi ghl ord, Vermi naard, had been
defeated, his draconian arm es driven back.

The Council nenbers stood and stretched and | eft the chanber to head



for the al ehouse or their hones.

They forgot they had never asked Tanis if he would lead the group to
Tarsis. They sinply assuned he woul d.

Tass, exchanging grimglances with Sturm left the cavern. It was his
night to stand watch. Even though the dwarves m ght consider thensel ves
safe in their mountain fortress, 'Tanis and Sturminsisted that a watch
be kept upon the walls |eading into Southgate. They had cone to respect
the Dragon Highlords toomuch to sleep in peace without it-even
under gr ound.

Tani s | eaned agai nst the outer wall of Southgate, his face thoughtfu
and serious. Before him spread a neadow covered by snooth, powdery
snow. The night was calmand still. Behind himwas the great nass of
the Kharolis Muntains. The gate of Southgate was, in fact, a gigantic
plug in the side of the mountains. It was part of the dwarven defenses
that had kept the world out for three hundred years follow ng the

Cat acl ysm and the destructive Dwarven \ars.

Sixty feet wide at the base and al nbst half again as high, the gate was
operated by a huge nechanismthat forced it in and out of the nountain.
At least forty feet thick inits center, the gate was as indestructible
as any known on Krynn, except for the one matching it in the north.
Once shut, they could not be distinguished fromthe faces of the
mount ai n, such was the craftsmanshi p of the anci ent dwarvenmasons.

Yet, since the arrival of the humans at Southgate, torches had been set
about the opening, allow ng the nmen, wonen, and children access to the
outside air-a hunan need that seenmed an unaccountabl e weakness to the
subt erranean dwarves.

As Tanis stood there, staring into the woods beyond the nmeadow and
finding no peace in their quiet beauty, Sturm Elistan, and Laurana
joined him The three had been tal ki ngobvi ously of himand fell into an
unconfortabl e silence

"How sol emm you are;" Laurana said to Tanis softly, coming near and
putting her hand on his arm "You believe Raistlin is right, don't you,
Tant hal - Tani s?" Laurana bl ushed. H's human nane still came clunsily to
her lips, yet she knew himwell enough now to understand that his elven
nane only brought him pain.

Tani s | ooked down at the small, slender hand on his armand gently put
his own over it. Only a few nonths earlier the touch would have
irritated him causing confusion and guilt as he westled with the |ove
for a human wonman agai nst what he told hinmself was a chil dhood
infatuation with this el fmaiden. But now the touch of Laurana's hand
filled himwt,, warmh and peace, even as it stirred his blood. He
pondered these new, disturbing feelings as he responded to her

questi on.

"I have long found Raistlin's advice sound;' he said, know ng how this
woul d upset them Sure enough, Sturm s face darkened. Elistan frowned
"And | think he is right this tine. W have won a battle, but we are a
long way fromw nning the war. W know it is being fought far north, in
Solamia. | think we may safely assume that it is not for the conquest



of Abanasinia alone that the forces of darkness are fighting:"

"But you are only speculating!" Elistan argued. "Do not let the

dar kness that hangs around the young wage cloud your thinking. He nay
be right, but that is no reason to give up hope, to give up trying!
Tarsis is a large seaport city-at |least according to all we know of it.

There we'll find those who can tell us if the war encompasses the
world. If so, then surely there still nust be havens where we can find
peace:'

"Listen to Elistan, Tanis," Laurana said gently. "He is w se. Wen our
people left Qualinesti, they did not flee blindly. They traveled to a
peaceful haven. My father had a plan, though he dared not reveal it-"

Laurana broke off, startled to- see the effect of her speech. Abruptly
Tani s snatched his armfrom her touch and turned his gaze on Elistan,
his eyes filled with anger.

"Raistlin says hope is the denial of reality;"” Tanis stated coldly.
Then, seeing Elistan's care-worn face regard himw th sorrow, the half-
elf snmled wearily. "I apologize, Elistan. | amtired, that's all
Forgive me. 'your suggestion is good. W'll travel to Tarsis with hope,
if nothing else."

El i stan nodded and turned to | eave. "Are you coming, Laurana? | know
you are tired, ny dear, but we have a great deal to do before |I can
turn the | eadership aver to the Council in ny absence.”

"I'"ll be with you presently, Elistan;"
want to speak a nonent with Tanis.'

Laurana said, flushing. "I-1I

El i stan gave them both an apprai si ng, understandi ng | ook, then wal ked
t hrough the darkened gateway with Sturm Tanis began dousing the
torches, preparatory- to the closing of the gate. Laurana stood near
the entrance, .her expression growing cold as it becane obvious Tanis
was ignoring her.

"What is the matter with you?" she said finally. "It almost sounds as
if you are taking that C ark-saul ed mage's part against Elistan, one of
the best and wi sest humans | have ever net!”

"Don't judge Raistlin, Laurana;' Tanis said harshly, thrusting a torch
into a bucket of water, The light vanished with a hiss

"Things aren't always black and white, as you elves are inclined to

bel i eve. The mage has saved our lives nore than once. | have cone to
rely upon his thinking-which, | admt, | find easier to rely on than
blind faith!"

"You el ves!" Laurana cried. "How typically human that sounds! There is
nmore elven in you than you care to adnit, Tanthal as! You used to say
you didn't wear the beard to hide your heritage, and | believed you.
But -now I'mnot so certain. |'ve lived around humans | ong enough to
know how they feel about elves! But |'mproud of ny heritage. You're
not! You're ashanmed of it. Why? Because of that human woman you're in
Il ove with! What's her nanme, Kitiara?"



"Stop it, Laurana!" Tanis shouted. Hurling down a torch to the ground
he strode to the el ven maiden standing in the doorway. "If you want to
di scuss rel ationships, what about you and Elistan? He may be a cleric
of Pal adine, but he's a man-a fact to which you can, no doubt, testify!
Al 1 hear fromyou;" he mnicked her voice, " is "Elistan is so w se
"Ask Elistan, he'll know what to do; 'Listen to Elistan, Tanis-' "

"How dare you accuse ne of your own failings?" Laurana returned. "I

|l ove Elistan. | reverence him He is the wi sest man | have known, and
the gentlest. He is self-sacrificing-his entire life is wapped up in
serving others. But there is only one man | |ove, only one man | have

ever | oved-though now | am beginning to ask myself if perhaps | haven't
made a mi stake! You said, in that awful place, the Sla-Mri, that |I was
behaving like a little girl and | had better grow up. Well, | have
grown, Tanis Half-Elven. In these past few bitter nonths, | have seen
suffering and death. | have been afraid as | never knew fear existed! |
have | earned to fight, and | have dealt death to ny enenmies. Al of
that hurt me inside until I'"'mso nunb | can't feel the pain anynore.

But what hurts worse is to see you with clear eyes:"

"l never clained to be perfect, Laurana;' Tanis said quietly.

The silver noon and the red had risen, neither of themfull yet, but
shining brightly enough for Tanis to see tears in Laurana's |uninous
eyes. He reached out his hands to take her in his arms, but she took a
st ep backwards.

"You may never claimit;"
allowing us to think it!"

she said scornfully, "but you certainly enjoy

I gnoring his outstretched hands, she grabbed a torch fromthe wall and
wal ked into the darkness beyond the gate of Thorbardin. Tanis watched

her | eave, watched the |ight shine on her honey-col ored hair, watched

her wal k, as graceful as the slender aspens of their elven honel and of
Qualinesti.

Tani s stood for a nmonment, staring after her, scratching the thick,
reddi sh beard that no elf on Krynn could grow. Pondering Laurana's | ast
stat enent, he thought, incongruously, of Kitiara. He conjured up
pictures in his mind of Kit's cropped, curly black hair, her crooked
smle, her fiery, inpetuous tenper, and her strong, sensual body-the
body of a trained swordswonan, but he discovered to his amazenent that
now the picture dissolved, pierced 6y the calm clear gaze of two
slightly slanted, |um nous, elven eyes.

Thunder rolled out fromthe nountain. The shaft that noved the huge
stone gate began to turn, grinding the door shut. Tanis, watching it
shut, decided he would not go in. "Sealed in a tonb:' He smled
recalling Sturmis words, but there was a shiver in his soul as well. He
stood for long nonents, staring at the door, feeling its weight settle
bet ween hi m and Laurana. The door seal ed shut with a dull boom The
face of the nmountain was bl ank, cold, forbidding.

Wth a sigh, Tanis pulled his cloak about himand started toward the

woods. Even sleeping in the snow was better than sl eeping underground.
He had better get used to it anyway. The Pl ains of Dust they would be
traveling through to reach Tarsis woul d probably be choked with snow ,



even this early in the winter.

Thi nki ng of the journey as he wal ked, Tanis | ooked up into the night
sky. It was beautiful, glittering with stars. But two gaping bl ack
hol es marred the beauty. Raistlin's mssing constellations.

Holes in the sky. Holes in hinself.

After his fight with Laurana, Tanis was alnost glad to start on the
journey. Al the conpanions had agreed tar go. Tanis knew t hat none of
themfelt truly at hone anong the refugees.

Preparations for the journey gave himplenty to think about. He was

able to tell hinmself he didn't care that Laurana avoided him .end, at
the beginnings the journey itself ways enjoyable. It seenmed as if they
were back in the early days of fall instead ofthe begi nning of winter.
The sun shone, warmng the air. Only Raistlin wore his heavi est cloak.

Conversation as the conpani ons wal ked through the northern part of the
Plains was |ight-hearted and nerry, filled with teasing and bantering
and rem ndi ng each other of the fun they had shared in earlier, happier
days in Solace. No one spoke of the dark and evil things they had seen
inthe recent past. It was as if, in the contenplation of a brighter
future, they willed these things never to have existed.

At night, Elistan explained to them what he was | earning of the ancient
gods fromthe Disks of Mshakal, which he carried with him His stories
filled their souls with peace and reinforced their faith. Even Tanis-
who had spent a lifetime searching for sonmething to believe in and now
that they had found it viewed it with skepticismfelt deep in his sou
that he could believe in this if he believed in anything. He wanted to
believe in it, but something held himback, and every tine he | ooked at
Laurana, he knew what it was. Until he could resolve his own inner
turmoil, the raging division between the elven and human i nside of him
he woul d never know peace.

Only Raistlin did not share in the conversations, the merriment, the
pranks and jokes, the canpfire tal ks. The nage spent his days studying
his spellbook. If interrupted, he would answer with a snarl. After

di nner, of which he ate little, he sat by hinself, his eyes on the

ni ght sky, staring at the two gaping black holes that were mrrored in
the nmage's bl ack hour gl assshaped pupils.

It was only after several days that spirits began to flag. The sun was
obscured by clouds and the wind blew chill fromthe north. Snow fell so
thickly that one day they could not travel at all but were forced to
seek shelter in a cave until the blizzard blew itself out. They set
doubl e watch at ni ght, though no one could say exactly why, only that
they felt a growing sense of threat and nenace. Riverw nd stared
uneasily at the trail they left in the snow behind them As Flint said,
a blind gully dwarf could followit. The sense of nmenace grew, the
sense of eyes watching and ears |i stening.

Yet who could it be, out here in the Plains of Dust whew nothing and no
one had lived for three hundred years?

Chapter 2



Bet ween master and dragon. Disnal journey.

The dragon sighed, flexed his huge wings, and lifted his
ponderous body fromthe warm soothing maters of the hot springs.
Ernerging froma billow ng cloud of vapor, he braced himself to step
into the chill air. The clear winter air stung his delicate nostrils
and bit into his throat. Swallowi ng painfully, he firmy resisted the
tenptation to return do the warm pools and began to clinb to the high
rocky | edge above him

The dragon stanped irritably upon rocks slick with ice fromthe hot
springs' vapor, which cooled alnmst instantly in thefreezing air. The
stones cracked and broke beneath his clawed feet, bounding and tunbling
down into the valley bel ow.

Once he slipped, causing himnmonentarily to | ose his bal ance. Spreading
his great wings, he recovered easily, but the incident only served to
increase his irritation further.

The norning sun lit the nountai n peaks, touching the dragon, causing
his blue scales to shimer golden in the clear light but doing little
to warm his bl ood. The dragon shivered again, stanping his feet upon
the chill ground. Wnter was not for the blue dragons, nor was trave
in this abyssmal country. Wth that thought in mnd, as it had been in
his mnd all the long, bitter night, Skie |ooked about for his master.

He found the Dragon Highlord standing upon an outcropping of rock, an
i mposing figure in horned dragonhel m and bl ue dragon-scal e arnor. The
Hi ghl ord, cape whipping in the chill wi nd, was gazing with intense
interest across the great flat plain far bel ow

"Cone, Lord, return to your tent:' And let ne return to the hot
springs, Skie added nmentally. "This chill wind cuts to the bone. Wy
are you out here anyway?"

Ski e m ght have supposed the Highlord was reconnoitering, planning the
di sposition of troops, the attacks of the dragonflights. But that was
not the case. The occupation of Tarsis had | ong been pl anned-pl anned,
in fact, by another Dragon Highlord, for this |land was under the
conmand of the red dragons.

The bl ue dragons and their Dragon Hi ghlords controlled the north, yet
here | stand, in these frigid southlands, Skie thought irritably. And
behind nme is an entire flight of blue dragons. He turned his head
slightly, looking down upon his fellows beating their wings in the
early norning, grateful for the hot springs' warnth which took the
chill fromtheir tendons.

Fool s, Skie thought scornfully. Al they're waiting for is a signa
fromthe H ghlord to attack. To light the skies and burn the cities
with their deadly bolts of lightning are all they care about. Their
faith in the Dragon Highlord is inplicit t. As well it might be, Skie
adnmtted-their master had led themto victory after victory in the
north, and they had not |ost one of their nunber.

They leave it to ne to ask the questions-because | amthe Highlord' s



mount, because | amclosest to the H ghlord. Well, so be it. W
under st and each other, the Hi ghlord and I

"W have no reason to be in Tarsis:' Skie spoke his feelings plainly.
He did not fear the Highlord. Unlike many of the dragons in Krynn who
served their masters with grudging reluctance, knowi ng thenselves to be
the true rulers, Skie served his naster out of respect-and |ove. "The
reds don"t want us here, that's certain. And we're not needed. That

soft city that beckons you so strangely will fall easily. No arny. They
swal | owed the bait and marched off to the frontier:'

"We are here because ny spies. tell ne they are here-or will be
shortly" was the Highlord' s answer. The voice was | ow but carried even
aver the biting w nd.

"They . . . they . . :' grunbled the dragon, shivering and noving
restlessly along the ridge. "W leave the war in the north, waste
valuable tinme, lose a fortune in steel. And for what-a handful of
itinerant adventurers:"

"The wealth is nothing to ne, you know that. | could buy Tarsis if it
pl eased ne:' The Dragon Highlord stroked the dragon's neck with an ice-
caked | eather glove that creaked with the powerful novenments. "' The war
in the north is going well. Lord Ariakus did not mind nmy | eaving.

Bakaris is a skilled young comander and knows my armies nearly as well
as | do. And do not forget, Skie, these are nore than vagabonds. These
".itinerant adventurers' Kkilled Verm naard."

"Bah! The nman had already dug his own grave. He was obsessed, font
sight of the true purpose:' The dragon flicked a glance at his master.
"The sane m ght be said of others:'

"(bsessed; Yes, Verm naard was obsessed, and there are those who should
be taking that obsession snore seriously. He was a cleric, he knew what
damage the know edge of the true ;gads, once spread anpng the people,
can do us," answered the f-lighlord. "Now, according to reports, the
peopl e have a | eader in this human called Elistan, who has becone a
cleric of Pal adine. Worshipers of Mshakal bring true healing back to
the land. No, Vernminaard was farseeing. There is great danger here. W
shoul d recogni ze and nove to stop it-not scoff at it:"

The dragon snorted derisively. "This priest -Elistan~ doesri t |lead the
peopl e. He | eads ei ght hundred wetched humans, forner slaves of

Verm naard's in Pax Tharkas. Nowt hey're holed up in Southgate, with the
mount ai n dwarves:' The dragon settled down on the rock, feeling the
nmorning sun finally bringing a nodicumof warnth to his scal ed skin.
"Besi des, our spies report they are traveling to Tarsis even as we
speak. By tonight, this Elistan will be ours and that will be that. So
much for the servant of Pal adine!"

"Elistan is of no use to ne:' The Dragon Highl ord shrugged wi t hout
interest. "He is not the one | seek:

"No?" Skie raised his head, startled. 'Wo, then?"

"There are three in whom | have particular interest. But | wll provide
you with descriptions oar all of them "The Dragon H ghl ord noved cl oser



to Skie- "because it is to capture themthat we participate in the
destruction of Tarsis tonorrow. Here are those whom we seek. "
Tani s strode across the frozen plains, his booted footsteps punching
noi sily through the crust of w nd-swept snow. The sun rose at his back,
bringing a great deal of light but little warnm h. He clutched his cloak
about himand gl anced around to nake certain no one was | aggi ng behind.
The conpanions line stretched out single-file. They trod in each
other"s tracks, the heavier, stronger people in front clearing the way
for the weaker ones behind t hem

Tanis led them Sturm wal ked beside him steadfast and faithful as
ever, though still upset over |eaving behind the Hanmer of Kharas,

whi ch had taken on an al nost nystical quality for the knight. He
appeared nore careworn and tired than usual, but he never failed to
keep step with Tanis. This was not an easy feat, since the knight
insisted on traveling in his full, antique battle arnor, the weight of
whi ch forced Sturms feet deep into the crusted snow.

Behi nd Sturm and Tani s cane Caranon, trudgi ng through the snow like a
great bear, his arsenal of weapons cl anking around him carrying his
arnor and his share of supplies, as well as those of his twi n brother,
Rai stlin, on his back. Just watching Caranon nmade Tanis weary, for the
big warrior was not only wal king through the deep snow with ease but
was al so managing to widen the trail for the others behind him

O all of the compani ons the one Tanis might have felt closest to,
since they had been raised together as brothers, was the next,

G lthanas. But G lthanas was an el flord, younger son of the Speaker of
the Suns, ruler of the Qualinesti elves, while Tanis was a bastard and
only half elven, product of a brutal rape by a human warrior. Wrse,
Tani s had dared to find hinself attracted-even if in a childish
immature fashion-to G lthanas's sister, Laurana. And so, far from being
friends, Tanis always had the uneasy inpression that G Ithanas ni ght
wel | be pleased to see hi mdead.

Ri verwi nd and Gol dnobon wal ked t oget her behind the elflord. C oaked in
their furskin capes, the cold was little to the Plainsnmen. Certainly
the cold was nothing conpared to the flanme in their hearts. They had
been married only a little over a nonth, and the deep | ove and
conpassion each felt for the other, a self-sacriificing |ove that had
led the world to the discovery of the ancient gods, now achi eved
greater depths as they di scovered new ways to express it.

Then came Elistan and Laurana. Elistan and Laurana. Tanis found it odd
that, thinking enviously of the happi ness of Riverw nd .and Gol dnoon,
his eyes should encounter these two. elistan and Laurana. Al ways

toget her. Always deeply involved in serious conversation. Elistan,
cleric of Pal adine, resplendent in white robes that gl eaned even

agai nst the snow. \White-bearded, his. hair thinning; he was shill an

i nposing figure. The kind of man who might well attract a young girl.
few nen or wonen could | ook unto Elistan's ice-blue eyes and not fee
stirred, awed in the presence of one who had wal ked tile real ns of
death -and found a new and stronger faith.

Wth himwal ked his faithful 'assistant,' Laurana. The young el frmaid
had run away fromher hone in Qualinesti to follow Tanis in childish



i nfatuati on. She had been forced to grow up rapidly; her eyes -opened
to the pain and suffering in the world. Knowi ng that many of the party-
Tani s, anmong them - consi dered her a nuisance, Laurana struggled to
prove her worth. Wth Elistan. she found her chance. Daughter to the
Speaker of the Suns of the Qualinesti. she had been born .and bred to
politics.. Wen Ellistan-was foundering anmong the rocks trying to feed
and. clothe and control eight hundred nmen, wonen, and children,. it was
Laurana who stepped in and eased his burden. She had becone

I ndi spensable to him a fact Tanis found difficult to deal with. The
hal f -eaf gritted his teeth |et

| NSERT PAGE 28 | NSERT PAGE 28 | NSERT PAGE 28 | NSERT PAGE 28 | NSERT PAGE
28 | NSERT PAGE 28 | NSERT PAGE 28 | NSERT PAGE 28 | NSERT PAGE 28 | NSERT
PAGE 28 | NSERT PAGE 28 | NSERT PAGE 28 | NSERT PAGE 28

"Sonet hing's wong. Do you want me to go with you?"

Tani s, seeing the weariness in the knight's face, shook his head, "You
get the others organized:" Dressed in a winter traveling cl oak of

white, he prepared to clinb the snow covered, rock-strewn hills, Ready
to start, he felt a cold hand on his arm He turned and | ooked into the
eyes of the nmmge.

"I will come with you;' Raistlin whispered
Tanis stared at himin astoni shnent, then glanced up at the hills. The

clinmb woul d not be an easy one, and he knew the mage's dislike of
extrenme physical exertion. Raistlin saw his glance and understood.

"My brother will help ne;' he said, beckoning to Caranon, who appeared
startled but stood up inmedi ately and canme over to stand beside his
brother. "I would | ook upon the city of Tarsis the Beautiful:"

Tani s regarded himuneasily, but Raistlin's face was as inpassive and
cold as the netal it resenbled

"Very well," the hall-elf said, studying Raistlin. "But you'll show up
an the face of that nmountain |like a blood stain. Cover yourself with a
white robe:" The half-elf's sardonic snmle was an al nost perfect
imtation of Raistlin's own. "Borrow one fromE istan."

Tani s, standing on the top of the hill overlooking the | egendary
seaport city of Tarsis the Beautiful, began to swear softly. Wspy
clouds of steamfloated fromhis lips with the hot wards. Draw ng the
hood of his heavy cloak over his head, he stared down into tire city in
bitter disappointment.

Caranmon nudged hits twin. "Raist," he said. "What"s the matter? | don't
under st and: "

Rai stlin coughed. "'Your brains are in your swordarm ng brother;" the
mage whi spered caustically. "Look upon Tarsis, |egendary seaport city.
What do you see?"

"Well . . . " Caranon squinted. "It's one of the biggest cities |'ve
seen. And there acre ships-just |ike we heard-'



""The white-wi nged ships of Tarsis the Beautiful;" Raistlin quoted
bitterly. "You | ook upon the ships, nmy brother. Do you notice anything
pecul i ar about then?"

"They're not in very good shape. The sails are ragged and=" Caranon
bl i nked. Thin he gasped. "There's no water!"

"Most observant:
"But the kender's map-'

"Dated before the Cataclysm" Tanis interrupted. "Damm it, | should
have known! | shoul d have considered this possibility" Tarsis the
Beauti ful -1 egendary seaport-now | andl ocked!"

"And has been for three hundred years, undoubtedly;" Rais” tlin

whi spered. "Wen the fiery nountain fell fromthe sky”, it created
seas-as we saw in Xak Tsaroth-but it al so destroyed them Wat do we do
with the refugees now, Half-elf"

"1 don't know," Tanis snapped irritably. He stared down at the city,
then turned away. "It's no good standing around here. The sea isn't
goi ng to coneback just for our benefit. " He turned away and wal ked
slowy down the cliff.

"What will we do?" Caranmon asked his brother. "W can't go back to
Sout hgate. | know sonet hing or sonmeone was doggi ng our footsteps:' He
gl anced around worriedly. "I feel eyes watching-even now. "

Rai stlin put his hand through his brothels arm For a rare instant, the
two | ooked remarkably alike. Light and darkness were not nore different
than the tw ns.

"You are wise to trust your feelings, ny brother,” Raistlin said softly
"Great danger and great evil surround us, | have felt it growing an ne
since the people arrived in Southgate, | tried to warn them" He broke
off in a fit of coughing.

“How do you know " Caranon asked
Rai stlin shook his head, unable to answer for |ong nonents Then, when

the spasm had passed, he drew a shuddering, breath and glanced at his
brother irritably. "HareT.'t you |l earned yet'"" he said bitterly. "

knowi Put it at that. | paid for ny know edge in the Towers of High
Sorcery. | paid for it with ny body and very nearly my reason. | paid
for it with:-" Raistlin stopped, |ooking at his twn.

Caranmon was pal e and silent as al ways whenever the Testing was
mentioned. He started to say sonething, chokes;, then cleared his
throat. "It's just that | don't understand-'"

Rai stlin sighed and shook his head, withdrawing his armfromhis
brother"s. Then, |eaning on his staff, he began to wal k down the hil
"Nor will you;" he murnured. "Ever.'

Three hundred years ago, Tarsis the Beautiful was Lordcity of the Iands
of Abanasinia. From here set sail the white-w nged ships for all the



known | ands of Krynn. Here they returned, bearing all manner of

obj ects, precious and curious, hideous and delicate. The Tarsian

mar ket pl ace was a thing of wonder. Sailors swaggered the streets, their
gol den earrings flashing as brightly as their knives. The ships brought
exotic peoples fromdistant lands to sell their wares. Sone dressed in
gaily colored, flowi ng silks, bedizened with jewels. They sold spices
and teas, oranges and pearls, and bright-colored birds in cages.

Q hers, dressed in crude skins, sold luxuriant furs from strange

ani mal s as grotesque as those who hunted them

O course, there were buyers at the Tarsian nmarket as well; al nost as
strange and exotic and dangerous as the sellers. Wzards dressed in
robes of white, red, or black strode the bazaars, searching for rare
spel |l conmponents to nake their magic. Distrusted even then, they wal ked
through the crowds, isolated and al one. Few spoke even to those wearing
the white robes, and no one ever cheated them

Clerics, too, sought ingredients for their healing potions. For there
were clerics in Krynn before the Cataclysm Some worshi ped the gads of
good, some the gods of neutrality, some the gods of evil. Al had great
power. Their prayers, for goad or far evil, were answered.

And al ways, wal king anpbng all the strange and exotic peopl es gathered
in the bazaar of Tarsis the Beautiful, were the Knights of Solammi a:
keepi ng order, guarding the land, living their disciplined lives in
strict observance of the Code and the Measure. The Knights were

foll owers of Pal adine, and were noted for their pious obedience to the
gads.

The walled city of Tarsis had its own arny and-so it was sai d-had never
fallen to an invading force. The city was rul ed-under the watchful eyes
of the Knights--by a Lordfami|ly and had the good fortune to fall to the
care of a family possessing sense, sensitivity, and justice. Tarsis
becanme a center of l|earning; sages fromlands all around canme here to
share their wisdom Schools and a great |library were established,
tenples were built to the gads. Young nmen and wonen eager Ear Know edge
cane to Tarsis to study

The early dragonwars had not affected Tarsis. The huge walled city; its
form dable arny "its fleets of white-w nged

ships, arid its vigilant Knights of Solamia daunted even the Queen of
Dar kness. Before she could consolidate her power and strike the
Lordcity, Huma drove her dragons fromthe skies. Thus Tarsis prospered
and becane, during the Age of M ght, one of the wealthiest and proudest
cities of Krynn.

And, as with so many other cities in Krynn, with its pride grewits
conceit. Tarsis began seeking nmore and nmore fromthe gods: wealth,
power, glory. The people worshiped the Kingpriest of ]star who, seeing
suffering in the I and, denmanded of the gods in his arrogance whal e they
had granted Huna in humility. Even the Knights of Solammi a-bound by the
strict laws of the Measure, encased in a religion that had become all
ritual with little depth-fell under the swap of the m ghty Kingpriest.

Then cane the Cataclysma night of terror, when it rained fire. The
ground heaved and cracked as the gods in their righteous anger hurled a
mount ai n of rock down upon Krynn, punishing the Kingpriest of Istar and



the people for their pride.

The people turned to the Knights of Solamia. "You who are righteous,
hel p usl" they cried. "Placate the gods!"

But the Knights could do nothing. The fire fell fromthe heavens, the
| and split asunder. The sea waters fled, the ships foundered and
toppl ed, the wall of the city crunbl ed

When the night of horror ended, Tarsis was |andl ocked. The white-w nged
shi ps lay upon the sand |ike wounded birds. Dazed and bl eedi ng, the
survivors tried to rebuild their city, expecting any nonment to see the
Kni ghts of Solammia come marching fromtheir great fortresses in the
north, marching from Pal ant has, Sal anthus, Vingaard Keep, Thel gaard,

mar ching south to Tarsis to help them and protect them once nore.

But the Knights did not cone. They had their own troubles and coul d not
| eave Sol ammia. Even if they had been able to march, a new sea split
the | ands of Abanasinai. The dwarves in their nountain ki ngdom of
Thorbardin shut their gates, refusing adnttance |ea anyone, and so the
mount ai n passes were f}locked. The elves withdrew into Qualinesti,
nursing their wounds, blam ng hunans for the catastrophe. Soon, Tarsis
lost all contact with the world to the north.

And so, followi ng the Cataclysm when it becanme apparent that the city
had best abandoned by the Knights, cane the Day

of Bani shnent. The lord of the city was placed in an awkward position.
He did not truly believe in the corruption of .the Knights, but he knew
t he peopl e needed sonething or soneone to blame. If he sided with the
Kni ghts, he would | ose control of the city, and so he was forced to

close his eyes to angry nobs that attacked the few Knights remaining in
Tarsis. They were driven fromthe city-or murdered.

After a time, order was restored in Tarsis. The lord and his fanmily
established a new arnmy. But nuch was changed. The peopl e believed the
anci ent gods they had worshi ped for so | ong had turned away fromthem
They found new gods to worship, even though these new gods rarely
answered prayers. All clerical powers that had been present in the |and
before the Cataclysmwere lost. Clerics with false pronises and fal se
hopes proliferated. Charlatan heal ers wal ked the land, selling their
phony cure-ails.

After a time, many of the people drifted away from Tarsis. No | onger
did sailors wal k the marketpl ace; elves, dwarves, and other races cane
no nore. The people remaining in Tarsis liked it this way. They began
to fear and mistrust the outside world. Strangers were not encouraged.

But Tarsis had been a trade center far so long that those people in the
outlying countrysi de who could still reach Tarsis continued to do so
The outer hub of the city was rebuilt. The inner part-the tenples, the
schools, the great library-was left in ruins. The bazaar was reopened
only nowit was a market for farners and a forumfor false clerics
preaching new religions. Peace settled over the town |ike a bl anket.
Farnmer days of glory were as a dream and ni ght not have even been

beli eved, but f or the evidence in the center of town.

Now, of course, Tarsis heard runors of war, but these were generally



di scounted, although the lard did send his army out to guard the plains
to the south. If anyone asked why, he said it was a field exerci se,
not hi ng mare. These runors, after all, had cone out of the north, and
all knew the Knights of Solammia were trying desperately to reestablish
their power. It was, amazing what |engths the traitorous Knights would
go to spreading stories of the return of dragons!

This was Tarsis the Beautiful, the city the conpani ons entered that
nmorni ng, just a short tine after sunrise.

Chapter 4
Arrested! The heroes are separated. An om nous farewell.

The few sl eepy guards upon the city walls that norni ng woke up at the
sight of the swordbearing, travel =worn group seeking entry. They did
not deny them They did not even question them nuch. A redbearded

soft -Whken half-elf, the |ike of which had not been seen in Tarsis in
decades, said they had traveled far and sought shelter. Hi s conpanions
stood quietly behind him naking no threatening gestures. Yawni ng, the
guards directed themto the Red Dragon Inn.

This might have ended the matter. Tarsis, after all, wasbeginning to
see nore and nore strange characters as runors of war spread. But the
cl oak of one of the humans bl ew aside as he stepped through the gate
and a guard caught a flash of bright arnmor in the nmorning sun. The
guard saw the hated and reviled synbol of the Knights of Sol ammia on
the antique breastplate. Scowing, the guard nelted into the shadows,
slinking after the group as it wal ked through the streets of the waking
t own.

The guard watched them enter the Red Dragon. He waited outside in the
cold until he was sure they nust be in their rooms. Then, slipping

i nsi de, he spoke a few words to the innkeeper. The guard peeped inside
the comon room and, seeing the group seated and apparently settled for
sone tine, ran off to nake his report.

"This is what cones of trusting a kender's map!" said the dwarf
irritably, shoving away his enpty plate and w ping his hand across his
mout h. "Takes us to a seaport city with no sea!”

"It's not ny fault;" Tas protested. "I told Tanis when | gave himthe
map that it dated before the Cataclysm 'Tas; Tanis said before we
left, 'do you have a map that shows us haw to get to Tarsis? | said

did and | gave himthis one. It shows Thorbardin, the dwarven ki ngdom
under the nountain, and Southgate, and here it shows Tarsis, and
everything el se was right where the map said it was supposed to be.
can't help it if sonething happened to the ocean! |-"

"That's enough, Tas:' Tanis sighed. "Nobody's blam ng you. It isn't
anybody's fault. W just let our hopes get too high:

The kender, his feelings nollified, retrieved his map, rolled it up,
and slid it into his mapcase with all his other precious maps of Krynn.
Then he put his small chin in his hands and sat staring around the
table at his gl oony compani ons. They ?began to di scuss what to do next,
tal king hal f-heartedly.



Tas grew bored. He wanted to explore this city. There were all kinds of
unusual sights and sounds-Flint had been forced to practically drag him
along as they entered Tarsis. There was a fabul ous marketplace with
wonderful things just lying around, waiting to be adm red. He had even
spotted sone other kenders, too, and he wanted to talk to them He was
worried about his honeland. Flint kicked himunder the table.

Sighing Tas turned his attention back to Tanis.

"We' || spend the night here, rest, and | earn what we can, then send
word back to Southgate:' Tanis was saying. "Perhaps there is another
portcity farther south. Sone of us might go on and investigate. \Wat do
you think, Elistan?"

The cleric pushed away a plate of uneaten food. "I suppose it is our
only choice;' he said sadly. "But | will return to Southgate. | cannot
be away fromthe people long. You should cone with me, too, ny dear,"”
He laid his hand over Laurana's. "l cannot dispense with your hel p:

Laurana smiled at Elistan. Then, her gaze noving to Tanis, tile snmle
vani shed as she saw the hal f-elf scow .

"Riverwind and | have discussed this already. We will return with
Elistan;' Col dmoon said. Her silver-gold hair gleaned in tile sunlight
streani ng through the wi ndow. "The people need ny healing skills:

"Besi des which the bridal couple msses the privacy of their tent;"
Caranon said in an audi bl e undertone. Gol dmoon fl ushed a dusky rose
col or as her husband snil ed.

Sturm gl anced at Caranon in disgust and turned to Tan-is, "I will go
with you, ny friend;" he offered

"Us, tom of course;" said Caranon pronptly

Sturm frowned, |ooking at Raistlin, who sat huddled in his red robes
near the fire, drinking the strange herbal concoction that eased his
cough. "I do not think your brother is fit to travel, Caranmon-" Sturm
began.

"You are suddenly very solicitous of ny health, knight;" Raistlin
whi spered sarcastically. "But, then, it is not ny health that concerns
you, is it, SturmBrightblade? It is nmy growing power. You fear ne-"

That's enough!" said Tanis as Sturnis face darkened.

"The nmage goes back, or | do," Sturmsaid coldly.

"Sturm™" Tanis began.

Tassl ehof f took this opportunity to | eave the table very quietly.
Everyone was focused an the argunent between the knight, the half-elf,
and the magi c-user. Tassl ehoff skipped out the front door of the Red

Dragon; a name he thought particularly funny. But Tanis had .not
| aughed.



Tas thought about that as he wal ked along, |ooking at the new sights
ire delight. Tanis didn't |augh at anything anynore.

The hal f-elf was certainly carrying the weight of the world on his
shoul ders, it seemed. Tassl ehoff suspected he knew what was wrong with
Tani s. The kender took a ring out of one of his pouches and studied it.
The ring was gol den, of elven nake, carved in the formof clinging ivy
| eaves. He had picked it up in Qualinesti. This time, the ring was not
sonet hi ng the kender had "acquired: It had been thrown at his feet by a
heart broken Laurana after Tanis had returned it to her.

The kender considered all this and decided that splitting up and goi ng
of f after new adventure was just what everyone needed. He, of course,
woul d go with Tanis and Flint-the kender firmy believed neither could
get along without him But first, he'd get a glinpse of this
interesting city.

Tassl ehof f reached the end of the street. d ancing back, he could see
the Red Dragon Inn. Good. No one was out |ooking for himyet. He was
just about to ask a passing street peddler howto get to the

mar ket pl ace when he saw sonething that promsed to make this
interesting city a whole ot mare interesting ...

Tani s settled the argunment between Sturmand Raistlin, for the tine
being at | east. The nage decided to stay in Tarsis to hunt for the
remains of the old library. Caranmon and Tika offered to stay with him
while Tanis, Sturm and Flint (and Tas) would push sout hward, picking
up the brothers on their way back. The rest of the group would take the
di sappoi nting news back to Sout hgate.

That being settled, Tanis went to the innkeeper to pay far their
ni ght's | odgi ng. He was counting out silver coins when he felt a hand
touch his arm

"l want you to ask to have ny room changed to one near Elistan's;"
Laurana said.

Tani s glanced at her sharply. "Wiy is that?" he asked, trying to keep
t he harshness out of his voice

Laurana sighed. "W're not going to go through this again" are we? "

"I have no idea what you nean;' Tanis said coldly, turning away from
the grinning innkeeper

"For the first time in nmy life, |I'mdoing sonething nmeani ngful and
useful ;" Laurana said, catching hold of his arm "And you want nme to
qui t because of sane jeal ous notion you have about ne and Elistan-"

"I amnot jealous," Tanis retorted, flushing. "I told you in Qualinest
that what was between us when we were younger is over now. |-" He
paused, wandering if that were true. Even as he spoke, his soul
trembl ed at her beauty. Yes, that youthful infatuation was gone, but
was it being replaced by sonething el se, sonmething stronger and nore
enduring? And was he losing it? Had he already lost it" through his own
i ndeci si veness and st ubbornness? He was acting typically human, the
hal f -el f thought. Refusing that which was in easy reach, only to cry
for it when it was gone. He shook his head in confusion.



"If you're not jeal ous, then why don't you |l eave ne al one and Let ne
continue ny work for Elistan in peace?" Laurana asked coldly. "You-"

"shush!" Tanis held up his hand. Laurana, annoyed, started to talk, but
Tanis glared at her so fiercely she fell silent.

Tanis |listened. Yes, he"d been right. He could hear clearly now the
shrul ce hi gh-pitched" scream ng whine of the | eather sling on the end
of Tas.'s hoopak staff. It was a peculiar sound, produced by the kender
swinging the sling in a circle over his head" and it raised the hair on
the back of the neck. It was al so a kender signal for danger.

"Trouble;" Tanis said softly. "Get tire others:' Taking one |look at his
grimface, Lau-Tana obeyed w thout question. Tanis turned abruptly to
face the innkeeper" who eras sidling around the desk. "Were are you
goi ng?" he asked sharply.

"Just Leaving tai check your rooms, sir;  the innkeeper said snoothly;
and he vani shed precipitously into the kitchen. Just then, Tassl ehoff
burst through the roar of the inn.

"Quards, Tanis! GQuards”. Corning this way!"

"Surely they can't be here because of us;' Tanis said. He stopped,
eyeing the light-fingered kender, struck by a sudden thought. "Tas-"
"It wasn't nme, honest! " Tas protested, ":| never even reached the

mar ket pl ace! | Just got to the bottomof the street when | saw a whol e
troop of guards conming this direction."

"What's this about guards?" Sturm asked as he entered fromthe common
ram "ls this amof the kender's stories?"

"No. Listen;" Tanis said. Every one hushed. They coul d hearhe tranp of
booted feet coming their direction and gl anced at each other in
apprehensi on and concern. "The innkeeper's di sappeared. | thought we
got into the city a bit too easily. | should have expected trouble.”
Tani s scratched his beard, well aware that everyone was | ooking to him
for orders.

"Laurana, you and Elistan go upstairs. Sturm you and G |thanas renmin
with me. The rest of you go to your roons. Riverwind, you're in
conmand. You, Caranon, and Raistlin protect them Use your magic,
Raistlin, if necessary. Flint-"

"I"'mstaying with you;' the dwarf stated firmy.

Tanis smled and put his hand on Flint's shoulder. "O' course, old
friend. | didn't even think you needed telling:"

Ginning, Flint pulled his battle-axe out of its holder on his back
"Take this;' he said to Caranon. "Better you have it than any scurvy,
lice-ridden city guards:'

"That's a good idea;” Tanis said. Unbuckling his swordbelt, he handed
Caramon Wr sl ayer, the magi cal sword given to himby the skel eton of



Ki t h-Kanan, the Elven King.
G lthanas silently handed over his sword and his el ven bow.
"Yours, too, knight;' Caranon said" holding out his hand

Sturm frowned. |sis antique, two-handed sword and its scabbard were the
only |l egacy he had left of his father" a great Knight of Sol amia, who
had vani shed after sending his wife and young ran into exile. Slowy

St ur m unbuckl ed his swordbelt and handed it to Caranon.

The jovial warrior, seeing the knight's obvious concern, grew serious.
“I"1l guard it carefully, you know that, Sturm''

"1 know," Sturmsaid, smling sadly. He glanced up at Raistlin, who was
standing on the stairs. "Besides, there is always the great worm
Catyrpelius, to protect it, isn't there, nage?"

Raistlin started at this unexpected rem nder of a time in the burned-
out city of Solace when he had tricked some hobgoblins into believing
Sturmis sword was cursed. It was the closest to an expression of
gratitude that the knight had ever nade to the nage. Raistlin sniled.
briefly.

"Yes;" he whispered. "There is always the Worm Do not fear, knight.
Your weapon is safe, as are the |ives of those you | eave in our care

if any are safe . . . . Farewell, ny friends,"” he hissed, his
strange" hourgl ass eyes gleaning. "And a long farewell it gill be. Sane
of us are not destined to nmeet again in this world"." Wth that, he

bowed and, gathering his red robes around him began to clinb the
stairs.

Trust Raistlin to exit with a flourish, Tanis thought irritably,
heari ng boated feet near the door.

"Go on!" he ordered. "If he's right, there's nothing we can do about it
now. '

After a hesitant | ook at Tans, the others did as he ordered, clinbing

the stairs quickly. Only Laurana .cast a fearful glance back at Tanis

as Elistan took her arm Caranon, sword drawn, waited behind until the
| ast was past.
"Don't worry," the big warrior said uneasily. "We'll be all right. If
you're not back by nightfall-"

1) on't cone |looking for us!" Tanis said, guessing Caramon's intention.
The hal f-elf was nore disturbed than he cared to admit by Raistlin's
om nous statenent. He had known the wage nany years and had seen his
power grow, even as the shadows seened to gather nore thickly around
him "If we're not back, get Elistan, CGoldnmoon, and the others back to
Sout hgat e :

Car anon nodded reluctantly, then he wal ked ponderously up the stairs,
hi s weapons cl anki ng around him

"lIt's probably just a routine check,” Sturmsaid hurriedly in a | ow



voi ce as the guards could be seen through the wi ndow now. "They'll ask
us a few questions, then rel ease us. But, they've undoubtedly got a
description of ally of us!"

"I have a feeling it isn't routine. Not the way everyone's vani shed
.find they're going to have to Settle for sone

said softly ' ~ --« or us,' Tanis Softly a5 the guards entered the
door, led by the constable and acconpani ed by the guard fromthe wall.

"That's them " the guard cried, pointing. "There's the knight, like I
told you. And the bearded elf, the dwarf, and the kender, and an
el flord:

"Right,:  the constable said briskly. ":Vow, where are the others?" At
his gesture, his guards |eveled their hauberks, pointing there at the
conpani ons.

"7 don't understand what all this is about;" Tanis sasid mldly. "W
are strangers in Tarsis, sinply passing through on our way south. Is
this how you wel conme strangers to your city?"

"We don't wel come strangers to our city," the constable replied. H's
gaze shifted to Sturm and he sneered. "Especially a Knight of Solanm a
If you're innocent as you say you are, you won't mind answering some
questions fromthe Lord and his council. Were's the rest of your
party?"

"My friends are tired and have gone to their roons to rest. Qur journey
| eas been long and tiring. But we do not want to cause trouble. The
four of us will cone with you and answer your questions. ('Five; said
Tassl ehof f i ndignantly, but everyone ignored him) There is no need to
di sturb our conpani ons:'

"Go get the others;' the constable ordered his nen.

Two guards headed for the stairs, which suddenly burst into flane!
Snmoke billowed into the roam driving the guards back. Everyone ran for
the door. Tanis grabbed Tassl ehoff, who was staring with w de-eyed

i nterest, and dragged hi m outsi de.

The constable was frantically blowi ng on his whistle, while several of
his nen prepared to dash off through the streets, raising the alarm
But the flames died as quickly as they had been born.

"Eeep-"The constabl e choked off his whistle. H's face pale, he stepped
warily back inside the inn. Tanis, peering aver his shoul der, shook his
head in .awe. There was not a whisper of snoke, not a bit of varnish
had so nuch as peeled. Fromthe top of the stairs, Ile could hear
faintly the sound of Raistlin's voice. As the constable glanced
apprehensively up the stairs, the chanting stopped.

Tani s swal | owed, then drew a deep breath. He knew he must he as pale as
the constable, and he glanced at Sturmand Flint. Raistlin's power was
growi ng .

"The nmagi cian must be up there," the constable nuttered.



"Very goad, Birdwhistle,and haw long'd it take you to figure that one
out" Tas began in a tone of voice Tanis knew meant trouble. He trod
upon the Kender's foot, and Tas subsided into silence with a

repr oachful dance

Fortunately the constable didn't appear to have heard. He glared at
Sturm "You'll come with us peacefully'."'

"Yes," answered Sturm "You love ny word of honor;" the knight added
"and no matter what you may think of the Knights, you know that ny
honor is ny life."

The constable's eyes went to the dark stairway "Very well," he said
finally. "Two of you guards stay here at the stair The rest cover the
other exits. Check anyone conming in and out. You all have the
descriptions of the strangers?"

The guards nodded, exchangi ng uneasy gl ances. The two slated for guard
duty inside the inn gave the staircase a frightened | ook and stood as
far fromit as possible. Tanis smiled grimy to hinself.

The five conpanions, the kender grinning with excitenment, followed the
constable out of the building. As they wal ked into the street, Tanis
caught sight of novement at an upstairs wi ndow. Looking up, he saw
Laurana watchi ng, her face drawn with fear. She rai sed her hand, he saw
her lips formthe words, "I"msorry,"” in elven. Raistlin' s words cane
to his mind and he felt chilled. H's heart ached. The thought that he
m ght never see her again nade the world seem suddenly bl eak and enpty
and desol ate. He realized what Laurana had come to nean to himin these
| ast few dark nonths when even hope had died as he saw the evil armes
of the Dragon Highlords overrun the | and. Her steadfast faith, her
courage, her unfailing, undying hope! How different fromKitiaral

The guard poked Tanis in the back. "Face forward! Quit signaling to
those friends of yaurn!" he snarled. The half-elf's thoughts returned
to Kitiara. No, the warrior wonman coul d never have acted so selflessly.
She never could have hel ped the people as Laurana had hel ped them Kit
woul d have grown inpatient and angry and left themto |ive or die as
they chose. She detested and despi sed those weaker than herself.

Tani s thought -of Kitiara and he thought of Laurana, but he was
interested to note that the old painful thrill didn't knot his sou
anynore when he said Kitiara's name to hinself. No, now it was Laurana-
the silly little girl who, had been no nore than a spoiled and
irritating child only nonths before-who made |l eis blood .burn and his
hands search for excuses to touch her. And now, perhaps, it was too

| ate.

When he reached the end of the street, he glanced back again, hoping to
give her sane sort of sign. Let her know he understood. Let her know
he'd been a fool. Let her know he

But the curtain was drawn.

Chapter 5
The riot. Tas disappears. Al hana Starbreeze.



"Foul knight . . "

A rock struck Sturmon the shoul der. The knight flinched, though the
stone could have caused himlittle pain through his arnor. Tanis,

| ooking at his pale face and quivering noustaches, knew the pain was
deeper than a weapon could inflict.

"The crowds grew as the conpani ons were narched through the street and
word of their tam ng spread. Sturmwal ked with dignity, his, head held
proudly, ignoring the taunts and jeers. Al though their guards shoved
the crowd back tinme and again, they did it half-heartedly and the crowd
knew it. Mdre rocks were thrown, as were other objects even | ess

pl easant. Soon all of the conpanions were cut and bl eeding and covered
with garbage and filth.

Tani s knew Sturm woul d never stoop to retaliation, not on this rabble,
but the half-elf had to keep a firmgrip on Flint. Even then, he was in
constant fear the angry dwarf would charge past the guards and start
breaki ng heads. But, in watching Flint, Tanis had forgotten Tassl ehoff.

Besi des being quite casual in respect to other people's property,
kenders have anot her unendearing characteristic known as the "taunt."
A Il kenders possess this talent to a greater or |esser degree., It is
hoses their dimnutive race has managed to thrive and survive in a
worl d of knights and warriors, trolls and hobgoblins. The taunt is the
ability to insult an eneny and work himinto such .a fever pitch of
rage that he loses his head and begins fighting wildly and erratically-
Tas was a nmaster at the taunt, though he rarely found a need to use it
when traveling with his warrior friends. But Tas derided to take ful
advant age of this opportunity.

He began to shout insults back

Too late Tanis realised what was happening. In vain he tried to shut
himup. 'Las was at the front off the line, the half-elf at the hack,
and there was no way to gag the kender.

Such insults as 'foul knight" and 'elven scum | acked imagination, Tas
felt. He derided to show these people exactly how much range and scope
for variety were available in the Conmon | anguage. Tasslehoff's insults
wer e nasterpieces of creativity and ingenuity: Unfortunately, that,,

al so tended to be extremely personal and occasionally rather crude,
delivered with an .air of charm ng i nnocence.

"7s that your nose or a disease? -Can those fleas crawling on your body
do tricks? Was your nmother a gully dwarf?" were only the beginning
Matters went rapidly dawn hill fromthere

The guards began eyeing angry crowd in alarm while the constable gave
the order to hurry the prisoners’' march. What he had seen as a victory
processi on exhibit ing trophies of conquest appeared to be
disintegrating into a full-scale riot.

" Shut that Kender up!" he yelled furiously.



Tanis tried desperately to reach Tassl ehoff, but the struggling guards
acid the surging cromd made it inpossible. GIlthanas was knocked off
his feet. Sturm bent over the elf, trying to protect him Flint was
kicking and flailing about in a rage. Tanis had just neared Tassl ehoff
when he was hit in the face with a tomato and nonentarily blinded.

"Hey, constable, you know what you could do with that whistle? You
coul d-"

Tassl ehof f never got a chance to tell the constable what he nmight do
with the whistle, because at that instant a | arge hand plucked himup
out of the center of the nelee. A hand clapped itself over Tas's nouth,
while two nore pairs of hands gripped the Kender's wildly kicking feet.
A sack was popped over his head, and all Tas saw or snelled fromthat
point on was burlap as he felt hinself being carried away,

Tanis, wiping tomato from hisstinging eyes, heard the sound of boated
feet and mare shouts and yells. The crowd hooted and jeered, them brake
and ran. When he could finally see again, the half-elf glanced around
quickly to nake certain

everyone was all right. Sturmwas hel ping Glthanas rise, w ping blood
froma cut on the elf's forehead. Flint, swearing fluently, plucked
cabbage from hi s beard.

"Where's that blasted ken de r!" the dwarf roared. "I'IIl-" He stopped
and stared, fuming this way and that. "Were is that bl asted Kender?
Tas? So help ne-"

"Hush!" Tanis ordered, realizing Tas had nmanaged to escape.

Flint turned purple. "Why that little bastard)" he swore. "He was the
one got us into this and he left us to-"

"Shhhl" Tam | said, glaring at the dwarf.
Flint ducked and fell silent.

The constabl e hustled his prisoners into the Hall of Justice. It was
only when they were safely inside the ugly brick building chat he
realized one of themwas m ssing

"Shall we go after him sari" asked a guard

The constabl e thought a noment, then shook his head in anger. "Don't
waste your tinme," he said bitterly. '"Do you know what it's like trying
t0 fin) a kender who doesn't want to be found? CST. let himgo W' ve
still got the inmportant ores. Have themwait byre white | informthe
Counci | :

The constabl e entered a plain wooden door, |eaving the conpani ons and
their guards standing in a dark, smelly hallway A tinker lay in a
corner, snoring noisily, obviously having taken too much wi ne. The
guards wi ped punpkin rind off their uniforms and griny divested

t hensel ves of carrot tops and other garbage that clung to them

G | t hanas dabbed at the blood on his face. Sturmtried to clean his
cl oak as best he coul d.



The constabl e returned, beckoning fromthe doorway.
"Bring them along:"

As the guards shoved their prisoners forward, Tanis nanaged to get near
Sturm "Who's in charge here?" he whispered

"If we are fortunate, the Lord is still in control of the city;" the
knight replied softly. "The Tarsian |lords always had the reputation for
bei ng nobl e and honorabl e:' He shrugged. "Besides, what charges do they
have agai nst us? W've done nothing. At the worst, an armed escort wll
make us | eave the city."

Tani s shook his head dubiously as he entered the court room It took
sone tine for his eyes to adjust to tile dimess of the dingy chanbers
that snelled even worse than the hallway. Two of the Tarsian counci
menbers hel d) oranges studded with cloves up to their noses.

The six nmenbers of the council were seated at the bench, which stood
upon a tall platform three upon either side of their Lard, whose tal
chair sat in the center. The Load gl anced up as they entered. His
eyebrows raised slightly at the sight of Sturm and it seemed to Tanis
that his face softened. The Lord even nodded in a gesture of polite
greeting to the knight. Tanis's hopes rose. The conpani ons wal ked
forward to stand before the bench. There were no chairs. Supplicants or
pri soners before the council stand to present their cases.

"What is the charge agai nst these men?" the |ord asked.
The constabl e gave the conpani ons a bal eful gl ance
"Inciting a riot, mlord;' he said.

"Riot!" Flint exploded. "W had nothing to do with any riot! It oral
that rattle-brai ned=

A figure in long robes crept forward fromthe shadows to whisper in his
Lordshi p's ear. None of the conpanions had noticed the figure as they
entered. They noticed it now.

Flint coughed and fell silent, giving Tanis a neaningful, grimloo k
frombeneath his thick, white eyebrows. The dwarf shook his head, his
shoul ders sl unped. Tanis, sighed wearily. G lthanas w ped) blood from
his cut with a shaking hand, his elven features pale with hatred. Only
Sturm stood outwardly cal mand unnoved as he | ooked upon the tw sted
hal f -man, half-reptilian face of a draconian

The conpanions renmaining in the Inn sat together in Elistan's roomfor
at least an hour after the others were taken away by the guards.

Car anmon renai ned on guard near the door, his sword drawn. R verw nd
kept watch out the window. In the distance, they could hear the sounds
of the angry nob and | ooked at each other with tense, strained faces.
Then the noise faded. No one disturbed them The Inn was deathly quiet.

The norning wore on without incident. The pale, cold sun clinbed in the
sky, doing little to warmthe winter day. Caranon sheathed his sword



and yawned. Tika dragged a chair over to sit beside him Riverw nd went
to stand wat chfully near Gol dnoon, who was talking quietly to Elistan,
meki ng pl ans for the refugees.

Only Laurana remrmi ned standi ng by the w ndow, though there was nothing
to see. The guards had apparently grown tired of marching up and down
the street and now huddl ed in doorways, trying to keep warm Behind
her, she could hear Tika and Caranmon | augh softly together. Laurana

gl anced around at them Talking too quietly to be heard, Caranon
appeared to be describing a battle. Tika listened intently, her eyes
gleaming with adm ration.

The young barmaid had received a great deal of practice in fighting on
their journey south to find the Hammrer of Kharas and, though she woul d
never be truly skilled with a sword, she had devel oped shi el d- bashi ng
into an art. She wore her arnor casually now It was still m smatched
but she kept adding to it, scrounging pieces left on battlefields. The
sunlight glinted on her chainmail vest, glistened in her red hair
Caranon's face was ani mated and rel axed as he tal ked with the young
woman. They did not touch-not with the gol den ayes of Caranpbn's twi n on
thembut they | eaned very near each other.

Laurana si ghed and turned away, feeling very |onely andthinking of
Rai stlin's wards-very frightened.

She heard her sigh echoed, but it was not a sigh of regret. It was a
sigh of irritation. Turning slightly, she | ooked dawn at Raistlin. The
mage had cl osed the spell book he was trying to read, and noved into the
little bit of sunlight that canme through the glass. He had to study his
spel | book daily. It is the curse of the magi that they must commit
their spells to menory time and again, for the words of magic flicker
and die like sparks froma fire. Each spell cast saps the mage's
strength, |eaving himphysically weakened until he is finally exhausted
and cannot work any nmagic at all w thout rest.

Rai stlin's strength had been growi ng since the conmpanions' neeting in
Sol ace, as had his power. He had nmastered several new spells taught to
hi m by Fi zban, the bunbling old magi cian who had died in Pax Tharkas.
As his power grew, so did the msgivings of his conpanions. No one had
any overt cause to mstrust himindeed, his nagic had saved their lives
several tines. But there was sonething disquieting about hi msecret,
silent, self-contained, and solitary as an oyster.

Absently caressing the night-blue cover of the strange spell book he had
acquired in Xak Tsaroth, Raistlin stared into the street. H s gol den
eyes with their dark, hourgl ass-shaped pupils glittered coldly.

Al t hough Laurana disliked speaking to the nage, she had to know What
had he neant-al ong farewel|?

"What do you see when you | ook far away |ike that?" she asked softly,
sitting dowmn next to him feeling a sudden weakness of fear sweep over
her .

"What do | see?" he repeated softly. There was great pain and sadness
in his voice, not the bitterness she was accustonmed to hearing. "l see
time as it affects all things. Human flesh withers and di es before ny



eyes. Flowers bloom only to fade. Trees drop green | eaves, never to
regain them In ny sight, it is always winter, always night."

"And-this was done to you in the Towers of H gh Sorcery?" Laurana
asked; shocked beyond neasure. "Why? To what end?

Raistlin smled his rare and twisted snmle. "To remind me of my own

nmortality. To teach ne conpassion:' His voice sank. "I was proud and
arrogant in my youth. The youngest to take the Test, | was going to
show themall!" Hs frail fist clenched. "Ch, | showed them They

shattered ny body and devoured ny mind until by the end | was capabl e
of -" He stopped abruptly, his eyes shifting to Caranon

"OF what?" Laurana asked, fearing to know, yet fascinated.
"Not hi ng;' Raistlin whispered, lowering his eyes. "I amforbidden to
speak of it:'

Laurana saw his hands trenble. Sweat beaded on his forehead. H s breath
wheezed and he began to cough. Feeling guilty for having inadvertently
caused such angui sh, she flushed and shank her head, biting her |ip.
"l-1"msorry to have given you pain. | didn't mean to:' Confused, she

| ooked dawn, letting her hair fall forward to hide her face-a girlish
habi t .

Rai stlin | eaned Toward al nost unconsciously, his hand stretching out,
trembling, to touch the wondrous hair that seened possessed of a life
of its own, so vibrant and |uxuriant was it. Then, seeing before his
eyes his own dying flesh, he withdrew his hand quickly and sank back in
his chair, a bitter snmile on his lips. For what Laurana did not know,
could not know, was that, in |ooking at her, Raistlin saw the only
beauty he would ever see in his lifetine, Young, by elven standards,
she was untouched by death or decay, even in the nmage's cursed vision

Laurana saw not hing of this. She was aware only that he noved slightly.
She al nost got up and left, but she felt drawn to himnow, and he still
had not answered her question, "I-1 neant-can you see the future'

Tanis told me your nother was-what do they call it-prescient? | know
that Tanis comes to you for advice. o

Rai stlin regarded Laurana thoughtfully. "The half-elf comes to ne for
advi ce, not because | can see the future. | can't. | amno seer. He
cones because | am able to think, which is sonething nost of these

ot her fools seemincapable of doing:"

"But -what you said. Sane of us may not see each other again:" Laurana
| ooked up at himearnestly. "You must have foreseen something! Wat-|I
must know! Was it . . . Tanis?"

Rai stlin pondered. \Wen he spoke, it was nore to hinmself thorn to
Laurana. "I don't know;,' he whispered. "I don't even know why | said
that. It's just that-for an instant-1 knew" He seenmed to struggle to
remenber, then suddenly shrugged

"Knew what ?" Laurana per si st ed.

"Not hi ng. My overw ought imagination as the knight would say if he were
here. So Tanis told you about ny nother;" he said, changing the subject



abruptly.

Laur ana, disappointed but hoping to find out nore if she kept talking
to him nodded her head. "He said she had the gift of foresight. She
could look into the future and see i nages of what would conme to pass:

"That is true," Raistlin whispered, then smled sardonically. "Mich
good it did her. The first man she married was a handsonme warrior tram
the northland. Their passion died within nonths, and after that they
made |ife miserable for each other. My nother was fragile of health and
given to slipping into strange trances from which she m ght not wake

for hours. They were poor, living off what her husband could earn with
his sword. Though he was clearly of noble blood, he never spoke of his
famly. | do not believe he even told her his real nane:'

Rai stlin's eyes narrowed, "He told Kitiara, though. I'msure of it.

That is why she traveled north, to find his famly."
"Kitiara . " Laurana said in a strained voice. She touched the
nanme .as one touches an achi ng tooth, eager to understand nore of this
human wonman Tanis | oved. "Then, that nman-the noble warrior-was
Kitiara's father?" she said in a husky voice

Rai stlin regarded her with a penetrating gaze. "Yes;' he whispered.
"She is ny elder half-sister. Oder than Caranmon and | by about eight
years. She is very nuch like her father, | believe. As beautiful as he
was handsonme. Resol ute and i npetuous, warlike, strong and fearl ess. Her
father taught her the only thing he knew-the art of warfare. He began
goi ng on longer and Longer trips, and one day vani shed conpletely. W
nmot her convi nced the H ghseekers to declare himlegally dead. She then
remarried the nman who becane our father. He was a sinple man, a
woodcutter by trade. Once again, her farsight did not serve her:"

""Why" Laurana asked gently, caught up in the story, amazed that the
usual ly taciturn sage was so vol uble, not know ng that he was draw ng
nmore out of her sinply by watching her expressive face than he was
giving in return.

"The birth of my brother and | for one thing;' Raistlin said.

Then, overcone by a fit of coughing, he stopped tal king and notioned to
his brother, "Caranon! It is tine for ny drink;" he said in the

hi ssing, whsiper that pierced through the |Ioudest talk. "Or have you
forgotten nme in the pleasure of other conpany?"

Caranon fell silent in md-laugh ' No, Raist;' he said guiltily,
hurriedly rising fromhis seat to hang a kettle of water over the fire.
Ti ka, subdued, |owered her head, unwilling to neet the mage's gaze

After staring at her a nonent" Raistlin turned back to Laurana, who had
wat ched all this with a cold feeling in the pit of her stomach. He
began to speak again as if there had been no interruption. "My nother
never really recovered fromthe childbirth. The midw fe gave ne up for
dead, and | would have died, too, if it hadn't been for Kitiara. Her
first battle, she used to say, was against death with ne as the pri ze.
She raised us. My nother was incapable of taking care of children, and
my father was forced to work day and night sinmply to keep us fed. He
died in an acci dent when Caranon and | were in our teens. My nother
went into one of her trances that day"-Raistlin's voice dropped-"and



never cane out. She died of starvation:'
"How awful !'" Laurana nurnured, shivering

Rai stlin did not speak for Iong nonments; his strange eyes staring out
into the chill, gray winter sky. Then his mouth twi sted. "It taught ne
a val uabl e | esson-learn to control the power. Never let it control
you!"

Laurana did not seemto have heard him Her hands in her lap tw sted
nervously.. This was the perfect opportunity to ask the questions she

I onged to ask, but it would nean giving up a part of her inner self to
this man she feared and distrusted. But her curiosity-and her |ove-were
ton great. She never realized she was falling into a cunningly baited
trap. For Raistlin delighted nn discovering the secrets of people's
soul's, knowi ng he mght find them useful

"What did you do then”"she asked, swallowing. "Did | Kitiara . o
Trying to appear natural, she stunbled aver “~he nane and flushed in
enbarrassnent.

Rai stlin watched Laurana's inner straggle with interest. "Kitiara was
gone by then;" he answered. "She |eft home when she was fifteen
earning her living by her sword. She is an expert-so Caranon tells me-
and hall no trouble finding nercenary work. Ch, she returned every so
often, to see how we were getting al ong. Wen we were ol den, and nore
skill ed" she took us with her. That was where Caranon and a |learned to
fight together-1 using ny magic, nmy brother his sword. Then; after she
met Tanis"- Raistlin's eyes glittered at Laurana's disconfiture-"she
traveled with us nore often:’

"Travel ed with whon? Where did you go?"

"There was Sturm Brightbl ade, already dream ng of knighthood, the

kender, Tanis, Caranon, and |. W traveled with Flint, before he
retired fromnmetal smthing. The roads grew so dangerous that Flint gave
up traveling. And, by this tine, we had all |earned as nuch as we could

fromour friends. W were growing restless. It was tine to separate,
Tanis said:"

"And you did as he said? He was your |eader, even then?" She |ooked
back to renmenber himas she had known himbefore he |left Qualinost,
beardl ess and | acking the lines of care and worry she saw now on his
face. But even then he was wi thdrawn and brooding, tormented by his
feelings of belonging to lath races-and to neither. She hadn't
understood himthen. Only now, after living in a world of humans, was
she beginning to.

"He has the qualities we are told are essential for |eadership, He is
qui ck-thinking, intelligent, creative. But npst of us possess these-in
greater or |esser degree. Wiy do the others follow Tanis? Sturmis off
nobl e bl ood, nenber of an order whose rants go back to ancient tines.
Why does he obey a bastard half-elf? And Ri verwi nd? He distrusts al
who are not human and hal f who are. Yet he and Gol dnoon both woul d
follow Tanis to the Abyss and back. Wy?"

"1 have wondered;" Laurana began, "and | think-'



But Raistlin, ignoring her, answered his own question. "'Tanis listens
to his feelings. He does, not suppress them as does the knight, or

hi de them as does the Plainsman. Tanis realizes that sonetines a

| eather nust think with leis heart and not his head:" Raistlin glanced
at her- "Remenber that:"

Laurana blinked, confused for a noment, then, sensing a tone of
superiority in the mage which irritated her, she said loftily, 'l
native you | eave out yourself. If you are as intelligent and power ful
as you claim why do you follow Tani s?"

Rai stlin's hourglass ewes were dark and hooded. He stopped tal king as

Caranmon brought this twin .a cup and carefully poured water fromtile

kettle. The warrior glanced at Laurana, his face dark, embarrassed and
unconfortabl e as al ways whenever his brother went on like this.

Raistlin did not seemto notice. Pulling a pouch fromhis pack, he
sprinkl ed sone green | eaves into the hot water. A pungent, acrid snell
filled the room "I do not follow him" The young nage | ooked up at
Laurana. "Far the time being, Tanis and | sinply happen to be traveling
in the sane direction:"

"The Knights of Solamia are not welcome in our city;" the Lord said
sternly, his face serious. His dark gaze swept the rest of the conpany.
"Nor are elves, kender, or dwarves, or those who travel in their
conpany. | understand you al so have a magi c-user with you, one who
wears the red robes. You wear arnor. Your weapons are bl ood-stained and
conme quickly and readily to your hands. Obviously you are skilled
warriors:"

"Mercenaries, undoubtedly, mlord;"' the constable said.

"We are not mercenaries;' Sturmsaid, comng to stand before the bench,
his bearing proud and noble. "W conme out of the northern Plains of
Abanasinia. W freed ei ght hundred nmen, wonen, and children fromthe
Dragon Highlord, Vermi naard, in Pax Tharkas. Fleeing the wath of the
dragonarnies, we left the people hidden in a valley in the nmountains
and travel ed south, hoping to find ships in the | egendary city of
Tarsis. We did not know it was |andl ocked, or we would not have

bot hered: "

The Lard frowned. "You say you cane fromthe north? That is inmpossible.
No one has ever cone safely through the nmountain kingdom of the dwarves
in Thorbardin."

"I'f you know ought of the Knights of Solamia, you know we would die
sooner than tell a lie-even to our enenmes;" Sturmsaid. "W entered
t he dwarven ki ngdom and won saf e passage by finding and restoring to
them the | ost Hammer of Kharas:

The Lord shifted unconfortably, glancing at the draconi an who sat
behind him "I do know sonewhat of the knights,"” he said reluctantly.
"And therefore | rnust believe your story, though it sounds nore a
child s bedtine tale than-"

Suddenly the doors banged open and two guards strode in, roughly



draggi ng a prisoner between them They thrust the conpani ons, aside as
they flung their prisoner to the floor. The prisoner was a woman.
Heavily veil ed, she was dressed in long skirts and a heavy cape. She
lay for a monment on the floor, as if too tired or defeated to rise
Then, seenming to nmeke a suprene effort of will, she started to push
hersel f up. Qbviously no one was going to assist her. The Lord stared
at her, his face grimand scow ing. The draconian behind him had risen
toits feet and was | ooking down at her with interest. The woman
struggl ed, entangled in her cape and her long, flow ng skirts.

Then Sturm was at her side.

The kni ght had watched in horror, appalled at this calloustreatnment of
a worman. He gl anced at Tanis, saw the evercautious half-elf shake his
head, but the sight of the woman meking a gallant effort to rise proved
too much for the knight. He took a step forward, and found a hauberk
thrust in front of him
"Kill me if you will;' the knight said to the guard, "but, | am going
to the aid of the lady:"

The guard blinked and stepped back, his eyes | ooking up at the Lord for
orders. The Lord shook his head slightly. Tanis, watching closely, held
his breath. Then he thought he saw the Lord snile, quickly covering it
with his hand.

"My lady, allow nme to assist you;' Sturmsaid with the courtly, old-
fashi oned politeness long lost in the world. His strong hands gently
rai sed her to her feet.

"You had better |eave ne, sir knight,"' the wonman said, her words
barely audi bl e frombehind her veil. But at the sound of her voice
Tanis. and G |thanas gasped softly; glancing at each other. "You do not
know what you do;" she said. "You risk your life-"

"It is nmy privilege to do so;' Sturm said, bow ng. Then he stood near
her protectively, his eyes on the guards.

"She is Silvanesti elven!" G lthanas whispered to Tanis. 'Does Sturm
know?"

"OfF course not;" Tanis said softly. "How could he? |I barely recognised
her accent nyself."

"What coul d she be doing here? Silvanesti is far away-"

A-" Tanis began, but one of the guards shoved himin the back. He fel
silent just as the Lard started to speak

"Lady Al hana;' he said in a cold voice, "you were warned to | eave thus

city. I was. nerciful last tine you came before ne because you were on

a diplomatic m ssion fromyour people, and protocol is still honored in
Tarsis. | told you then, however, you could expect no help fromus and

gave you twentyfour hours to depart. Now | find you still here:' He

| ooked over at the guards. "Wat is the charge?”

"Trying to buy nercenaries, nmilord;' the constable replied. "She was



picked up in an inn along the Od Waterfront, milord:" The constable
gave Sturma scathing glance. "It was a good thing she didn't neet up
with this lot. OF course, no one in Tarsis would aid an elf:"

"Al hana;" Tanis nuttered to himself. He edged over to G lthanas. "Wy
is that name fanmiliar?"

"Have you been gone from your people so |ong you do not recognize the
name?" the elf answered softly in elven. "There was only one anobng our
Silvanesti cousins railed Al hana, Al hana Starbreeze, daughter of the
Speaker of the Stars, princess of her people, ruler when her father
dies, far she has no brothers:

"Al hana!" Tanis said, menories comng back to him The el ven peopl e
were split hundreds of years before, when KithKanan | ed many of the
elves to the land of Qualinesti follow ng the bitter Kinslayer wars.
But the elven |leaders still kept in contact in the nysterious nmanner of
the elflords who, it is said, can read nessages in the wind and speak
the | anguage of the silver nobon. Now he renenbered Al hana-of all elf
mei dens reputed to be the nost beautiful, and distant as the silver
moon that shone on her birth.

The draconian | eaned down to confer with the Lard. Tanis saw the nman's
face darken, and it seened as if he was about to disagree, then he bit
his I'ip and, sighing, nodded his head. The draconian nelted back into
t he shadows once nore

"You are under arrest, Lady Al hana;" the Lord' said heavily. Sturm took
a step nearer the woman as the guards closed in around her. Sturmthrew
back his head and cast themall a warning glance. So confident and
nobl e did he appear, even unarmed, that the guards hesitated. Still
their Lord had given them an order.
"You better do sonmething;" Flint growed.. "I"mall for chivalry, but
there's a tinme and a place and this isn't either!”

"Have you got any suggestions?" Tani s snapped.

Flint didn't answer. There warn"t a damm thing any of them could do
and they knew it. Sturmwould die; before one of
those guards laid a hand on the woman again, even though he had no idea
who this woman was. It didn't matter. Feeling hinself torn with
frustration and admiration for his friend, Tanis gauged the distance
bet ween hinmsel f and the nearest guard, knowi ng he could put at |east
one out of action. He saw G Ithanas close his eyes, his |ips noving.
The el f was a magi c-user, though he rarely treated it seriously. Seeing
the ook on Tanis's face, Flint heaved a sigh and turned toward anot her
guard, lowering his helnmeted head |i ke a battering ram

Then suddenly the Lard spoke, his voice grating. "Hold, knight!" he
said with the authority that had been bred in himfor generations.
Sturm recognizing thus, relaxed, and Tanis breathed a sigh of relief.
"I will not have blood shed in this Council chanber. The |ady has

di sobeyed a | aw of the land, |aws which, in days gone by, you, sir

kni ght, were sworn to uphold. But, | agree, there is no reason to treat
her disrespectfully. Guards, you will escort the lady to prison but
with the sanme courtesy you show nme. And you, sir knight, wll acconpany
her, since you are so interested in her welfare:'

Tani s nudged G | thanas who cane out of his trance with a start. "Truly,



as Sturmsaid, this Lord cones froma noble and honorable line;' Tanis
whi sper ed.

"I don't see what you"re so pleased about, Half-elf:" Flint grunted,
overhearing them "First the kender gets us charged with inciting a
riot, then he di sappears. Now the knight gets us thrown into prison.
Next time, remind nme to stick with the nage.. | know he's crazed! "'

As the guards started to herd their prisoners away fromthe bench,
Al hana appeared to be hunting for sonething within the falls of her
l ong skirt.

"I beg a favor, sir knight;' she said to Sturm "I seemto have dropped
sonmething. A trifle but precious. Could you | ook-"

Sturmknelt swiftly and i mmedi ately saw the object where it |ay,
sparkling, on the floor, hidden by the folds of her dress. It was a
pin, shaped like a star, glittering with dianonds. He drew in his
breath. Atrifle! Its value nust be incalculable. No wonder she did not
want it found by these worthl ess guards. Quickly he wapped his.
fingers around it, then feigned to | ook about. Finally, still kneeling,
he | ooked up at the wonan.

Sturm caught his breath as the worman renoved the hood of her cloak and
drew the veil fromher face. For the first time, human eyes | ooked upon
the face of Al hana Starbreeze

Miural asa, the elves called her-Princess of the Night. Her hair, black
and soft as the night wind, was held in place by a net as fine as
cobweb, twinkling with tiny jewels like stars. Her skin was the pale
hue of the silver noon, her eyes the deep, dark purple of the night sky
and her lips the color of the red noon's shadows.

The knight's first thought was to give thanks to Pal adi ne that he was
already on his knees. H's second was that death would be a paltry price
to pay to serve her, and his third that he nusk say sonmething, but he
seened to have forgotten the words of any known | anguage.

"Thank you for searching, noble knight;" Al hana said softly, staring
intently into Sturnmis eyes. "As | said, it was a trifle. Please rise.
amvery weary and, since it seens we are going to the sane place, you
could do nme a great favor by giving ne your assistance:

"I amyours to comuand,” Sturmsaid fervently, and he rose to his feet,
swiftly tucking the jewel inside his belt. He held out his arm and

Al hana put her slender, white band on his forearm H s armtrenbled at
her touch.

It seemed to the knight .as if a cloud had covered the |ight of the
stars when she veiled her face again. Sturmsaw Tanis fall into |ine
behind them but so enraptured was the knight with the beautiful face
burning in his nmenory that he stared straight at the half-elf without a
flicker of recognition.

Tani s had seen Al hana's face and felt his own heart stir with her
beauty. But he had seen Sturmis face as well. He had seen that beauty
enter the knight's heart, doing nore damage than a goblin's poi soned



arrowip. For this love nmust turn to poison, he knew. The Silvanesti
were a proud and haughty race. Fearing contami nation and the |ass of
their way of life, they refused to have even the slightest contact with
humans. Thus the Kinslayer wars had been fought.

No, thought Tanis sadly; the silver nmoon itself was riot higher or
farther out of Sturms reach. The half -elf sighed. This was all they
needed.

Chapter 6
Kni ghts of Sol ami a.
Tassl ehof fs gl asses of true seeing.

As the guards led the prisoners fromthe F-l1oll of justice they passed
two figures standing outside in [he-shadows Both were so swathed in
clothing it was difficult “.a tell to what race they bel onged- Hoods
covered their heads. their faces were wapped in cloth. Long robes
shrouded their bodies. Even their hands were wapped in strips of
whi t e,

I i ke bandages. They spoke together in | ow tones.

“See!" one said in great excitenent.
descri ptions:

'""-there they are. They match the

"Not all of them" said the other dubiously.

But the half-elf, the dwarf, the knight! I tell you, it is them And
know where the others are;" the figure added smugly. "I questioned one
of the guards:"

The other, taller figure considered, watching the group being | ed off
down the street. "You are right. W should report this to the Highlord
at once." The shrouded figure turned, then stopped as it saw the other
hesitate. "What are you waiting for?"

"But shouldn't one of us follow? Look at those puny guards. You know
the prisoners will try and escape."”

The ot her |aughed unpl easantly. "OF course they'|ll escape. And we know
where they' Il go-to rejoin their friends:" The shrouded figure squinted
up at the afternoon sun. "Besides, in a few hours it won't nmake any
difference:" The tall figure strode away, the shorter hurrying after.

It was snowi ng when the conpanions left the Hall of Justice. This tineg,
the constabl e knew better than to march his prisoners through the main
city streets. He led theminto a dark and gl oony alleyway that ran
behind the Hall of Justice

Tanis and Sturm were just exchanging gl ances, and G lthanas and Flint
were just tensing to attack when the half-elf saw the shadows in the
alley begin to noue. Three hooded and cl oaked figures | eaped out in
front of the guards, their steel blades gleamng in the bright
sunl i ght.

The constable put his whistle to his lips, but he never made a sound.
One of the figures knocked himunconscious with the hilt of his sword,
while the other two rushed the guards, who inmediately fled. The hooded



figures faced the conpanions.

"Who are you?" Tanis asked, astounded at his sudden freedom The hooded
and cl oaked figures rem nded hi mof the hooded draconi ans they had
fought outside of Solace. Sturm pulled Al hana behind him

"Have we escaped one danger only to find a worse?" Tanis demanded
"Unmask yoursel ves["

But one of the hooded nen turned to Sturm his hands raised in the air.
"G h Tsarthon a Paran;' he said.

Sturm gasped. "Est Tsarthai en Paranaith" he replied, then he turned to
Tanis. "Knights of Solamia;' he said, gesturing at the three nen.

"Kni ghts?" Tani s asked in astonishnment. "Wy-"

"There is no time for explanation, Sturm Brightblade;" one of the
kni ghts said in Conmon, his accent thick. "The guards will return soon
Conme with us:

"Not so fast!" Flint growed, his feet planted firnmy in the street,
hi s hands breaki ng off the handle of a hauberk so that it suited his
short stature. "You'll find tinme for explanations or |I'm not going!
How d you know t he kni ght's nane and how canme you to be waiting for us

"Ch, just run himthrough!" sang a shrill voice out of the shadows.
"Leave his body to feed the crows. Not that they'|ll bother; there's few
in this world who can stomach dwarf-"

"Satisfied?" Tanis turned to Flint, who was red-faced with rage.
"Soneday, " vowed the dwarf, "I'Il kill that kender:'

Whi stl es sounded fromthe street behind them Wth no nore hesitation
t he conpanions foll owed the knights through twisting, rat-infested

al |l eys. Saying he had business to attend to, Tas di sappeared before
Tani s could catch hold of him The half-elf noticed that the knights
didn't seemat all surprised by this, nor did they try to stop Tas.
They refused, however, to answer any questions, just kept hurrying the
group along until they entered the ruins-the old city of Tarsus the
Beauti ful .

Here the knights stopped. They had brought the conpanions to a part of
the city where no one ever cane now. The streets were broken and enpty,
rem nding Tanis strongly of the ancient city of Xak Tsaroth. Taking
Sturmby the arm the knights I ed hima short distance fromhis friends
and began to confer in Solamic, |leaving the others to rest.

Tani s, |eaning against a building, |ooked around with interest. Wat
remai ned standing of the buildings on this street was inpressive, nuch
nmore beautiful than the nodern city. He saw that Tarsis the Beautifu
must have deserved its nane before the Cataclysm Now nothing but huge
bl ocks of granite |lay tunbled about. Vast courtyards were choked and
overgrown wi th weeds turned brown by the biting w nter wands.

He wal ked over to sit down on a bench with G |thanas, who was talking



to Alhana. The elfford introduced him

".Al hana ; Starbreeze, Tanis Half-Elven;" Glthanas said. "Tanis |ived
anong the Qualinesti for nmany years. He is the son of ny uncle's wife:'

Al hana drew back the veil from her face and regarded Tanis coldly. Son
of my uncle's wife, was a polite way of saying Tanis was illegitimate,
otherwi se G lthanas world have introduced himas the "son of ny
uncl e: " The half-elf flushed, the old pain returning forcibly, hurting
as much now as it had fifty years before. He wondered if he woul d ever
be free of it.

Scratching his beard, Tanis said harshly, "My nother was raped by human
warriors during years of darkness followi ng the Cataclysm The Speaker
kindly took nme in followi ng her death and raised ne as his own."

Al hana's dark eyes grew darker until they were pools of night. She
rai sed her eyebrows. "Do you see a need to apol ogize for your
heritage?" she asked in a chill voice.

"N-no . Tanis stanmmered, his face burning. "I-'

"Then do not;' she said, and she turned away fromhimto G |thanas
"You asked why | came to Tarsis'! | came seeking aid. | nust return to
Silvanesti to search far ny father:'

"Return to Silvanesti?" G Ilthanas repeated. "We-ny people did not know
the Silvanesti elves had left their ancient honel and. No wonder we | ost
contact-"

"Yes;" Al hana's voice grew sad. "The evil that forced you, our cousins,
to |l eave Qualinesti came to us as. well." She bowed her head, then
| ooked up, her own voice soft and low. "Long we fought this evil. But

in the end ewe were forced to flee or perish utterly. My father sent

t he people, under ny | eadership, to Southern Ergoth. He stayed in
Silvanesti to fight the evil alone. | opposed this decision, but he
said he had the power to prevent the evil from destroying our honel and
Wth a heavy heart., | led ny people to safety and there they remain.
But | cane back to seek ny father, for the days have been | ong and we
have heard no word of him™"

"But had you no warriors, lady, to acconpany you on such .a dangerous
journey?" Tanis asked.

Al hana, turning, glanced at Tanis as if amazed that he had intruded
upon their conversation. At first she seened .about to refuse to answer
him then-1ooking -longer at his face-she changed her mind. "There were
many warriors who offered to escort ne," she said proudly. "But when |
said | led my people to safety, | spoke rashly. Safety no | onger exists
in this world. The warriors stayed behind to guard the people. | cane
to Tarsis hoping to find warriors to travel into Silvanesti with me. |
presented nyself to the Lord and the Council, as protocol demands-"

Tani s shook his head, frowning darkly. "That was stupid;' he said
bluntly. "You should have known how they feel about elves-even before
t he draconi ans cane! You were dam | ucky they only ordered you tossed
out of the city."



Al hana' s pal e face becane-if possible-paler. Her dark eyes glittered.
"l did as protocol demands;" she replied, too well bred to show her
anger beyond the cool tones of her voice. "To do otherwi se would have

been to cone as a barbarian. When the Lord refused to aid nme, | told
himl intended to seek help on my own. To do | ess would have not been
honor abl e: "

Flint, who had been able to follow only bits and pieces of the
conversation in elven, nudged Tanis. "She and the knight will get on
perfectly:" He snorted. "Unless their honor gets themkilled first:"'
Before Tanis could reply, Sturmrejoined the group.

"Tanis;' Sturmsaid in excitement, "the knights have found the ancient
library! That's why they' re here. They discovered records in Palantllas
saying that in ancient tines know edge of dragons was kept in the
library here, at Tarsis. The Knights Council sent themto see if the
library still survived."

Sturm gestured far the knights to come forward. "This is Brian Dorner,
Kni ght of the Sword:' he said, "Aran Tall bow, Knight of the Crown, and
Der ek Crownguard, Knight of the Rose:" The kni ghts bowed.

"And this is Tanis Half -Elven, our |eader;" Sturmsaid. The half-elf
saw Al hana start and | ook at himin wonder, glancing at Sturmto see if
she had heard correctly.

Sturmintroduced Glthanas and Flint, then he turned to Al hana. "Lady
Al hana." he begin, then stopped, enbarrassed, realizing he knew not hi ng
:note about her.

"' Al hana Starbreeze,” G lthanas finished. "'Daughter of the Speaker of
the Stars. Princess of the Silvanesti elves:

The kni ghts bowed again, lower this tine.

"Accept ny heartfelt gratitude foe rescuing nme;" Al hana said coolly Her
gaze enconpassed! all the group but lingered | ongest an Sturm Then she
turned to Derek whom she knew fromhis Order of the Rose to be the

| eaden. "Have you discovered the records the Council sent you to find?"

As she spoke, Tanis exam ned the knights, now unhooded, with interest.
He, too, knew enough to know that the Knights Council -the ruling body
of the Sol amic kni ghts-had sent the best. In particular he studied
Derek, the el der and the highest in rank. Few knights attained the
Order of the Rose. The tests were dangerous and difficult, and only
kni ghts of pure bloodline could bel ong.

"We have found a book, my lady," Derek said, "witten in an ancient

| anguage we coul d not understand. There were pictures of dragons,
however, so we were planning to copy it and return to Sancri st where,
we hoped, scholars would be able to translate it. But instead we have
found one who can read it. The kender-"

"Tassl ehof f!" Flint expl oded

Tani s's nmout h gaped open. "Tassl ehof f?" he repeated incredul ously. "He



can barely read Conmon. He doesn't know any anci ent |anguages. The only
one anong us who m ght possibly be able to translate an anci ent
| anguage is Raistlin”

Derek shrugged. "The kender has a pair of glasses he says are 'nmgica
gl asses of true seeing: |-le put themon and he has been able to read
the bank. It says-"

I can inmagine what it says" Tanis snapped. "Stories about autonatons
and magic rings of teleporting and plants that live off air. Were is
he? I'mgoing to, have a little talk with Tassl ehoff Burrfoot:'

"Magi cal glasses .of trine seeing;" Flint grunbled. "And I'ma gully
dwarf!"

The conpani ons entered a shattered buil ding. Cunping aver rubble, they
foll owed Derek's lead through. a | aw archway. The snell of nust and

nm | dew was strong. 'The -darkness was intense after the brightness of
the afternoon sun outside and for a nonment, everyone was blinded. Them
Derek lit a torch, and they saw narrow. w nding stairs |eadi ng down

i nto nore darkness.

"The library was built below ground," Derek explained. "Probably the
only reason it survived the Cataclysmso well :

The conpani ons descended. the, stairs rapidly and soon found thensel ves
i nside a huge. room Tanis, caught his breath and even Al hana's eyes
wi dened in the. flickering torchlight.

The gigantic roomwas filled fromceiling to floor with tall, wooden
shel ves, stretching as far as the eye could see. On the shelves were
books. Books of all kinds. Soaks with | eather bindings, books bound in
wood, books bound in what |ooked |ike | eaves from sonme exotic tree.
Many were not bound at all but were sinply sheaves of parchnment, held
together with bl ack ribbons. Several shelves had toppled over, spilling
the books to the floor until it was ankl e-deep in parchnent.

"There nust be thousands!" Tanis said in awe. "How did you ever find
one anong theses'"

Derek shook his head. ''It was not easy," he said. "Long days we have
spent down here, searching. When we discovered it at last, we felt nore
despair than triunmph, far it was obvious that the book cannot be noved.
Even as we touched) the pages, they crunmbled to dust. W feared we
woul d spend | ong, weary hours copying it. But the kender-"

"Right, the kender," Tani; said grimy. "Were is he?"

"Over here!" piped a shrill voice.

Tani s peered through the dimy |lit roomto see a candle burning on a
tabl e. Tassl ehoff, seated an a high. wooden chair, was bent over a
thi ck book. As the -conpanions neared him they could see a pair of

smal | gl asses perched am hi s nose.

"All right, Tas," Tanis said. "Were did you get then®"



"Cet what?" the kender asked innocently. He saw Tanis's eyes narrow and
put his hand to the small wire-rimed gl asses. "Ch, uh, these? | had
themin a pouch . . . and, well, if you nust know, | found themin the
dwar ven ki ngdom "

Flint ,groaned and) put his hand ewer this face.

"They were just lying on a table)® Tas pro tested, seeing Tanis scow .
"Honest! There was no .one .around. | thought perhaps someone m spl aced
them. | any took them for safekeeping. Good thing, too. Sone thief

m ght have conme al ong and stolen them and they're very val uabl e!

meant to return them but after that we were so busy what with fighting
dark dwarves and draconi ans and finding the Hamrer, and |-sort of | had
them When L renenbered them. we were mles away fromthe dwarves . an
,our way to Tarsis, and | didn't think you'd want ne to go back., just
to return. them so-'

"What do they do?" Tanis interrupted the kender knowi ng they'd be here
until the day after tonmorrow if he didn't.

"They' re wonderful ;" Tas said hastily, relieved that Tanis wasn't goi ng
to yell at him "I left themlying on a map one day:" Tas patted his
mapcase. "I | ooked down and what do you suppose? | could read the
witing on the map through the glasses! Now, that doesn't sound very
wonderful ;" Tas said hurriedly, seeing Tanis start to frown again, "but
this was a map witten in a |language |'d never been able to understand
before. So | tried themon all nmy maps and | could read them Tanis!
Every one! Even the real, real old ones!"”

"And you never nentioned this to us?" Sturmglared at Tas.

"Wel |, the subject just never came up;' Tas said apologetically. "Now,
if you had asked nme directly-' Tassl ehoFf, do you have a pair of nagical
seei ng gl asses? -1 would have told you the truth straight off. But you

never did, Sturm Brightblade, so don't look at me |ike that. Anyway, |
can read this old book. Let ne tell you what I-"

"How do you know they're nagic and not just sonme mechani cal device of
t he dwarves?" Tanis asked, sensing that Tas was hidi ng somet hing.

Tas gul ped. He had been hoping Tanis wouldn't ask himthat question.

"Uh;" Tas stammered, "l-1 guess | did sort of, !happened to, uh
mention themto Raistlin one night when you were all busy doing
sonething else. He told nme they mght be magic. To find out, he said
one of those weird spells of his and they - uh - to glow. That neant
they Were enchanted. He asked nme what they did and | denonstrated and
he said they were 'glasses of true seeing: The dwarves nagic-users of
old nmade themto read books witten in other |anguages and-" Tas

st opped.

"And?" Tani s pursued.

"And-uh-magi ¢ spel | books:" Tas's voice nss a whisper.
"And what else did Raistlin say?"

"That if | touched his spellbooks or even | ooked at them sideways, he'd



turn ne into a cricket and s-swal |l ow mne whal e;' Tassl ehof f stamrered.
He | ooked up at Tanis with wide eyes. "'l believed him too:'

Tani s shook his head. Trust Raistlin to cone up with a threat awful
enough to quench the curiosity of a kender. "Anything else:” he asked.

"No, Tanis," Tas said innocently. Actually Raistlin had nmentioned
sonmet hi ng el se about the gl asses, but Tas hadn't been able to
understand it very well. Something about the glasses seeing things too
truly, which didn't make any sense, so he figured it probably wasn't
worth bringing up. Besides, Tanis was mad enough al ready.

"Well, what have you discovered?" Tanis asked grudgingly.

"Ch, Tanis, it's so interesting!" Tas said, thankful the ordeal was
over. He carefully turned a page and, even as he did so, it split and
cracked beneath his small fingers. He shook his head sadly. "That
happens al nost every tine. But, you can see here"-the others |eaned
around to stare beneath the kender's finger-"pictures of dragons. Blue

dragons, red dragons, black dragons, green dragons. | didn't know there
were so many. Now, see this thing?" He turned another page. "Qops.

Well, you can't see it now, but it was a huge ball of glass. And-so the
book says-if you have one of these glass balls, you can gain contro
aver the dragons and they'll do what you say!"

"dass ball!" Flint sniffed, then sneezed. "Don't believe him Tanis.

think the only thing those gl asses have done is nmagnify his tal
stories:'

"I amso telling the truth!" Tas said indignantly. 'They're called
dragon orbs, and you can ask Raistlin about them He nust know
because'., according to this, they wore made by the great w zards, |ong
ago: '

"I believe you;" Tanis said gravely, seeing that Tassl ehoff was really
upset. "But I'mafraid it wan"t do us nuch good. They were probably al
destroyed in the Cataclysm and we wouldn't know where to | ook anyway-"

"Yes, we do," Tas said excitedly. "There's a list here, of where they
were kept. See--'He stopped, cocking his head. "Shhhh:' he said,
listening. The others fell silent For a monment they heard nothing, then
their ears caught what the nender's qui cker hearing had al ready

det ect ed.

Tanis felt his hands. grow cold; the dry, bitter taste of fear filled
his mouth. Now he could hear, in the distance, the sound of hundreds of
hans braying - horns all of them had heard before. The bell ow ng, brass
horns that heral ded the approach of the draconian arm es-and the
approach of the dragons.

The horns of death.

Chapter 7
“-not destined to nmeet again in this world."

The conpani ons had just reached the narketplace when the first flight
of dragons struck Tarsis.



The group had separated fromthe knights, riot a pleasant parting. The
knights had tried to convince themto escape with theminto the hills.
VWhen t he conpani ons refused, Derek. demanded that Tassl ehoff acconpany
them since the kender al one knew the | ocation of the dragon orbs.
Tani s knew Tas would only run away fromthe knights and ,vas forced to
refuse again.

"Bring the kender, Sturm and cone with us;' Derek conmanded, ignoring
Tani s.

"I cannot, sir;" Sturmreplied, laying his hand on Tanis's arm "He is
my | eader, and my first loyalty is to ny friends:

Derek's voice was cold with anger. "If that is your decision;" he
answered, "I cannot stop you. But this is a black mark agai nst you,
Sturm Bri ght bl ade. Renenber that you are not a knight. Not yet. Pray
that | amnot there when the question of your knighthood cones before
the Council:'

Sturm becane as pal e as death. He cast a sideways gl ance at Tanis, who
tried to hide his astonishment at this startling news. But there was no
time to think about it. The sound of the horns, scream ng discordantly
on the chill air, was coming closer and cl oser each second. The knights
and the conpani ons parted; the knights heading for their canmp in the
hills, the conpanions returning to town.

They found the townspeopl e outside their houses, specul ating on the
strange horn calls, which they had never heard before and di d not
understand. One Tarsian al one heard and understood. The Lord in the
council chanber rose to his feet at the sound. Wirling, Ire turned
upon the smug-1 ooki ng draconian seated in the shadows behind hi m

"You said we would be spared!" the Lord said through cl enched teeth.
"We're still negotiating-"

"The Dragon Highlord grew weary of negotiation;" the draconi an said,
stifling a yawn. "And the city will be spared-after it has been taught
a | esson, of course:"

The Lord' s head sank into his hands. The other council nenbers, not
fully conprehendi ng what was happeni ng, stared at each other in
horrified awareness as they saw tears trickle through the Lord's
fingers.

Qutside, the red dragons were visible in the skies, hundreds of them
Flying in regimented groups of three to five, their wings glistened
flame red in the setting sun. The people of Tarsis knew one thing and
one thing only: death flew overhead.

As the dragons swooped | ow, making their first passes over the town,
the dragonfear flowed fromthem spreading panic nore deadly than fire.
The peopl e had one thought in their mnds as the shadows of the w ngs
blotted out the dying |light of day-escape.

But there was no escape.

After the first pass, knowi ng now that they woul d nmeet no resistance,
the dragons struck. One after the other, they circled, then dropped



fromthe sky like red-hot shot, their fiery breath engul fing building
after building with flame. The spreading fires created their own

wi ndst ornms. Choking snmoke filled the street, turning twilight into

m dni ght. Ash poured down |ike black rain. Screans of terror changed to
screans of agony as people died in the blazing abyss that was Tarsis.

And as the dragons struck, a sea of fear-crazed humanity surged through
the flame-1it streets. Few had any cl ear idea of where they were going
Sonme shouted they would be safe in the hills, others ran down by the

old waterfront, still others tried to reach the city gates. Above them
flew the dragons, burning at their discretion, killing at their
| ei sure.

The human sea broke over Tanis and the conpani ons, crushing theminto
the street, swirling themapart, smashing them up agai nst buil di ngs.
The snoke choked them and stung their eyes, tears blinded themas they
fought to control the dragonfear that threatened to destroy their
reason.

The heat was so intense that whol e buildings blew apart. Tani s caught
G lthanas as the elf was hurled into the side of a building. Holding
onto him the half-elf could only watch hel plessly as the rest of his
friends were swept away by the nob

"Back to the Inn!" Tanis shouted. "Meet at the Inn!" But whether they
heard himor not, he could not say. He could only trust that they would
all try to head in that direction.

Sturm caught hold of Alhana in his strong arnms, halfcarrying, half-
draggi ng her through the death-filled streets. Peering through the ash,
he tried to see the others, but it was hopeless. And then began the
nost desperate battle he had ever fought, striving to keep his feet and
support Al hana as tinme and again the dreadful waves of hunmanity broke
over them

Then Al hana was ripped fromhis arns by the shrieking nob, whose booted
feet trampled all that lived. Sturmflung hinself into the crowd,
shovi ng and bashing with his arnored arnms and body, and caught Al hana's
wrists. Deathly pale, she was shaking with fright. She hung onto his
hands with all her strength, and finally he was able to pull her close.
A shadow swept over them A dragon, scream ng cruelly, bore down upon
the street that heaved and surged with nen, wonen, and children. Sturm
ducked into a doorway; dragging Al hana with him and shielded her with
| eis body as the dragon swooped | ow overhead. Flanme filled the street;
the screans of the dying were heart-rending.

"Don't |ook!" Sturm whispered to Al hana, pressing her against him
tears streaning dawn his own face. The dragon passed, and suddenly the
streets were horrible, unbearably still. Nothing noved.

"Let's go, while we can;" Sturmsaid, his voice shaking. Cinging to
each other, the two stunbled out of the doorway, their senses nunbed,
nmoving only by instinct. Finally”, sickened and dizzy fromthe snell of
charred flesh and snake, they were forced to seek shelter in another
door way.

For a nonent, they could do nothing but hold onto -each other, thankfu



for the brief respite, yet haunted by the know edge that in seconds
they must return to the deadly streets.

Al hana rested her head against Sturm s chest. The .ancient, old-

fashi oned arnor felt coal against her shin. Its hard netal surface was
reassuring, and beneath it she could feel his heart beat, rapid,
steady, and soothing, The arnms that held her were strong, hard, well-
muscl ed. H's hand stroked her black hair

Al hana, chaste nmaiden of a stern and rigid people, had. |ong known
when, where, and whom she would marry. He was an elflord, and it was a
mark of their understanding Chat-in all the years since this had been
arranged-t hey had never touched. He had stayed behind ,%th the people,
while Al hana returned to find her father. She had strayed. into this
worl d of humans, and her senses reeled :fromthe shock. She detested
them yet was fascinated by them They were se, powerful, their
enotions raw and untanmed .end just when she thought she would hate and
despise them. forever. ,one stepped apart fromthe others.

Al hana | ooked up into Sturm s grieved face and saw etched there pride
nobility, strict inflexible discipline constant striving for
perfection-perfection unattainable. And thus the deep sorrowin his
eyes. Alhana felt herself drain.mto this nman -- this human. Yielding
to his strength, conforted by his presence, she felt a sweet, searing
warm h. Steal ,over her, and suddenly she realized she was in nore
danger Erumthis fine than fromthe fire of a thousand dragons.

"We better go;' Sturm whispered gently, but to his amazenent Al hana
pushed herself away from him

"Here we part;" she said, her voice cold as the night wind. "I nust
return to ny |odging. Thank you for escorting ne:"

"What ?" Sturmsaid. "Go by yourself? That's nadness:' He reached out
and gripped her arm "I cannot allow" The wong thing to do, he
realized, feeling her stiffen. She did not nove but sinply stared at
hi minperiously until he rel eased her

"1 have friends of nmy own;" she said, "as you do. Your loyalty is to
them M loyalty is to mne. W nmust go our separate ways:" Her voice
faltered at the |l ook of intense pain on Sturmis face, still wet with
tears. For a nmonent Al hana could not bear it and wondered if she woul d
have the strength to continue. Then she thought of her peopl e-dependi ng
on her. She found the strength. "I thank you for your Kkindness and your
hel p, but now | nust go, while the streets are enpty:

Sturmstared at her, hurt and puzzled. Then his face hardened. "I was
happy to be of service, Lady Al hana. But you are still in danger. Al ow
me to take you to your lodgings, then | will trouble you no nore:"

"That is quite inpossible;" Al hana said, gritting her teeth to keep her
jaw set firmy. "My lodgings are not far, and ny friends wait for ne.
W have a way out of the city. Forgive ne far not taking you, but | am
never certain about trusting hunans:

Sturm s brown eyes flashed- Al hana, standing close, could feel his body
trenble. Once nore she nearly | ost her resolve



"1 know where you are staying," she said, swallowi ng. "' The Red Dragon
Inn. Perhaps-if I find nmy friends-we could offer you hel p-"

"Do not concern yourself:" Sturms voice echoed her col dness. "And do
not thank ne. | did nothing nmore than nmy Code required of nme.
Farewel | ;' he said, and started to wal k away.

Then, rernem aering,. he turned back. Draw ng the sparkling dianond pin
fromhis belt, he placed it in A hana's hand. "Here;" he said. Looking
into her dark eyes, the suddenly saw the pain she tried to hide. His
voi ce softened, though he could not understand. "'l am pl eased you
trusted me with this gem" he said gently, "even for a few noments:’

The elfmaid stared at the jewel for an instant, then she began to
shake. Her eyes lifted to Sturm s eyes and she saw in them not scorn,
as she expected, but conpassion. Once nore, she wondered at humans.

Al hana dropped her head, unable to neet his gaze, and took his hand in
hers. Then she laid the jewel in has palmand closed his fingers over
it.

"Keep this;' she said softly. "Wen you look at it, think of Al hana
Starbreeze and know t hat, sonewhere, she thinks of you:

Sudden tears flooded the knight's eyes. He bowed his head, unable to
speak. Then, kissing the gem he placed it carefully back into his belt
and he reached out his hands, but Al hana drew back into the doorway,
her pal e face averted.

"Pl ease go;" she said. Sturmstood for a nonent, irresolute, but he
could not-in honor-refuse to obey her request. The knight turned and
pl unged back into the nightmarish street.

Al hana wat ched himfromthe doorway for a nonent, a protective shel

hardeni ng around her. "Forgive ne, Sturm" she whispered to herself.
Then she stopped. "No, do not forgive ne;" she said harshly. "Thank
me: "

Cl osi ng her eyes, she conjured up an image in her mnd and sent a
message speeding to the outskirts of the city where her friends waited
to carry her fromthis world of humans.. Receiving their telepathic
answer in reply Al hana sighed and began anxiously to scan the snoke-
tilled skies, waiting.

"Ah;" said Raistlin calmy as the first horn calls shattered the
stillness of the afternoon, "I told you so :

River-wind cast an irritated gl ance ax the nope, even as he tried to
think what to do. It was all very well for Tanis to say protect the
group fromthe town guards, but to protect them fromarm es of

draconi ans, rom dragons! River-wind s dark eyes went aver the group.
Tika rose to her feet, her hand on her sword. The young girl was brave
and stead}", but unskilled. The Plainsnan could still see the scars on
her hand where she had cut herself.

"What is it?" Elistan asked, | ooking bew | dered.



"The Dragon Highlord, attacking the city,’
trying to think

He heard a cl anki ng sound. Caranon was getting up, the big warrior
appearing cal mand unperturbed. Thank goodness for that. Even though
Ri verwi nd detested Raistlin, he had to adnit that the nage and his
warrior brother conbined steel and magic effectively. Laurana, too, he
saw, appeared cool and resolute, but then she was an el f-Ri verw nd had
never really learned to trust elves.

Ri verwi nd answered harshly,

"Get out of the city, if we don't return;' Tanis had told him But
Tanis hadn't foreseen this! They would get out of the city only to neet
the arm es of the Dragon Hi ghlords on the Plains. Riverw nd now had an
excel l ent idea who had been watching themas they traveled to this
dooned place. He swore to hinself in his own | anguage, then-even as the
first dragons swept down over the city-he felt Gol dnoon's arm around
him Looki ng down, he saw her snmile-the snile of Chieftain's Daughter-
and he saw the faith in her eyes. Faith in the gads, and faith in him
He rel axed, his brief nmonent of panic gone.

A shock wave hit the building. They could hear the screans in the
streets below, the roaring whoosh of the fires

"We've got to get off this floor., back to ground level," Riverw nd
said. "Caranmon, bring the knight's sword and the ot her weapons. |f
Tanis and the others are-" he stepped. He had been about to say, "still

alive;' then saw Laurana's Face. "if Tanis and the others escape,
they'I'l return here. Well wait for them'
"Excel l ent decision!" hissed the mage caustically.. "Especially as we

have nowhere else to go!'"

Ri verwi nd ignored him "Elistan take the others downstairs. Caranon and
Raistlin, stay with -me a nonent" After they were gone, he said
swiftly”, "Qur best chance, the way | see it, is to stay inside,
barricade ourselves in the Inn. The streets will be deadly:"

"How | ong do you think we can bald cut?" Caranon asked

Ri verwi nd shook his head. "Hours, maybe;" he said briefly

The brothers | ooked at him each -of themthinking about the tortured
bodi es they had seer in the village of Que- hu, ref what they had heard
about the destruction of Sol ace.

"We cannot be taken alive;' Raistlin whispered.

Ri verwi nd took a deep breath. We'll hold out as |ong as we can;' he
said, his voice shaking slightly "but when we know we can | ast no

| onger-" He stopped, unable to continue, his hand on his knife,

t hi nki ng of what he nust do.

"There will be no need for that;' Raistlin said softly. "I have herbs.
Atiny bit in a glass of wine. Very quick, painless:"

"Are you certai n?" Riverw nd asked.

"Trust ne;' Raistlinreplied. "I amskilled in the art. The art of herb



lore;' he anended smoothly; seeing the Plainsman shudder.

"If I amalive;' Riverwind said softly, "I will give herthemthe drink
nmyself. If not-'

"l understand. You may trust me;' the mage repeated.

"What about Laurana?" Caranpn asked. "You know el ves. She won't-"

"Leave it to ne;" Raistlin repeated softly.

The Pl ai nsman stared at the nmage, feeling horror creep over him

Rai stlin stood before himcoolly, his arnms folded in the sleeves of his
robe, his hood pulled up aver his head. Riverw nd | ooked at his dagger,
considering the alternative. No, he couldn't do it. Not that way.

"Very well;" he said, swallow ng. He paused, dreading to go downstairs
and face the others. But the sounds of death in the street were grow ng
| ouder. Riverwi nd turned abruptly and left the brothers al one.

"I will die fighting;' Caranpn said to Raistlin, trying to speak in a
matter-of -fact tone. After the first few words, though, the big

warrior's voice broke. "Promse nme, Raist, you'll take this stuff if
I"'m. . . not there. "

"There will be no need;' Raistlin said sinply. "I have not the strength
to survive a battle of this magnitude. | will die within my magic:

Tani s and G| thanasfought their way through the crowd, the stranger
hal f-el T holding onto the elf as they shoved and cl awed and pushed

t hrough the pani cked nasses. Tine and again, they ducked for she'-ter
fromthe dragons.. G |thanas wenched his knee, fell into a doorway,
and was (arced to linp in agony, |eaning on Tanks shoul der.

The hal f-elf breathed .a prayer of thankful ness when he saw t he Red
Dragon Inn, a prayer that changed to a curse when he saw the bl ack
reptilian. forns surging around the front. Hedragged G |thanas, who had
been stunbling along blindly, exhausted by pain, back into a recessed
door way.

"G lthanas!" Tanis shouted. "The Inn'. It's under attack!"

G | thanas rai sed gl assy eyes and stared unconprehendingly. Then
apparently understandi ng, he sighed and shook his head. "Laurana," he
gasped, and he pushed hinmself forward, trying to stagger out of the
doorway. "We've got to reach them:" He collapsed in Tanis's arns.

"Stay here," the half-elf said, helping himsit down. "You're not
capable of nmoving. 1'lIl try and get through. I'lIl go around the bl ock
and conme in fromthe back:'

Tanis ran forward, darting in and out of doorways, hiding in the

wr eckage. He was about a block fromthe Inn where he heard a hoarse
shout. Turning to look, lee saw Flint gesturing wildly. Tanis dashed
across the street.

"What is it?" he asked. "Why aren't you with the others-" The half-elf



stopped. "Ch, no;" he whispered.

The dwarf, his face snudged with ash and streaked with tears, knelt

besi de Tassl ehoff. The kender was pi nned beneath a beamthat had fallen
inthe street. Tas's face, looking |ike the face of a wise child, was
ashen, his skin clanmy.

-Blasted, rattle-brai ned kender;' Flint noaned. "Had to go and let a
house fall on him' The dwarf's hands were torn and bl eeding from
trying to lift a beamthat would take three nen or one Caranpbn to get
of f the kender. Tanis put his hand to Tas's neck. The |ifebeat was very
weak.

"Stay with him" Tanis said unnecessarily. "I"mgoing to the Inn. 1'l]
bri ng Caranon!”

Flint |ooked up at himgrimy, then glanced over at the Inn. Both could
hear the yells of the draconians, see their weapons flash in the glare

of tile firelight. Cccasionally an unnatural light flared fromthe |Inn-
Raistlin's magic. The dwarf shook his head. He knew Tanis was about as

capabl e of returning with Caranon as he was of flying.

But Flint nmanaged to smile. "Sure, lad, I'Il stay with him Farewel |
"Tani s:'

Tani s swal |l owed, dried to answer, then gave up and ran an down the
street.

Rai stlin, coughing until he could barely stand, w ped blood fromhis
lips and drew a snall, black |eather pouch fromthe innernost packets

of his robes. He had just one spell |eft and barely energy enough to
cast it. Now, his hands shaking with fatigue, he tried to scatter the

contents of the little pouch into a pitcher of wi ne he had ordered
Caramon to bring himbefore the battle started. BILL his hand trenbl ed
viol ently, and his coughi ng spasns doubl ed hi m over.

Then he felt another hand grasp |eis own. Looking up, he saw Laurana.
She took the pouch fromhis frail fingers. Her own hand was stai ned
with the dark green draconi an bl ood.

"What ' s this?" she asked.

"Ingredients for a spell:" The mage choked. "Pour it into the w ne:'

Laur ana nodded and poured in the mxture as instructed. It vani shed
instantly.

"Don't drink it;' the nage warned when the coughing spasm passed.
Laurana | ooked at him "What is it?"
"A sleeping potion;' Raistlin whispered, his eyes glittering.

Laurana sniled wyly. "You don't think we're going to be able to get to
sl eep toni ght ?"

"Not that kind;" Raistlin answered, staring at her intently. "This one



feigns death. The heartbeat slows to al nost nothing, the breathing
nearly stops, the skin grows cold and pale, the linbs stiffen:"

Laurana's eyes. opened wi de. "Wiy-" she began.

"To be used as a last resort. The eneny thinks you are dead, |eaves you
on the field-if you are lucky. If not-"

"If not?" she pronpted, her face pale.

"Wel |, a few have been known to waken on their own funeral pyres;"
Rai stlin said coolly. "I don't believe that is |ikely to happen to us,
however : "

Breat hing nore easily, he sat down, ducking involuntarily as a spent
arrow .fluttered overhead and fell to the floor behind him He saw
Laurana's hand trenble then and realized she was not as cal mas she was
(arcing herself to appear.

"Are you intending that we take this?" sere asked
"It will save us from being tortured by draconians."
"Haw do you know t hat ?"
"Trust ne;' the mage said with a slight snmile
Laurana gl anced at hi mand shivered. Absently, she w ped bl ood- st ai ned
fingers on her |eather arnor. The blood did not cone off, but she

didn't notice. An arrow t hudded next to her. She didn't even start,
just stared at it dully.

Car anon appeared, stunbling out of the snoke of the burning conmon
room He was bl eeding froman arrow wound in the shoulder, his own red
bl ood mngling oddly with the green blood of his eneny.

"They' re breaki ng down the front door;" he said, breathing heavily.
"Ri verwi nd ordered us back here:"

"Listen!" Raistlin warned. "That's not the only place they"re breaking
in'" There was a splintering crash at the door Leading fromthe kitchen
to the back alley.

Ready to defend thensel ves, Caranon and Laurana whirled gust as the
door shattered. A tall, dark figure entered

"Tani s!" Laurana cried. Sheathing her weapon, she ran toward him
"Laurana!" he breathed. Catching her in his arns, he held her close,
nearly sobbing in his relief. Then Caranon flung his huge arnms around
both of them

"How i s everyone?" Tanis asked, when he could talk.

"So far, so good;" Caranmpn said, peering behind Tanis, Hs face fel
when he saw he was al one. "Were's-"

"Sturms lost;" Tanis said wearily. "Flint and Tas are across the



street. The kender's pinned under a beam G lthanas is about two bl ocks
away. He's hurt;" Tanis told Laurana, "not badly, but he couldn't meke
it any farther:"

"Wel come, Tanis," Raistlin whispered, coughing. "You have cone in tine
to die with us:"

Tani s | ooked at the pitcher, saw the black pouch lying near it, and
stared at Raistlin in sudden shock.

"No;' he said firmy. "We're not going to die. At least not |like th-"
he broke off abruptly. "Get everyone together:"

Caramon | unbered off, yelling at the top of his lungs. Riverwind ran in
fromthe common room where he had been firing the eneny's arrows back
at them his own having non cut |ong ago. The others followed him
smling hopefully at Tanis.

The sight of their faith in himinfuriated the half-elf. Soneday, he
thought, I'mgoing to fail them Maybe |I already have. He shook his
head angrily.

"Listen!" he shouted, trying to make hinsel f heard over the noise of
t he draconi ans outside. "W can try and escape out the back! Only a
small force is attacking the Inn. The main part of the arny isn't in
the city yet:"

"Sonebody's after us," Raistlin murnured
Tani s nodded. "So it woul d appear. W haven't nuch tine. If we can nmake
it intothe hills-"

He suddenly fell silent, raising his head. They all fell silent,
listening, recognizing the shrill scream the creak of giant |eather
Wi ngs, com ng nearer and nearer

"Take cover!" River-wind yelled. But it was too |late.

There was a screani ng whine and a boom The Inn, three stories tall and
built of stone and wood, shook as if it were made of sand and sti cks.
The air exploded with dust and debris. Flanes erupted outside. Above
them they could hear the sound of wood splitting and breaking, the
thud of falling tinber. The building began to collapse in on itself.

The conpani ons wat ched in stunned fascination-paral yzed by the sight of
the gigantic ceiling beans shuddering beneath the strain as the roof
caved in onto the upper floors

"CGet out!" Tanis shouted. "The whole place is-"

The beam directly above the half-elf gave a great groan, then split and
cracked. Gipping Laurana around the waist, Tanis flung her as far from
himas he could and saw Elistan, standing near the front of the Inn,
catch her in his arns.

As the huge beam above Tanis gave way with a shuddering snap, he heard
the nope shriek strange words. Then he was falling, falling into



bl ackness. -and it seemed that the world fell on top of him

Sturmrounded a corner to see the Inn of the Red Dragon collapse in a
cloud of flame and snmoke as a dragon soared in the sky above it. The
knight's heart beat wildly with grief and fear.

He ducked into a doorway, hiding in the shadows as sane draconi ans
passed hi mlaughing and talking in their cold, guttural |anguage.
Apparently they assumed this job was finished and were seeki ng ot her
amusenment. Three others,, he noticed-dressed in blue uniforms, not red-
appeared extrenely upset at the Inn's -destruction, shaking their fist
at: the red Dragon -overhead.

Sturmfelt the weakness of despair sweep over him He "Tanis?"

sagged agai nst the door, watching the draconians dully, won- "Yes. He
canme through the back door, just before the dragon

dering what to do next. Wre they all still in there? Perhaps hit the
Inn. They were all together, in the very center. | was

they had escaped. Then his heart gave a painful bound. He saw
standi ng beneath a doorway. Tanis saw the beam breaking, He
a flash of white. threw Laurana. | caught her, then the ceiling
col | apsed on top

"Elistan!" he cried, watching the cleric energe fromthe rub- of them
There's no way they could have-"

bl e, draggi ng someone with him The draconians, swords "I don't
believe it!" Flint said fiercely, leaping into the rubble

drawn, ran toward the cleric, calling out in Conmon for himto Sturm
grasped hold of him yanked hi m back.

surrender. Sturmyelled the challenge of a Solamic knight to "Were's
Tas?" the knight asked the dwarf sternly.

an eneny and ran out fromhis doorway. The draconians The dwarf's face
fell. "Pinned under a beam' he said, his face

whirl ed about, considerably disconcerted to see the knight. ( gray
with grief and sorrow. He clutched at his hair wldly,

Sturm became dimy aware that another figure was running knocking off
his helm "I've got to go back to him But | can't

with him dancing to his side, he saw the flash of firelight off a

| eave them Caranmon-" The dwarf began to cry, tears

nmetal hel mand heard the dwarf roaring. Then, from a door- streamnng
into his beard. "That big, dumb ox! | need him He

way, he heard words of magic. can't do this to ne! And Tanis, too!"
The dwarf swore. "Dam

G I thanas, unable to stand wi thout help, had crawled out it, | need
them "
and was pointing at the draconians, reciting his spell. Flamng Sturm

put his hand on Flint's shoulder. "Go back to Tas. He

darts leaped fromhis hands. One of the creatures fell over, needs you
now. There are draconi ans roanming the streets. W'l

clutching its burning chest. Flint | eaped on another, beating it be
all-"

oven the head with a rock, while Sturmfelled the other dracon- *,
Laurana screamed, a terrifying, pitiful sound that pierced

ion with a blowfromhis fists. Sturmcaught Elistan in his arns r
Sturmlike a spear. Turning, he caught hold of her just as she

as the man staggered forward. The cleric was carrying a started to
rush into the debris.

woman. "lLauranal!" he cried. "Look at that! Look at it!" He shook her
"Laurana!" Glthanas cried fromthe doorway. in his own anguish



"Not hi ng could be alive in there!

Dazed and sick fromthe snoke, the elfrmaid lifted her gl azed
don't know that!" she screaned at himin fury. tearing

eyes. "G lthanas?" she murmured. Then, |ooking up, she saw away from
his grasp. Falling onto her hands and knees, she

the knight. tried to |ift one of the blackened stones. "Tanis!" she
cried. The

"Sturm' she said confusedly, pointing behind her vaguely. stone was
so heavy, she could only nove it a few inches.

"Your sword, it's here. | saw it-" Sturm watched, heartsick, uncertain
what to do. 'Then he

Sure enough, Sturmsaw a flash of silver, barely visible had his
answer. Horns! Nearer and nearer. Hundreds, thousands of horns beneath
the rubble. H's sword, and next to it was Tanis's. The arm es were

i nvadi ng He | ooked at
sword, the elven blade of Kith-Kanan. Myving aside piles of tan, who
nodded in sorrowful understanding. Both nen
stone, Sturmreverently lifted the swords that lay like artifacts
hurried over to Laurana.
wi thin a hideous, gigantic cairn. The knight listened for nove- "MW
dear;' Elistan began gently; "there is nothing you can do

ment, calls, cries. There was only a dreadful silence. for them The
living need you. Your brother is hurt, so is the

"We've got to get out here;' he said slowy, wthout noving. kender
The draconians are invading. W nust either escape

He | ooked at Elistan, who was staring back at the weckage, his now,
and keep fighting these horrible nonsters, or waste our

you

fare deathly pale. "The others?" lives in useless grief. Tanis gave his
life foe you, Laurara. Don't

"They were all in there;' Elistan said in a trenbling voice. let it be
a needl ess sacrifice:’
"And the half-elf . . :' , Laurana stared up at him her face bl ack

with soot and filth streaked with tears and bl ood. She heard the horns,
she heard G lthanas calling, she heard Flint shouting sonething about
Tassl ehof f dyi ng, she heard Elistan's words. And then the rain began,
dripping fromthe skies as the heat of the dragonfire nelted the snow,
changing it to water.

The rain ran down her face, cooling her feverish skin.

"Help me, Sturm' she whispered through |ips alnost too nunb to shape
the words. He put his armaround her. She stood up, dizzy and sick with
shock.

"Laurana!" her brother called. Elistan was right. The |iving needed
her. She nmust go to him Though she would rather lie down on this pile
of rocks and die, she nust go on. That was what Tanis would do. They
needed her. She nmust go on.

"Farewel |, Tanthal as;' she whi spered.

The rain increased, pouring down gently, as if the gods thensel ves wept
for Tarsis the Beautiful.

Water dripped on his head. It was irritating, cold. Raistlin tried to
roll over, out of the way of the water. But he couldn't nmove. There was
a heavy wei ght pressing down on tap of him Panicking, he tried



desperately to escape. As fear surged through his body, he came fully
to consci ousness. Wth know edge, panic vanished. Raistlin was in
control once nore and, as he had been taught, he forced hinself to
rel ax and study the situation.

He could see nothing. It was intensely dark, so he was forced to rely
on his other senses. First, he had to get this weight off. He was being
snot hered and crushed. Cautiously he noved his arnms. There was no pain
not hi ng appeared broken. Reaching up, he touched a body. Caranon, by
the arnor-and the snell. He sighed. He might have known. Using all his
strength, Raistlin shoved his brother aside and crawl ed out from under
hi m

The mage breathed nore easily, w ping water fromhis face. He | ocated
his brother's neck in the darkness and felt for the lifebeat. It was
strong, the man's flesh was warm his breathing regular. Raistlin |ay
back down on the floor in relief. At |east, wherever he was, he wasn't
al one.

VWhere was he? Raistlin reconstructed those last few terrifying nonments.
He remenbered the beam splitting and Tanis throwi ng Laurana out from
under it. He remenbered casting a spell” the last one he had strength
enough to nanage. The nagic coursed through his body, creating around
hi m and those near hima force capable of shielding themfrom physica
obj ects. He remenbered Caranon hurling hinself on top of him the
bui | di ng col | apsing around them and a falling sensation.

Fal l'i ng

Ah, Raistlin understood. W nust have crashed through the floor into
the Inn"s cellar. Goping around the stone floor, the mage suddenly
reali zed he was soaked through. Finally, however, he found what he |ead
been searching for-the Staff of Magius. Its crystal was unbr oken; only
dragonfire coul d damage the Staff given himby Par-Salian in the Towers
of High Sorcery.

"Shirak;" whispered Raistlin, and the Staff flared into light. Sitting
up, he gl anced around. Yes, he was right. They were in the cellar of
the Inn. Broken bottles of wine spilled their contents onto the floor.
Casks of ale were split in tw. It wasn't all water he had been |ying
in.

The wage flashed the light around the floor. There were Tanis,

Ri verwi nd, Gol dnoon, and Tika, all huddl ed near Caranon. They seened
all right, he thought, giving thema quick inspection. Around them | ay
scattered debris. Half of the beam sl anged down through the rubble to
rest on the stone floor. Raistlin smled. A nice bit of work, that
spell. Once nore they were in his debt.

If we don't perish fromthe cold, he renminded hinmself bitterly. Hs
body was shaking so he could barely hold the staff. |-3e began to
cough. This would 6e the death of him They had to get out.

"Tanis," he called, reaching out to shake the half-elf.

Tanis lay crunpled at the very edge of Raistlin's magic, protective
circle. He murmured and stirred. Raistlin shook himagain. The half-elf



cried out, reflexively covering his head with his arm
"Tanis, you' re safe,” Raistlin whispered, coughing. "Wke up:'

"What ?" Tanis sat bolt upright, staring around him "Were-" Then he
renenbered. "Laurana?"

"CGone:' Raistlin shrugged. "You threw her out of danger-"
"Yes . :' Tanis said, sinking back down. "And | heard you say words,
magi c- "

That's why we're not crushed:' Raistlin clutched his sopping wet robes
around him shivering, and drew nearer Tanis, who was staring around as
if he'd fallen onto a noon.

"Where in the nane of the Abyss-

"We're in the cellar of the Inn;'
and dropped us down here;"

the nmage said. 'The floor gave way

Tani s | ooked up. "By all the gods;' he whispered in awe.

"Yes;" Raistlin said, his gaze following Tanis's. "W're buried alive:

Beneath the ruins of the Red Dragon Inn, the conpani ons took stock of
their situation. It did not |ook hopeful. Goldnoon treated their

injuries, which were not serious, thanks to Raistlin's spell. But they
had no idea how | ong they had been unconsci ous or what was happeni ng
above them W rse still, they had no idea how they coul d escape

Caranon tried cautiously to nove sone of the rocks above their heads,
but the whole structure creaked and groaned. Rais” tlin rem nded him
sharply that he had no energy to cast nore spells, and Tanis wearily
told the big man to forget it. They sat in the water that was grow ng
deeper all the tine.

As Riverwind stated, it seened to be a natter of what killed them
first: lack of air, freezing to death, the Inn falling dowm on top of
them or drowning.

"We coul d shout for help;" suggested Tika, trying to keep her voice
st eady.

"Add draconians to the list, then," Raistlin snapped. "They're the only
creatures up there liable to hear you:"

Tika's face flushed, and she brushed her hard quickly across her eyes.
Caranon cast a reproachful glance a# his brother, then put his arm
around Ti ka and hel d her close. Raistlin gave themboth a | ook of

di sgust .

"l haven't heard a sound up there;' Tanis said, puzzled. "You' d think
the dragons and the armes-" |3e stopped, his glance neeting Caranon's,
“path soldiers nodding slowy in sudden gri munderstandi ng.

"What ?" asked Gol dnmoon, | ooking at them



"We're behind eneny lines;" Caranon said. "The arm es of draconians
occupy the town. And probably the land for mles

and mles around. There's no way out, and nowhere to go if there were a
way out:"

As if to enphasize his words, the conpanions heard sounds above them
Guttural draconi an voices that they had come to know all too well
drifted down through to them

"I toll you, this is a waste of tine;' whined another voice, goblin by
t he sound, speaking in Common. "There's no one alive in this nmess'

"Tell that to the Dragon Hi ghlord, you m serable dog-eaters;' snarled
the draconian. "lI'msure his lordship'Il be interested in your opinion.
O rather, his dragon'll be interested. You have your orders. Now dig,
all of you:'

There were sounds of scraping, sounds of stones being dragged aside,
Rivulets of dirt and dust started to sift down through the cracks. The
bi g beam shivered slightly but held.

The conpani ons stared at each other, alnbst holding their breaths, each
renenbering the strange draconi ans who had attacked the Inn
"Sonmebody's otter us," Raistlin had said.

"What are we |looking for in this rubble?" croaked a goblin in the
goblin tongue. "Silver? Jewel s?"

Tani s and Caranon, who spoke a little goblin, strained to hear

"naw' said the first goblin, who had grunmbl ed about orders. "Spies or
some such wanted personally by the Dragon Highlord for questioning:'

"In haze?” the goblin asked in anmazenent.

"That's what | said" snarled his conpanion. "You saw how far Z got. The
lizardmen say they had themtrapped in the Inn when the dragon hit it.
Sai d nave of them escaped, and so the Highlord figures they nust still
be here. If you ask ne-the dracos screwed. up and now we've got to pay
for their mstakes:'

The sounds of digging and of rack noving grew | ouder, as did the sound
of goblin voices, occasionally punctuated by a sharp order in t7-.e
guttural voice of the draconians. There must be fit ty of them -ate
the-e! Tanis thought, stunned.

Riverwind quietly lifted his sword out of the water and began wi pi ng,
it dry. Caramon, his usually cheerful face sonber, released Tika and
found his sward. Tanis didn't have a sward, Riverw nd tossed himhis
dagger. Tika started to draw her sword, but Tanis shook his head. They
woul d be fighting in close quarters, and Ti ka needed |ots of room The
hal f -el f | ooked questioningly at Raistlin.

The nmage shook his head. "I will try, Tanis;' he whispered

"But | amvery tired. Very tired. And | can't think, | can't
concentrate:" He bowed his head, shivering violently in his wet robes.



He was exerting all his effort not to cough and give them away,
muf fling his choking in his sleeve.

One spell will finish him if he gets that off, Tanis realized. Still,
he maybe | uckier than the rest of us. At least he won't be taken alive.

The sounds above them grew | ouder and | ouder. Goblins are strong,
tireless workers. They wanted to finish this job quickly, then get back
to looting Tarsis. The conpanions waited in grimsilence bel ow. An

al nost steady streamof dirt and crushed rock dropped down upon them
along with fresh rainwater. They gripped their weapons. It was only a
matter of mnutes, maybe, before they were discovered.

Then, suddenly; there were new sounds. They heard the goblins yell in
fear, the draconians shout to them ordering them back to work. But
they could hear the sounds of shovels and picks being dropped down onto
the rocks above them then the cursing of the draconians as they tried
to stop what was apparently a full-scale goblin revolt.

And above the noise of the shrieking goblins rose a |Ioud, clean, high-
pitched call, which was answered by another call farther away. It was
like the call of an eagle, soaring above the plains at sunset. But this
call was right above them

There was a screama draconi an. Then a rending sound as if the body of
the creature were being ripped apart. Mre screans, the clash o$ stee
bei ng drawn, another call and another answer-this one nuch, nearer.

"What is that? Caranmon asked, his eyes wide. "It isn't a dragon. It
sounds |ike-like sone gigantic 62r3 of pre y!"

"Whatever it is, it's tearing the draconians to shreds®." ol dnmoon said
in awe as they listened. Tine screan ng sounds stopped abruptly,
| eaning a silence behind that was al nost

wor se. What never evil replaced the ol d? j

Then canme the sound of racks and stones, nortar and tinber being lifted
and sent crashing to the streets, Watever was up there was intent on
reachi ng them

"It"s eaten all the draconians,"
it's after us!"

whi spered Caranon gruffly, "and now

Tika turned deathly white, clutching at Caranbn's arm GCol dnoon gasped
softly and even Riverw nd appeared to | ose same of his stoic conposure,
staring intently upward.

"Caranon," Raistlin said, shivering, "shut up!"

Tanis felt inclined to agree with the nage. "W're all scaring

oursel ves over noth-" he began. Suddenly there was a rending crash.
Stone and rubble, nortar and tinber clattered down around them They
scranbl ed for cover as a huge, clawed foot plunged through the debris,
its talons gleaming in the light of Raistlin's staff.

Hel pl essly seeki ng shelter beneath broken beanms or under the casks of



al e, the conpani ons watched in wonder as the gigantic claw extricated
itself fromthe rubble and wi thdrew, |eaving behind it a w de, gaping
hol e.

Al'l wan silent. For a few nonments, none of the conpani ons dared nove.
But the silence renmai ned unbroken.

"This is our chance;"
there . "

Tani s whi spered | oudly. "Caranobn, see what's up

But the big warrior was already creeping out of his hiding place,
nmovi ng across the rubble-strewn floor as best he could. R verw nd
foll owed behind, his sword drawn.

"Not hi ng; " said Caranon, puzzled, peering up.

Tani s, feeling naked wi thout his sword, cane over to stand beneath the
hol e, gazing upward. Then, to his amazenent, a dark figure appeared
above them silhouetted against the burning sky. Behind the figure
towered a |l arge beast. They could just make out the head off a gigantic
eagle, its eyes glittering in the firelight, its. w ckedly curved beak
gleamng in the flanes.

The conpani ons shrank back, but it was too late. Cbviously the figure
had seen them It stepped nearer. Riverw nd thought-too |ate-of his
bow. Caranon pulled Tika close with one hand, holding his sward in his
ot her.

The figure, however, sinply knelt down near the edge of the hale, being
careful of its footing .anobng the |ouse stones, and renoved the hood
covering its head.

"We neet again,. Tanis Hal f-Elven," said a voice as cool and pure and
distant as tile stars.

Chapter 8
Escape ~ from Tarsis. the story of the dragon orbs.

Dragons flew on their |leathery wi ngs above the gutted city of Tarsis as
the draconian armes swarned in to take possession. The task of the
dragons was conpl eted. Soon the Dragon Highlord would call them back,
hol ding themin readiness for the next strike. But far now they could
relax, drifting on the super-heaved air currents rising fromthe
burni ng town, picking off the occasional hunman foolish enough to cane
out of hiding. The red dragons floated in the sky®°, keeping in their

wel | -organi zed flights, guiding and dipping in a wheeling dance of

deat h.

No power on Krynn existed now that could stop them They knew this and
exulted in their victory. But, occasionally sonething would occur to
interrupt their dance. One flight |eader, for exanple, received a
report of fighting near the weckage of an inn. A young nele red
dragon, he led his flight to the site, nuttering to hinself about the
i nefficiency of the troop comanders. Wat could you expect, though,
when the Dragon Highlord was a bl oated hobgoblin who hadn't even
courage enough to watch the takeover of a soft town |ike Tarsis?



The mal e red sighed, recalling the days of glory when Verm naard had

Il ed them personally, sitting astride the back of Pyros. He had been a
Dragon Highlord ! The red shook his head di sconsolately. Ah, there was
the battle. He could see it clearly now Odering his flight to stay
airborne, he swooped in low far a better | ook.

"l command you! Stop!"

The red halted in his flight, staring upward i n astoni shnment. The voice
was strong and clear, and it canme fromthe figure of a Dragon Highlord,
But the Dragon Highlord was certainly not Toede! This Dragon Hi ghl ord,
al t hough heavily cl oaked and dressed in the shining mask and dragon-
scal e arnor of the Highlords, was human, to judge by the voice, not
hobgobl in. But where had this Hi ghlord cone fron? And why? For, to the
red dragon's anmzenent, he saw that the Hi ghlord rode upon a huge bl ue
dragon and was attended by several flights of blues.

"What is your bidding, H ghlord? " the red asked sternly. "And by what
right do you stop us, you who have no business in this part of Krynn?"

"The fate of mankind is ny business, whether it be in this part of
Krynn or another;" the Dragon Highlord returned. "And the m ght of ny
swordarm gives ne all the right | need to command you, gallant red. As
for nmy bidding, | ask that you capture these pitiful humans, do not

kill them They are wanted for questioning. Bring themto nme. You will
be wel |l rewarded:

"Lock!, called a young fenale red. "Giffons!"

The Dragon Highlord gave an excl amation of astonishnent arid

di spl easure. The dragons | ooked down to see three griffons sweeping up
out of the snmoke. Not quite half the size of a red dragon, griffons
were noted for their ferocity. Draconian troops scattered |like ashes in
the wind before the creatures, whose sharp talons and ripping beaks
were tearing the heads fromthose reptile-nen unlucky enough to have
been caught in their path.

The red snarled in hatred and prepared to dive, his flight with him
but the Dragon High | ord swooped down in front of him causing himto

pul | up.

"I tell you, they rmust not be killed!" the Dragon Highlord said
sternly.

"But they're escaping!" the red hissed furiously.

"Let them" the H ghlord said coldly. "They will not go far. | relieve
you of your duty in this. Return to the nmain body. And if that idiot
Toede nentions this, tell himthat the secret of how he |ost the blue
crystal staff did not die with Lord Verm naard. The nenory of Fewmaster
Toede lives on-in ny mnd-and will becone known to others if he dares
to chal |l enge ne!"

The Dragon Highlord saluted, then wheeled the |Iarge blue dragon in the
air to fly swiftly after the griffons, whose tremendous speed had

al lowed themto escape with their riders well past the city gates. The
red wat ched the bl ues di sappear through the night skies in pursuit.



"Shoul dn't we give chase as wel | ?" asked the fenale red

"No;' the red male replied thoughtfully, his fiery eyes on the figure
of the Dragon Highlord dwindling in the distance. "I will not cross
t hat one!"

"Your thanks are not necessary, or even wanted;' Al hana Starbreeze cut
of f Tanis's halting, exhausted words in m dsentence. The conpani ons
rode through the slashing rain on the backs of three griffons,
clutching their feathered necks with their hands, peering
apprehensively down at the dying city falling rapidly away beneath

t hem

"And you may not wish to extend them after you hear nme out;' Al hana

stated coldly, glancing at Tanis, riding behind her. "I rescued you for
my own purposes. | need warriors to help nme find ny father. W fly to
Si | vanesti:"

"But that's inpossible!" Tanis gasped. "W must nmeet our friends! Fly
tothe hills. W can't go to Silvanesti, Al hana. There's too nuch at

stake! If we can find these dragon orbs, we have a chance to destroy

these foul creatures and end this war.

Then we can go to Silvanesti

"Now we are going to Silvanesti;" Al hana retorted. "You have no choice
inthe matter, Half-Elven. My griffons obey ny command and m ne al one.
They would tear you apart, as they did those dragonnmen, if | gave the
order."

"Soneday the elves will wake up and find they are nmenbers of a vast
famly," Tanis said, his voice shaking with anger. "No | onger can they
be treated as the spoiled elder child who is given everything while the
rest of us wait for the crunbs:'

"What gifts we received fromthe gods we earned. You humans and hal f -
humans' "-the scorn in her voice cut |ike a dagger-"had these same gifts
and threw them away in your greed for nore. W are capable of fighting
for our own survival without your help. .4s to your survival, that
matters little to us:'

"You seemwi | ling enough to accept our help now"
"Fur which you will be well -rewarded;' Al hana returned
"There is, not steel nor jewels enough in Silvanesti to pay us

"You seek the dragon orbs;’
located. It is in Silvanesti:

Al hana interrupted. "I know where one is

Tani s blinked. For a nonent, he could think of nothing to say, but the
mention of the dragon orb brought back thoughts of his Friend. "I"4-
hexes SturnP" he asked Al hana. 'The last | saw him he was with you:"
"I don't know, " she replied. "W parted. He was going to the Inn, to
find you. | called ny ,griffons to ne:’



"Why didn't you let himtake you to Silvanesti if you needed war riors

""E h .at is none of your concern." .Al hana turned her back to Tanis.
who pat wordlessly, too tired to think clearly. Then he heard) a noire
shouting at him barely distinguishable through the feathery ru tle of
the griffon's mighty w ngs.

It was Caranmon. The warrior ryas shouting and pointing behind them
What now? Tani s thought wearily.

They had. left behind the snoke and the storm cl ouds that covered Tads,
flying out into the clear right sky. The stars gl eaned al ---ove them
their sparkling lights shining as cold as di anonds, enphasizing the
gapi ng bl ack holes in the night sky where the two constellations had
wheeled in their track above the world. The npons, silver and red, had
set, but Tanis did not need their light to recognize the dark drapes
blotting out the shining stars.

"Dragons;' he said to Al hana. "Follow ng us:

Tani s could never afterward clearly remenber the nightmare flight from
Tarsis. It was hours of chill, biting wind that nade even death by a
dragon's flaming breath seem appealing. It was hours of panic, staring
behind to see the dark shapes gaining on them staring until his eyes
wat ered and the tears froze on his cheeks, yet unable to turn away. It
was stopping at dusk, worn out fromfear and fatigue, to sleep in a
cave on a high rock cliff. It was waking at dawn only to see-as they
soared through the air again-the dark, w nged shapes still behind them

Few living creatures can outcry the eagle-winged griffon. But the
dragons- bl ue dragons, the first they had ever seen-were al ways on the
hori zon, always pursuing; allowing no rest during the day, farting the
conpani ons into hiding at night when the exhausted griffons nust sl eep.
There was little food, only quith-pah-a dried fruit type of iron-ration
that sustains the body, but does little to ease hunger-whi ch Al hana
carried and shared, But even Caranmpn was too weary and dispirited to
eat much.

The only thing Tanis renmenbered vividly occurred on the second ni ght of
their journey. He was telling the small group huddl ed around a fire in
a danp and cheerl ess cave about the kender's discovery in the library
at Tarsis. At the mention of the dragon orbs, Raistlin's eyes
glittered, his thin face Iit fromw thin by an eager, intense gl ow.

"Dragon orbs?" he repeated softly.
"l thought you might know of them' Tanis said. "Wat are they"

Rai stlin did not answer imedi ately. Wapped a both his own and his
brothels cloak, he lay as near the fire as possible, and all his trai
body shook with the chill. The wage's gol den eyes stared at Al hana, who
sat somewhat apart fromthe group,, deigning to share the cane but not
t he conversation. Now, however, it seened she half-turned her head,
I'istening.

"You sand themis a dragon orb in Silvanesti;' the wage whi spered,



glancing at Tanis. "Surely | amnot the one to ask

"l know little about it;" Al hana said, turning her pale face to the
firelight. "W keep it as a relic of bygone days, nmobre a curiosity than
anyt hing el se. Who believed humans woul d once again wake this evil and
bring the dragons back to Krynn?"

Before Raistlin could answer, Riverwi nd spoke angrily. "You have no
proof it was humans!"”

Al hana swept the Plainsman an i nperious glance. She did not reply,
considering it beneath her to argue with a barbari an.

Tani s sighed. The Plainsman had little use for elves. It had taken | ong
days before he had come to trust Tanis, longer for G |thanas and
Laurana. Now, just as R verwi nd seened to be able to overcone his

i nherited prejudices, Al hana with her equal prejudices had inflicted
new wounds.

"Very well, Raistlin:' Tanis said quietly, "tell us what you know of
the dragon orbs:’

"Bring ny drink, Caranon," the nage ordered. Bringing the cup of hot
wat er as commanded, Caranon set it before his brother. Raistlin propped
himsel f up an one el bow and nmi xed herbs into the water. Tile strange,
acrid odor filled the air. Raistlin, grimcing, sipped the bitter

m xture as he tal ked.

"During the Age of Dreans, when those of nmy order were respected and
revered upon Krynn, there were five Towers of H gh Sorcery." The wage's
voi ce sank, as if recalling painful nenories. H s brother sat staring
at the rock floor of the cave, his face grave. Tanis, seeing the shadow
fall across both twi ns, wondered agai n whal e had happened within the
Tower of High Sorcery to change their lives so drastically. It was

usel ess to ask, he knew. Both had been forbidden to discuss it.

Rai stlin paused a nonent before .he continued, then drew a deep breath.
"When til e Second Dragon Wars came, the highest of ny order net
together in the greatest of the Towers-the Tower of Fal anthas-and
created the dragon orbs:"

Rai stlin's eyes. grew unfocused, |eis whispering voice ceased a nonent.
When he spoke next, it was as if recounting a nonment he was reliving in
his mnd. Even his voice changed, beconi ng stranger, deeper, clearer.
He no | onger coughed. Caranon |ooked at himin astonishment.

"Those of the White Robes entered the chanber at the top of the Tower
first., as the silver nmoon, solinari, rose. Then Lunitari appeared in
the sky, dripping with blood, and those of the Red Robes entered.
Finally the black disk, Nutari, a hole of darkness among the stars,
coul d be seen by those who sought it, and the Bl ack Robes wal ked into
t he chamber.

"It was a strange nmonment in history, when all ennmity between the Robes
was suppressed. It would cone but one nmore time in the world, when the
wi zards joined together in the Lost Battles, but that tinme could not be
foreseen. It was enough to know that, for now, the great evil nust be



destroyed. Far at |ast we had seen that evil was intent on destroying
ail the magic of the world, so that only its own would survive! Some
there were anong the Bl ack Robes, who might have tried to ally with
this great power"-Tanis saw Raistlin's eyes burn-"but soon realized
they woul d not be naskers of it, only its slaves. And so the dragon
orbs were born, on a night when all three noons were full in the sky:"

"Three noons?" Tanis asked softly, but Raistlin did not hear him and
continued to speak in the voice not his own.

"Great and powerful magi ¢ was worked that night-so powerful that few
could withstand it and they col |l apsed, their physical and nental
strength drained. But that norning, five dragon orbs stood upon
pedestals, glistening with light, dark with shadows. All but one were
taken from Pal anthas and carried, in great peril, to each of the other
four Towers. Here they helped rid the world of the Queen of Darkness:"

The feverish gleam faded fromRaistlin's eyes. Hi s shoul ders sl unped
hi s voi ce sank, and he began to cough, violently. The others stared at
himin breathless silence.

Finally Tanis cleared his throat. "Wat do you nean, three nbans?"

Rai stlin | ooked up dully. "Three moons.?" he whispered. "I know not hing
of three nmoons., \Wat were we di scussing?"

"Drag an. orbs. You told us how they were created. Now did you-" Tanis

stopped, seeing Raistlin sink onto his pallet.

"I have told you nothing:' Raistlin said irritably. "Wt are you
tal ki ng about?'"

Tani s glanced at the others. Riverw nd shook his head. Cararnorl bit
his lip and | ooked away, his face drawn with worry.

"W were speaking of the dragon orbs;"
to tell us what you knew of them."

CGol dnoon said. "You were going

Rai stlin wi ped blood fromhas nouth. "I do not know much;' he said
wearily, shrugging. "The dragon orbs were created by the high nages.
Only the nost powerful of my order could use them It was said that
great evil would cane to those not strong in magic who tried to command
the orbs. Beyond that, | know nothing. Al know edge of the dragon orbs
peri shed during the Lost Battles. Two, it was said, were destroyed in
the Fall of the Towers of High Sorcery, destroyed rather than let the
rabbl e have them Know edge of the other three died with their

wi zards:' Hi s voice died. Sinking back onto his pallet, exhausted, he
fell asleep.

"The Lost Battles, three nmoons. Raistlin talking with a strange voi ce.
None of this nakes sense;' Tanis nuttered

"I don't believe any of it!" Riverwind said coldly. He shook out their
furs, preparing to sleep.



Tanis was starting to follow his exanple when he saw Al hana creep from
t he shadows of the cave and canme to stand next to Raistlin. Staring
dawn at the sl eeping mage, her hands tw sted together.

"Strong in magic!" she whispered in a voice filled with fear. "My
father!"

Tani s | ooked at her in sudden under st andi ng,
"you don't think your father trued to use the orb?"

"I am afraid;" Al hana whi spered, winging her hands. "He said he al one
could fight the evil and keep it fromour l[and. He nust have neant -"
Swiftly she bent down near Raistlin. "Wake hinl" she conmanded, her

bl ack eyes flaring. "I must know Wake him and nake himfell nme what

t he danger is!"

Caranon pul | ed her back, gently but firmy. Al hana glared at him her
beautiful face twisted in fear and rage, and it seenmed for a nonment as
if she might strike him but Tanis reached her side and caught hold off
her hand.

"Lady Al hana;' he said calmy. "it would do no good to wake him He has
told us everything he knows. As. for that other voice, he obviously
renmenbers not hing about what it said:'

"1"ve seen it happen to Raist before;' Caranpon said in |ow tones, 'as
i f he becones soneone else. But it always |eaves hi mexhausted and he
never renenbers."

Al hana jerked her hand away from Tanis's, her face resuming its cold,
pure, marble stillness. She whirled and wal ked to the front of the
cave. Catching hold of the blanket Ri verwi nd had hung to hide the
fire's light, she nearly tore it down as she flung it aside and skul ked
out door s.

"Il stand first watch;" Tanis told Caranon. "You get sone sleep:"
"1"I'l stay up with Raist awhile;" the big man said, spreading out his
pallet next to his frail twins. Tanis foll owed Al hana outsi de.

The griffons slept soundly, their heads buried on the soft feathers of
their necks, taloned front feet clutching the cliff edge securely. For
a noment he could not find Al hana in the darkness, then he saw her,

| eani ng agai nst a huge boul der, weeping bitterly, her head buried in
her armns.

The proud Silvanesti woman woul d never forgive himif he saw her weak
and vul nerabl e. Tanis ducked back behind the bl anket.

"1"lI'l strand watch! " he called out |oudly before he wal ked outsi de
again. Lifting the blanket, he saw, w thout seenming to, Al hana stark up
and wi pe her hands hurriedly across her face. She turned her back to
him and he wal ked slowy toward her: giving her tinme to pull herself

t oget her.

"The cave was stifling;' she said in a low voice. "I could not bear



it.. | had to cone out for a breath of air."

"l have t-:rsl watch;' Tanis said. He paused, then added, "You seem
afraid your father mght have tried to use [his dragon orb. Surely he
woul d know its history. If | Renmenber what | knave of your people, he
was a nagi c- user:

"He knew &, ., here the orb cane frony Al hana said; her voice quivering

before she could regain control. 'The young, nage was right when he
spoke of the Last Battles and the .destruction of the Tower=_. But .he
was wrang when he said the other three orbs were to :. -One was brought

is Silvanesti by ny father for safe-k.eFing:

"What were :he Lost Battles?:' Tanis .asked. “:caning on the rocks next
to Al hana,,

"I's no -Xe at all kept in Qualincsti? she reforned,, regarding Tanis
with scorn. -Wat barbarian you have become since nmingling with
hurmans! "

"Say the fault is my own,"”
to the Lorenaster"

Tanis. said, '"that |I did not pay enough heed

Al hana gl anced at him suspecting him of being sarcastic.

Seeing his serious face and not particularly wanting himto | eave her
al one, she decided to answer his question. "As Istar rose during the
Age of Mght to greater and greater glories, the Kingpriest of Istar
and his clerics becanme increasingly jeal ous of the nagic-users" power.
The clerics no | onger saw the need for nagic in the would, fearing it-
of course-as sonething they could not control. Magic-users thensel ves,
al t hough respected, were never wi dely trusted, even those wearing the
white robes. It was a sinple matter for the priests to stir the people
against tire wizards. As tinmes grew snore and nore evil, the priests
pl aced the bl ane upon the nmagic-users. The Towers of Hi gh Sorcery,
where the magi cians nmust pass their final, grueling tests, were where
the powers of the nages rested. The Towers becane natural targets. Mbs
attacked them and it was as your young friend said: for only the
second tine in their history, the Robes cane together to defend their

| ast bastions of strength:’

"But how could they be defeated?" Tanis said incredul ously.

"Can you ask that, knowi ng what you do of your mage friend? Powerful he
is, but he nmust have rest. Even the strongest nusk have fume to renew
their spells, recormit themto nenory. Even the eldest of the order-

wi zards whose mi ght has root been seen on Krynn since-had to sl eep and
spend hours reading their spellbooks- And then, too, as now, the nunber
of magi c-users was small. There are few who dare take the tests in the
Towers of Hi gh Sorcery, knowing that to fail is to die."

"Failure neans death?" Tanis said softly.

! "Yes;' Alhana replied. "Your friend is very brave, to have taken the
Test so young. Very brave-OT very anbitious. Didn't he ever tell you?"

"No;' Tanis nurnured. "He never speaks of it. But go on:"



Al hana shrugged. "When it becanme clear that the battle was
hopel ess, the wi zards thensel ves destroyed two of the Towers.
The bl asts devastated the countryside for miles around. Only

three remai ned-the Tower of Istar, the Tower of Pal anthas, and the
Tower of Wayreth But the terrible destruction of the other two Towers
scared the Kingpriest. I-le granted the wizards in the Towers of Istar
ante' Pal anthas safe passage fromthese cities if they left the Towers.
undanaged, for the wi zards coul d have destroyed the two cities, as the
Ki ngpriest well knew.

"And so the merges traveled to the one Tower which was never

t hreat ened-the Tower of Wayreth in the Kharolis Muntains. To Wayreth
they came to nurse their wounds and to nurture the small spark of magic
still left in the world. Those spell books they could not take with
themfor the number of books was vast and nany were bound with spells
of protection-were given to the great library at Pal anthas, and there
they still remain, .according to the fare of ny people:”

The silver noon had risen, its noonbeans graced their daughter with a
beauty that took Tanis's breath away, even as its coldness pierced his
heart.

"What do you know of a third noon?" he asked; staring into the night
sky, shivering. "A black noan . "

"Little;" Al hana replied. "The magic-user draws power fromthe noons:
the Wiite Robes from Solinari, the Red Robes from Lunitari. There is,
according to lore, a noon that gives the Bl ack Robes their power, but

only they knowits name or howto find it in tile sky:"

Rai stlin knew its nanp, Tanis thought, or at |east that other voice
knew it. But he did not speak this al oud

"How did your father get the dragon orb?"
"My Father, Lorac, was an apprentice;' Al hana replied softly, turning

her face to the silver nobon. "He traveled to the Tower of H gh Sorcery
at Istar for the Tests, which he took and survived. It was there he

first saw the dragon orb." She fell silent for a nmonent. "|I amgoing to
tell you what | have never told anyone, ands' what he has never told-
except to nme. | tell you only because you have a right to know what -

what to expect.

"During the Tests, the dragon orb . "- Al hana hesitated
seeming to search for the right words-"snmoke to him to his
mnd. It feared sonme terrible calanmty was approaching. ' You
must not |leave nme here in Istar; it told him '"If so, | will perish
and the -world will be lost. 'My father-1 suppose you could say
hg stole the dragon orb, although he saw hinself as rescuing it.

"The ' Tower of ]star was abandoned. The Ki ngpriest noved in and used it
far his own purposes.. Finally the nmerges left the Tower of Pal anthas:"’
Al hana shivered. "Its story is a terrible one The Regent of Pal anthas, .



a disciple of the Kingpriest, arrived ad the Tower to seal the gates

shut -50 he said. But all could see his eyes lingering on the beautifu
Tower greedily, for |egends of the wonders within-both fair and evil-
had spread throughout the I and.

"The Wzard of the Wite closed the Tower's slender gates of gold and

| ocked themwith a silver key. The Regent stretched out his hand, eager
for the key, when one of the Bl ack Robes appeared in a wi ndow in one of
the upper stories.

" "The gates will remain closed and the halls enpty until the day when
the master of both the past and the present returns with power; he
cried. Then the evil nerge | eaped out, hurling hinself down at the
gates. As the barbs pierced the black robes, he cast a curse upon the
Tower. Hi s bl ood poured down on the ground, the silver and gol den gates
withered and twi sted and turned to black. The shimering tower of white
and red faded to ice-gray stone, its black minarets crunbling to dust.

"The Regent and the people fled in terror. To this day, no one has
dared enter the Tower of Pal anthas-or even approached its gates. It was
after the cursing of the Tower that ny father brought the dragon orb to
Si | vanesti:

"But surely your father knew sonething about the orb before he took
it;" Tanis persisted. "Haw to use it-

"If so, he did not speak of it;" Al hana said wearily, "for that is all
I knave. | must rest now. Good-night;' she said to Tanis without
| ooking at him

"CGood- ni ght, Lady Al hana," Tanis said gently. "Rest easily this night.
And don't worry". Your father is wise anti has lived through nmuch. 1I'm

certain everything is all right:'

Al hana started to sweep past without a word, then, hearing tine
synpathy in his voice, she hesitated.

"Though he passed the Test;" she said so softly Tanis had to step
closer to heat, "he was net as powerful in his magic as your young
friend is now Arid if he thought the dragon orb was our only hope,
tear-" Her voice broke

"The dwarves have a saying:' Sensing for a nonment that the barriers

bet ween t hem had been | owered, Tani:; put his armaround Al hana's

sl ender shoul ders and drew her ..-lose. " 'Rouble borrowed will be paid
hack with interest conpounded an sorrow. Don't worry. We're with you:

Al hana did not answer. She |let herself be conforted far just an nstant,
then, slipping .free of his grasp, walked to the entrance to the cave.
There she stopped and | ooked back

"You are worried about your friends;" she said. "Do not be. They
escaped the city and are safe. Though the kender was close to death for
a tine, he survived, and now they travel to Ice Wall in search of a
dragon orb:

"How do you know this?" Tanis gasped.



"1 have told you all | can:' Al hana shook her head.

"Al hana! How do you know ?" Tanis asked sternly.

Her pal e cheeks stained with pink, Al hana murmured, "I-1 gave the
knight a Starjewel. He does not know its power, of course, nor how to
use it. I don't know why | gave it to him even, except-"

"Except what" Tani s asked, anmazed beyond beli ef.

"He was so gallant, so brave. He risked his life to help ne, and he
didn't even know who | was. He hel ped nme because | was in trouble. And-
" Her eyes glimered. "And he wept, when the dragons killed the people.
I've never seen an adult weep before. Even when the dragons canme and
drove us fromour home, we did not weep. | think, perhaps, we've
forgotten how '

Them as if realizing she had said too nmuch, she hastily gulled aside
the bl anket and entered the cave.

"I'n the nane of the gads!" Tanis breathed. A Starjewel What a rare and
priceless gift: A gift exchanged by elven lovers forced to part, the
jewel creates a bond between souls. Thus, |inked, they share the

i nnernost enotions of the | aved one and can grant strength to each
other in tinmes of need. But never before in Tanis's long life, had the
hal f -el f heard of a Starjewel being gives to a human. What would it do
to a human? What kind of effect would it have? And Al hana-she coul d
never |ove a human, never return lave. This must be some sort of blind
i nfatuation. She had been frightened,, alone. No, this could only end
in sorrow, unless sonething changed drastically anbng the el ves or

wi t hi n Al hana hersel f.

Even as Tanis's heart expanded with relief to know Laurana and the
others were safe, it contracted with fear and grief for Sturm

Chapter 9
Silvanesti. Entering the dream

The third day, they continued their journey, flying into the sunrise.
They had | ost the dragons; apparently; although Tika, keeping watch
behi nd, thought she could see black dots upon the horizon. And that
afternoon, as the sun was sinking behind them they neared the river
known as Thos-Thal as-Lord's Ri ver-which divided the outside world from
Si | vanesti .

Al of his life, Tanis had heard of the wander and beauty of the

anci ent Even Hone, though the elves of Qualinesti spoke of it without
regret. Then did not niss the |ast wonders of Silvanesti, for the
wonders thensel ves becanme a synbol of the differences that had

devel oped between the el ven Kkin.

The elves in Qualinesti lived in harnobny with nature, devel oping and
enhancing its beauty. They built their hones anpbng the aspens,

magi cally gilding the trunks with silver and gold. They built their
dwel i ngs of shimering rose quartz, and invited nature to cone dwell
with them



The Silvanesti, however, |oved uni queness and diversity in all objects.
Not seeing this uniqueness existing naturally, they reshaped nature to
conformto their ideal. They had patience and they had tine, for what
were centuries to elves whose |ife spans nmeasured in the hundreds of
years? And so they refornmed entire forests, pruning and di gging
forcing the trees and flowers into fantastic gardens of incredible
beauty.

They did not 'build dwellings, but carved and nol ded the marble rock
that existed naturally in their land iota such strange and wondrous
shapes that-in the years before the races were estranged-dwarven
craftsmen travel ed thousands of nmiles to view them and then could do
not hi ng but weep at the rare beauty. And, it was said, a human who
wandered into the gardens of Silvanesti could not |eave, but stayed

f oaever enraptured, caught in a beautiful dream

Al'l this was known to Tanis only through | egend, of course, for none of
the Qualinesti had set foot in their ancient home since the Kinslayer
wars. No human-it ryas believed-had been allowed in Silvanesti since a
hundred years before that.

"What about the stories;' Tanis asked Al hana as they flew above the
aspens on the backs of the griffons, '"the stories of humans trapped by
the beauty of Silvanesti, unable to leave Do ny friends dare go to
this Iand?" Al hana gl anced back at him

"I knew humans were weak;' she said coldly "brat | did not think they
were that weak. It is true humans do oat cone to Silvanesti, but that
i s because we keep themout. W certainly wouldn't want to keep any in.

If I thought there was danger of that, | would not allow you into ny
honel and: '

"Not even Sturn?" he couldn't help asking wy,"13.~, nettled by her
stinging tone.

But he was not prepared for the answer. Al bans Iwist-ed ":0 face him
whi ppi ng around so fast her long black hair flailed his skin. Her face
was so pale with anger, it seemed translucent and he could see the

vei ns pul se beneath her skin. Her dark eyes seened to swallow himin
their black depths.

"Never speak of that to nme!" she said through clenched teeth and white
lips. "Never speak of him"

"But last night-" Tanis faltered, astonished, putting his hand to his
bur ni ng cheek.

"Last night never happened;" Al hana said. "I was weak, tired,
frightened. As | was when . . . when | net Stur-the knight. | regret
speaking of himto you. | regret telling you of the Starjewel:’

"Do you regret giving it to hinmP" Tanis asked.

"I regret the day | set foot in Tarsis;' Al hana said in a |ow,
passionate voice. "I wish | had never gone there! Never!" She turned
away abruptly, leaving Tanis to dark thoughts.



The conpani ons had just reached the river, within sight of the tal
Tower of the Stars, shining like a strand of pearls twisting into the
sun, when the griffons suddenly halted their flight. Tanis, glancing
ahead, could see no sign of danger. But their griffons continued to
descend rapidly.

Indeed. it seermed hard to believe that Silvanesti had been under
attack. There were no thin columms of canmpfire snoke rising into the
air, as there would be if the draconi ans occupi ed the county',,”. The
I and was not bl ackened and rui ned. He could see, below him, the green
of the aspens gleaming in the sunlight. Here and them the marble
buil di ngs dotted the forest with their white splendor.

"No!" Al hana spoke to the griffons in elven. "I command you.' Keep
goi ng! | must reach the Tower!"

But the griffons circled | ower and | ower, ignoring her.

"What is it?'" Tanis asked. "Why are we stopping? We're in sight of the
Tower. What's the matter?" He | ooked all around. "I see nothing to be
concerned over."

"' They refuse to go an;' Al hana said, her face drawn with ,,,Wrry.
"They won"t tell me ruby, only that we rmust travel on our own from
here. |1 don't understand this:"

Tanis didn't like it. Giffins were known as fierce, independent
creatures. bat once their loyalty was gained, they served their maulers
wi th undyi ng devotion. The elven royalty of Silvanesti has al ways taned
griffons for their use. Though snaller than dragons, the griffons

i ghtning speed, sharp talons, tearing beak, and lion-clawed hind feet
made them enemies to be respected. There was little they feared on
Krynn, so Tanis had heard. These griffons, he renmenbered, had fl own
into Tarsis through swarns of dragons wi thout apparent fear

Yet now the griffons were obviously afraid. They | anded on the banks of
the river, refusing all of Alhana's angry, inperious conmands to fly
farther. Instead, they noodily preened thensel ves and steadfastedly
refused to obey.

Finally there was nothing for the conpanions to do but clinmb off the
griffons' backs and unload their supplies. Then the birdlion creatures,
with fierce, apologetic dignity, spread their wi ngs and soared away.

"Well, that is that;" said Al hana sharply, ignoring the angry gl ances
she felt cast at leer. "W shall sinply have to walk, that's all. The
way is not far:"

The conpani ons stood stranded upon the riverbank, staring across the
sparkling water into the forest beyond. None of them spoke. Al of them
were terse, alert, searching for trouble. But all they saw were the
aspen trees glistening in the last, lingering rays of sunset. The river
murmmured as it | apped on the shore. Though the aspens were green still,
the silence of winter blanketed the | and.

"1 thought you said your people fled because they were under siege?"



Tanis said to Al hana finally.

"If this land is under control of dragons, I'ma gully dwarf!" Caranon
snor kel

"W were!" Al hana answered, |eer eyes scanning the sunlit forest.
"Dragons Filled the skies-as in Tarsis! The dragonmen entered our
bel oved woods, burning, destroying-" Her voice died.

Caranmon | eaned near Riverwi nd and Miuttered, "WId goose chase!"

The Pl ainsman scow ed. "If it's nothing nore than that, we'll be
fortunate," he sail, his eyes on the elfanaid. "Wy did sire bring as
here? Perhaps it's a trap.”

Car anmon consi dered this a nonent, then glanced uneasily at his brother,
who had not spoken or noved or taken his strange eyes fromthe forest
since the griffons left . The big warrior |oosened his sword in its
scabbard and noved a step nearer Tika. Al npst accidentally, it seened,
their two hands cl asped. Tika cast a fearful ook at Raistlin but held
onto Caranon tightly.

The nerge just stared fixedly into the wil derness.

"Tanis!" Al hana said suddenly, forgetting herself in her joy and
putting her hand on his arm "Maybe it worked! Maybe ny father defeated
them and we can come hone! Ch, Tanis-" She trenbled with excitenent.
"We've got to cross the river and find out! Cone! The ferry |anding's
down around the bend-"

"Al hana, wait!" Tanis called, but she was already running along the
snoot h, grassy bank, her long full skirts fluttering around her ankl es.
"Al hana! Damm it. Caranon and Riverw nd, go after her. Goldnoon, try to
tal k some sense into her:'

Ri verwi nd and Caranon exchanged uneasy gl ances, but they did as Tanis
ordered, running along the riverbank after Al hana. Gol dnoon and Ti ka
foll owed nore slowy.

"Who knaves what"s in these woods?" Tanis nuttered. "Raistlin-"

The nerge did not seemto hear. Tanis noved closer. "Raistlin?" he
repeated, seeing the mage's abstracted stare

Rai stlin stared at himblankly, as if waking froma dream Then the
mer ge becane aware of soneone speaking to him He |lowered his eyes.

"What is it, Raistlin?" Tanis asked. "Wat do you sense?"
"Not hi ng, Tanis;' the nerge repined.
Tani s blinked. "Nothing?" he repeated.

"It is like an inpenetrable fog, a blank wall;" Raistlin whispered. "I
see not hi ng, sense not hi ng:

Tanis staged at himintently, am d suddenly he knew Raistlin was |ying.



But why? The nmerge returned the half-elf's gaze with equaninity, even a
small, twisted smle on his thin lips, as if he knew Tanis didn't
believe himbrat really didn't care.

"Raistlin;' Tanis sail softly, "suppose Lorac, the elfking, tried to
use the dragon orb-what woul d happen?"

The nerge lifted his eyes to stare auto tile forest. "Do you think that
i s possible?" he asked.

"Yes;" Tanis said, "Fromwhat little Al hana told ne, during the Tests
in the Tower of Hi gh Sorcery al Istar, a dragon orb spoke to Lorac,
asking, himto rescue it fromthe inpending disaster."”

"And he obeyed it?" Raistlin asked, his voice as soft as the nurmuring
wat er of the ancient river.

"Yes. He brought it to Silvanesti:™"

"So this is the dragon orb of Istar;" Raistlin whispered. H s eyes

narrowed, and then he sighed, a sigh of longing. "I knew nothi ng about
the dragon orbs;' he remarked, coolly, "except what | told you. But I
know this, Half-Elf-nave of us will come out of Silvanesti unscathed

if we cone out at all:
"What do you nean? \Wat danger is there?"

"What does it matter what danger | see?" Raistlin asked, folding his

hands in the sleeves of his red robes. "W nust enter Silvanesti. You
knowit as well as I. O will you forego the chance to find a dragon

orb?"

"But if you see danger, tell us! W could at |east enter prepared-"
Tani s began angrily.

"Them prepare;" Raistlin whispered softly, and he turned away and began
to walk slowy along the sandy beach after his brother.

The conpani ons crossed the river just as the last rays of the sun
flickered anong the | eaves of the aspens on the opposite bank. And then
the fabled forest of Silvanesti was gradually swanped | ay darkness.

' The shadows of night flowed anong the feet of the trees like the dark
wat er flowi ng beneath the keel of the ferry book.

Their journey was slow. The ferry-an ornately-carved, flat-bottomed
beak connected to both shares by an el aborate system of copes and
.pul l eys-seemed at first to be in good condition. Bait once they set
foot on board and began to crass the ancient river, they di scovered
that the rapes were rotting. The boat begarn to decay before their
eyes. The river itself seemed to change. Reddi sh-fo:rawn water seeped
through the hull, tainted with the faint swell of bl ood

They had just stepped out of the boat on the opposite bank and were

unl oadi ng their supplies, when the frayed rapes sagged and gave gray.
The river swept the ferry boat downstreamin. an instant. Twilight

vani shed at the same noment, and night. swallowed them Although the
sky was clear, without a cloud to mar its dark surface, there were no
stars visible. Neither the red nor the silver noon rose. The only I|ight
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fromthe river, which seemed to gleamwi th an unwhol esonme brilliance
i ke a ghoul .

"Raistlin, your staff;" Tanis said. Hi s voice echoed too |oudly through
the silent (ores'.. Even Caranon cringed

"Shirak:" Raistlin spoke the word of command and the crystal gl obe
clutched in the di senbodi ed dragon's claw flared into light. But it was
a cold, pale light. The only thing it seemed to illunmi nate were the
mage' s strange, hourgl ass eyes.

"We nust enter the woods;' Raistlin said in a shaking voice. Turning
he stunbl ed toward the dark wil derness.

No one el se spoke or noved. They stood an the bank, fear overtaking
them There was no reason for it, and it was all the nore frightening
because it was illogical. Fear crept up on themfromthe ground. Fear
flowed through their linbs, turning the bowels to water, sapping the
strength of heart and nuscle, eating into the brain.

Fear 06 what? There was not hing, nothing there! Nothing to be afraid
of, yet all of themwere nore terrified of this nothing than they had
been of anything before in their lives.

"Raistlin's right. W've-got to-get into the woods-find shelter
Tani s spoke with an effort, his teeth chattering. "Follow Raistlin

Shaki ng, he staggered forward, not knowi ng if anyone foll owed, not
caring. Behind him he could hear Ti ka whi nper and Goodnoon trying to
pro}” through lips that would not formwords. He heard Caranmon shout
for his brother to stop and Riverwind cry out in terror, but it didn't
matter. He had to run, get away fromhere'. His only guidance was the
light of Raistlin's staff.

Desperately, he stunmbled after the nmage into the woods. But when Tanis
reached the trees, he found his strength was gone. He was too scared to
nmove. Trenbling, he sank down on his knees, then pitched forward, his
hands cl utching at the ground.

"Raistlin!" Hs throat was torn by a ragged scream

But the mage could not help.. The last thing Tanis saw was the |ight
fromRaistlin's staff falling slowy to the ground, slowy, and mare
slowy, released by the young ravage's |linp, seemingly |lifeless hand.

The trees. The beautiful trees of Silvanesti. Trees fashi oned and
coaxed through centuries into groves of wonder and enchantnment. Al
around Tanis were the trees. But these trees now turned upon their
masters, becoming |iving groves of horror. A noxious green |ight
filtered through the shivering |eaves.

Tani s stared about in horror. Many strange and terrible sights he had
seen in his life, but nothing like this. This, he thought, mght drive



himinsane. He turned this way and that, frantically, but there was no
escape. All around were the trees-the trees of Silvanesti. Hideously
changed.

The said of every tree around hi m appeared trapped in tornent,

i mprisoned within the thank. The twi sted branches of the tree were the
linbs of its spirit, contorted in agony. The grasping roots clawed the
ground in hopeless attenpts to flee. The sap of the living trees fl owed
from huge gashes in the trunk. The rustling -of its |eaves were cries
of pain and terror. The trees of Silvanesti wept bl ood.

Tani s had no idea where he was or haw | ong he had been here. He
renenbered he had begun wal ki ng toward the Tower of the Stars that he
coul d see rising above the branches of the aspens. He had wal ked and
wal ked, and not hing had stopped him Then he'd heard the kender shriek
interror, like the screamof sone small aninmal being tortured

Turni ng" he sate Tassl ehoff pointing at the trees, Tanis, staring
horrified at the trees, only eventually conprehended that Tassl ehof f
wasn't supposed to be here. And there was Sturm ashen with fear, and
Laurana, weeping in despair, and Flint, his eyes wi de and staring.

Tani s enbraced Laurana, and his arns enconpassed flesh and bl ood, but
still he knew she was not there-even as he held her, and the know edge
was terrifying.

Then, as he stood there in the grove that was |ike a prison of the
damed” the horror increased. Aninmals nounded out from anong the
tormented trees and fell upon the conpanions.

Tanis drew his sword to strike back, but the weapon shook. in his
trembling hand, and he was forced to avert his eyes for the living
ani mal s had thensel ves been tw sted and m sshapen unto hi deous aspects

of undying deat h.

Ri di ng anmong the m sshapen beasts were | egions of elven warriors, their
skul | -1i ke features hideous to behold. No- eyes glittered in the holl ow
sockets of their faces, no flesh covered
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the delicate bones of their hands. They rode anong the conpanions wth
brightly burning swords that drew |iving bl ood. But when any weapon
struck them they disappeared into nothing.

The wounds they inflicted, however, were real. Caranon, battling a wolf
wi th snakes growing out of its body, |ooked up to see one of the el ven

warriors bearing down on him a shining spear in his fleshless hand. He
screaned to his brother for help.

Rai stlin spoke" "Ast kiranann kair Soth-aran/Suh kali Jalaran:" A bal
of flame flashed fromthe nage's hands to burst directly upon the elf-
wi thout effect. Its spear, driven by incredible force, pierced
Caranmon's arnor, entering his body, nailing himto the tree behind.

The el ven warrior yanked his weapon free fromthe big man's shoul der.
Caranon slunped to the ground, his life's bland mingling with the
tree's blood. Raistlin, with a fury that suprised him drew the silver



dagger fromthe | eather thong he wore hidden on his armand flung it at
the elf. The bl ade pricked its undead spirit and the el ven warri or
horse and all, vanished into air. 'fret Caranmon |ay capon the ground,
his arm hanging fromhis body by only a thin strip of flesh.

Gol dnoon knelt to heal him but she stunmbl ed over her prayers, her
faith failing her amd the horror.

"Hel p me, M shakal ,"" Gol dnoon prayed. "Help ne to help ny friend.""

The dreadful wound cl osed. Though bl ood still seeped fromit, trickling
down Caranon's arm death | oosed its grip on the warrior Raistlin knelt
besi de his brother and started to speak to him Then suddenly the wage
fell silent. He stared past Caranpon into the trees, his strange eyes

wi deni ng with disbelief.

"You!" Raistlin whispered

" "Who is it?" Caranon asked weakly, hearing a thrill of horror and
fear in Raistlin's voice. The big man peered into the green light but

coul d see nothing. "Who do you nean?”
But Raistlin, intent upon another conversation, did not answer.
"7 need your aid," the nage said sternly. "Now, as before."

Caranmon sawn his brother stretch out his )hand, as though reaching
.across a great gap, and was consunmed with fear w thout knowi ng why.
"No, Raist!" he cried, clutching at his brother in panic. Raistlin's
hand dr opped.

"Qur bargain remains. What? You ask for nore?" Raistlin was silent a
monment, then he sighed. "Name it!"

For 1 ong nonments, the nmage |istened, absorbing. Caranon, watching him
with loving anxiety, saw his brother"s thin netallic-tinged face grow
deathly pale. Raistlin closed his eyes, swallow ng as though drinking
his bitter herbal brew. Finally he bowed his head.

"1 accept:"

Caranon cried out in horror as he saw Raistlin's robes, the red robes
that marked his neutrality in the world, begin to deepen to crinson,
then darken to a blood red, and then darken nore-to bl ack.

"] accept this;' Raistlin repeated nore calmy, "with the understandi ng
that the future can be changed. What nust we do?"

He |istened. Caranon clutched his arm npaning in agony.

"How do we get through to the Tower alive?" Raistlin asked his unseen
instructor. Once mare he attended carefully, then nodded. "And I will
be given what | need? Very well. Farewell then, if such a thing is
possi bl e for yaw on your dark journey.'

Rai stlin rose to his feet, his black robes rustling around him
I gnoring Caranon's sobs and Gol dnoon's terrified gasp as she saw him



the nmage went in search of Tanis. He found the halfelf, back against a
tree, battling a host of elven warriors.

Caly, Raistlin reached into his pouch and drew forth a bit of rabbit
fur and a snmall anber rod. Rubbing these together in his left palm he
held forth his right hand and spoke, "Ast Kkiranann kair Gadurm Sot h-
arn,: Sub kal a'al aran:"'

Bolts of lightning shot fromhis fingertips, streaking through the
green-tinted air, striking the elven warriors. As before, they
vani shed. Tanis stunbl ed backwards, exhausted.

Rai stlin stood in the center of a clearing, of the distorted, tornented
trees.

"Cane around ne!" the nage commanded hi s conpani ons.

Tani s hesitated. Elven warriors hovered on the fringe of the clearing.
They surged forward to attack, but Raistlin raised his hand, and they
st opped as though crashi ng agai nst an unseen wall .

"Conme to stand near me:' The conpani ons were astoni shed to hear

Rai stlin speak-for the first tine since his Tests-in a nornmal voice.
"Hurry;" he added, "they will not attack now. They fear ne. But |
cannot hol d them back I ong:

Tanis cane forward, his face pale beneath the red beard, bl ood
dribbling froma wound on his head. CGol dnbon hel ped Caranon stagger
forward. He clutched his bleeding armas his face was tw sted in pain.
Slowy, one by one, the other conpanions crept forward. Finally, only
Sturm stood outside the circle.

"1 always knew it would cone to this;" the knight said slowy. "I wll
die before | place nyself under your protection, Raistlin:’

And with that, the knight turned and wal ked deeper into the forest.
Tani s saw the | eader of the elven undead make a gesture, detailing same
of his ghastly band to follow The half-elf started after, then stopped
as he felt a surprisingly strong hand grip his arm

"Let himgo;' the nmage said sternly, "or we are all lost. | have
information to inpart and ny tine is limted. W nust nmake our way
through this forest to the Tower of the Stars. W nast wal k the way of
death, for every hideous creature ever conceived in the tw sted,
tortured dreans of nortals will arose to stop us. But know this-we wal k
in a dream Lorac' s nightmare. And our own nightrmares as well. Visions
of the future can arise to help us-or hinder. Remenber, that though our
bodi es are awake, our mninds sleep. Death exists only in our ninds-

unl ess we believe otherw se:"'

"Then why can't we wake up?" Tanis demanded angrily.
"Because Lorac's belief intine dreamis too strong and your belief too
Weak. When you are firmy convinced, beyond doubt, that this is a

dream you will return to reality:"

"li this is true;' Tanis said, "and you're convinced it is a dream why



don't you awaken?"
"Perhaps;" Raistlin said, smling, "I choose not to:

"l don't understand!" Tanis cried in bitter frustration.
"You will," Raistlin predicted grimy, "or you will die. In which case
it won't matter:

Chapter 10
Waki ng dreans. Future visions.

Ignoring the horrified stares. of his conpanions, Raistlin walked to
his brother, who stand clutching his bleeding arm

"I will take rare of him" Raistlin said to Gol dnoon, putting his own
bl ack-robed arm around his twin.

"No," Caranon gasped, "you're not strong en-"Hi s voice died as he felt
his brothers arm support him.

"l am strong enough now, -Caranon:' Raistlin said gently, his very
gent | eness sending a shiver through the warrior's body. "Lean on ne, ny
brot her:'

Weak from pain and fear, for the first tinme in his |life Caranon | eaned
on Raistlin, The nmage supported himas, together, they starting wal ki ng
t hrough the hideous forest.

"What ' s happeni ng, Raist?'' Caranon asked, choking. "Wiy do you wear
the Bl ack Robes? And your voice-"

"Save your breath, ny brother;" Raistlin advised softly.

The two travel ed deeper into the forest, and the undead elven warriors
stared nenacingly at themfromthe trees. They could see the hatred the
dead bear the living, see it flicker in the hollow eye sockets of the
undead warriors. But none dared attack the bl ack-robed nage. Caranopn
felt his life's blood well thick and warm from between his fingers. As
he watched it drip upon the dead, sline-coated | eaves beneath his feet,
he grew weaker and weaker. He had the fevered inpression that the black
shadow of hinself gained in strength even as he lost it.

Tanis hurried through the forest, searching for Sturm He found him
fighting off a group of shinmering elven warriors.

"It's a dream" Tanis shouted to Sturm who stabbed and sl ashed at the
undead creatures. Every tine he struck one, it vani shed, only to
reappear once nore. The half-elf drew his sward, running to fight at
Sturm s side.

"Bah!" the knight grunted: then gasped in pain as an arrow thudded into
his arm The wound was not deep, because the chain nmail protected him
bur, it bled freely. "Is this dream ng?" Sturm said, yanking out the

bl ood- st ai ned shaft.



Tanis junped in front of the knight, keeping their foes back until
Sturm coul d stanch the fl ow of bl ood

"Raistlin told us-" Tanis began.
"Raistlin! Hah! Look at hid robes, Tanis!"

"But you're hero! In Silvanesti!" Tanis protested in confusion.. He had
the strangest feeling he was arguing with hinself. "Al hana said you
were in lce Vall!"

The kni ght shrugged. "Perhaps | was sent to help you:
Al right. It's a dream Tanis told hinself. | will wake up

But there was no change. The elves were still there, still fighting.
Sturm mnmust be right. Raistlin .had lied. Just as he had |ied before
they entered the forest. But why? To what purpose?

Theca Tanis knew. The dragon orb

"We've got to reach the Tower before Raistlin!" Tanis cried to Sturm
"I know what the nage is after"

The kni ght could do nothing nore than nod. It seemed to Tanis that from
then on they did nothing but fight for every inch of ground they

gained. Tinme and again, the two warriors forced the el ven undead back,
only to be attacked in everincreasing nunbers. Tinme passed, they knew,
but they had no conception of its passing. One nonent the sun shone
through the stifling green haze. Then night's shadows hovered over the
land |i ke the wi ngs of dragons.

Then, just as the darkness deepened, Sturm and Tanis saw t he Tower.
Built of marble, the tall Tower glistened white. It stood alone in a
clearing, reaching up to the heavens |like -a skeletal finger claw ng up
fromthe grave.

At sight of the Tower, both men began to run. Though weak and
exhausted, neither wanted to be in these deadly woods after nightfall
The el ven warriors-seeing their prey escapi ng-screaned in rage and
charged after them

Tanis ran until it seemed his lungs would burst with pain. Sturmran
ahead of him slashing at the undead who appeared before them trying
to block their path. Just as Tanis neared the Tower, he felt a tree
root twist itself around his boot. He pitched headl ong onto the ground.

Frantically Tanis fought to free hinself, but the root held himfast.
Tani s struggl ed hel plessly as an undead elf, his face tw sted
grotesquely, raised a spear to drive it through Tanis's body. Suddenly
the elf's eyes wi dened, the spear fell fromnerveless fingers as a
sword punctured its transparent body. The elf vanished with a shri ek.

Tani s | ooked up to see who had saved his life. It was a strange
warrior, strange-yet fanmiliar. The warrior renmoved his helm and Tanis
stared into bright brown eyes!



"Kitiara!" he gasped in shock. "You're here! How? Wy?"

"1 heard you needed sone help;" Kit said, her crooked sml|e as charm ng
as ever. "Seens | was right:" She reached out her hand. He grasped it,
doubting as she pulled himto his feet. But she was flesh and bl ood.
"Who's that ahead? Sturn? Wonderful! Like old times! Shall we go to the
Tower ?" she asked Tanis, laughing at the surprise on his face.

Ri verwi nd fought alone, battling | egions of undead elven warriors. He
knew he coul d not take nuch nore. Then he heard a clear call. Raising
his eyes, he saw Que-shu tribesnmen! He cried out joyfully. But, to his
horror, he saw themturning their arrows upon him

"No?" he shouted in Que-shu. "Don"t you recognize nme? |..."

The Que-shu warriors answered only with their bow strings. Riverw nd
felt shaft after feathered shaft sink inks his body.

"You brought the blue crystal staff anmbng us!" they cried. "Your fault!
The destruction of our village was your fault!"

"[didn't mean to;' he whispered as he slunped to the ground. "I didn't
know. Forgive ne:"

Ti ka hacked and sl ashed her way through elven warriors only to see them
turn suddenly intro draconians! Their reptile eyes gleamed red, their
tongues licked their swords. Fear chilled the barmaid. Stunbling, she
bunped into Sturm Angrily the knight whirled, ordering her out of his
way. She staggered back and jostled Flint. The dwarf inpatiently shoved
her asi de.

Bl i nded by tears" panic-stricken at the sigh) of the draconi ans, who
sprang back. into battle full-,grown foamthem own dead bodies, TiKke;
last control. In her fear, she stabbed wildly at anything that noved

Only when she | ooked up and :saw Raistlin standing before her in his
bl ack robes dial she cone to her senses. The nmde said nothing: he
simply pointed downward. Flint lal," dead at her feet, pierced by her
own sword.

I led themhere,. Flint thought. This is ny responsibility. I'mthe
eldest. 1'Il get them out.

The dwarf hefted his. battle-axe .and yelled a challenge to the elven
warriors before him But they just kaughed

Angrily. Flint strode forward - only to find hinself walking stiffly.
Hi s knee joints were swollen. and hurt abomi nably. H's gnarled fingers
trembled with a palsy that: nmade himlose his grip on the battle-axe.
H' s breath came short., -And then Flint knew why the elves weren't
attacking: they were lelting old age finish him

Even as he realized flays., Flint felt his mnd begin to wander. His
vision blurred. Patting his vest packet, he wondered where he had put
t hose confounded spectacl es. A shape |oonmed before him a faniliar
shape. Was it Tika? Wthout his glasses, he couldn't see



Gol dnoon ran anong the twisted, tortured trees. Lost and al one, she
searched desperately for her friends. Far away, she heard Ri verw nd
calling for her above the ringing clash of swords. Then she heard his
call cut off in a bubble of agony. Frantically she dashed forward,
fighting her way through the branbles until her hands and face were

bl eeding. At last she found Riverwind. The warrior |ay upon the ground,
pi erced by many arrows-arrows she recogni sed

Running to him she knelt beside him "Heal him M shakal," she prayed,
as she had prayed so often.

Hut not hi ng happened. The color did not return to Riverw nd' s ashen
face. His eyes remained | ocked, staring fixedly into the green-tinged
sky.

"Way don't you answer? Heal him" Gol dnoon cried to the gods. And then
she knew. "No!" she screaned. "Punish ne! | amthe one who has doubted.
| am t he one who has questioned! | saw Tarsis destroyed, children dying
in agony) How could you allow that? | toy to have faith, but | cannot
hel p doubting when | see such horrors! Do not punish him' Weping, she
bent over the |ifel ess body of her husband. She did not see the elven
warriors closing in around her.

Tassl ehof f, fascinated by the horrible wonders around him wandered off
the path, and there discovered that-sonmehow his friends had nanaged to
|l ose him The undead did not bother him They who fed oft fear felt no
fear in his small body.

Finally, after roanming here and there for nearly a day, the kender
reached the doors to the 'Tower of the Stars. Here his |ighthearted

journey came to a sudden halt, for he had found his friends-one of them
at |east.

Sacked up against the closed doors, Tika fought for her life against. a
host of m sshapen, nightnmare-begotten foes. Tas saw that if she could
get inside the Tower, she woul d be safe. Dashing forward, his snal

body flitting easily through the nelee, the reached the door and began
to examine the lock while Tika held the elves back with her wildly

SW ngi ng sword.

"Hurry, Tas!" she cried breathlessly.

It was an easy lock to open; with such a sinplistic trap to protect it,
Tas was surprised that the elves even bothered

"1 should have this | ock picked in seconds;' he announced. Just as he
set to work, however, sonething bunped himfrom behind, causing himto
funbl e.

"Hey!" he shocked at Tika irritably, turning around. "Be a little nore
careful -" He stopped short, horrified. Tika lay at his feet, blood
flowing into her red curls.

"No, not Tika!" Tas whispered. Maybe she was only wounded! Mybe if he
got her inside the Tower, soneone could help her. Tears dinmed his
vision, his hands shook.



I've got to hurry, Tas thought frantically. Why won"t this open? It's
so sinple. Furious, he tore at the | ock.

He felt a small prick in his finger just as the |lock clicked. The door
to the Tower began to swi ng open. But Tassl ehoff just stared at his
finger where a tiny spot of blood glistened. He | ooked back at the |ock
where a small, golden needle sparkled. A sinple lock, a sinple trap.
He' d sprung them both. And, as the first effects of the poison surged
with a terrible warmmess through his body, he | ooked dowmn to see he was
too late. Tika was dead

Rai stlin and his brother nmade their way through the forest wi thout
injury. Caranon watched in growi ng amazenent as Raistlin drove back the
evil creatures that assailed them sonmetinmes with feats of incredible
megi ¢, sonetimes through the sheer farce of his wll.

Rai stlin was kind and gentle and solicitous. Caramon was forced to
strap frequently as the day waned. By twilight, it was all Caranobn
could do to drag one foot in front of the other, even |eaning upon his
brother far support. And as Caranobn grew ever weaker, Raistlin grew
stronger.

Finally, when night's shadows fell, bunging a nmerciful end to the
tortured green day, the twins reached the Tower. Here they stopped.
Caranon was feverish and in pairs.

"1"ve got to rest, Raist:' he gasped. "Put nme down:"
"Certainly, my brother;" Raistlin said gently. He hel ped Caranon | ean
agai nst the pearl wall of the Tower, then regarded his brother with
tool, glittering eyes.

"Farewel |, Caranon;' he said.

Caranon | ooked at his twin in disbelief. Wthin the shadows of the
trees, the warrior could see the undead el ves, who had foll owed them at
a respectful distance, creep closer as they realized the nage who had
war ded them of f was | eavi ng

"Raist;' Caranon said slowy, "you can't | eave ne here! | can't fight
them | don't have the strength! | need you!"

"Perhaps, but you see, my brother, | no |onger need you. | have gained
your strength. Now, finally, | amas | was neant to be but for nature's

cruel trick-one whale person:”
As Caranon stared, unconprehending, Raistlin turned to | eave.
"Raist!"

Caranon's agoni zed cry halted him Raistlin stopped and gazed back at
his twin, his golden eyes all that were visible fromw thin the depths
of his black hood.

"How does it feel to be weak and afraid, ny brother?" he asked softly.
Turning, Raistlin walked to the Tower entrance where Tika and Tas |ay
dead. Raistlin stepped over the kender's body and vani shed into the
dar kness.



Sturmand Tanis and Kitiara, reaching the Tower, saw a body tying on
the grass at its base. Phantom shapes of undead elves were starting to
surround it, shrieking and yelling, hacking at it with their cold

swor ds.

"Caranmon!" Tanis cried, heartsick.

"And where's his brother?" Sturm asked with a sidel ong gl ance at
Kitiara. "Left himto die, no doubt."

Tani s shook his head as they ran forward to aid the warrior. Welding
their swords, Sturmand Kitiara kept the elves at bay while Tanis knelt
besi de the nortally wounded warri or.

Caramon |ifted his glazed eyes and net Tanis's, barely recognizing him
t hrough the bl oody haze that dinmred his vision. He tried desperately to
tal k.

"Protect Raistlin, Tanis-" Caranon choked on his own. bl ood-"since |
won't be there now. Watch over him"

"Watch over Raistlin 7" Tanis repeated furiously. "He left you here, to
die!" Tanis held Caranmon in his arns.

Caranmon cl osed his eyes wearily. 'No, you're wwong, Tanis. | sent him
away. - . :"The warrior's head slunped .forward

THE DRAGONS OF W NTER NI GHT

Ni ght's shadows cl osed over them The el ves had di sappeared. Sturm and
Kit cane to stand beside the dead warrior.

"What did | tell you?" Sturm asked harshly.
"Poor Caranon," Kitiara whispered, bendi ng down near him "Sonmehow I
al ways guessed it would end this way:" She was silent for a nmonent,
then spoke softly. "So ny little Raistlin has beconme truly powerful,"”
she nused, alnost to herself.

"At the cost of your brother's life!"

Kitiara | ooked at Tanis as if perplexed at his neaning. Then
shruggi ng, she glanced down at Caramon, who lay in a pool of his own
bl ood. "Poor kid;' she said softly.

Sturm covered Caranmon's body with his cloak, then they sought the
entrance to the Tower.

"Tani s-" Sturm said, pointing.

"Ch, no. Not Tas," Tanis nmurnmured. "And Tika.'

The kenders body lay just inside the doorway, his small |inbs tw sted
by convul sions fromthe poison. Near himlay the barmaid, her red curls
matted with blood. Tanis knelt beside them One of the kender's packs
had opened in his death throes, its contents scattered. Tani s caught



sight of a glint of gold. Reaching down, he picked up the ring of elven
meke, carved in the shape of ivy leaves. Hs vision blurred, tears
filled his eyes as he covered his face with his hands.

"There's nothing we can do, Tanis:' Sturmput his hand on his friend's
shoul der. "We've got to keep going and put an end to this. If | do
nothing else, I'lIl live to kill Raistlin'

Death is in the mnd. This is a dream Tanis repeated. But it was
Rai stlin's words he was renenbering, and he'd seen what the mage had
becone.

L will wake up., he thought, bending the full force of his will to
believing it was a dream But when he opened his eyes, the kender's
body stall lay on the fl oor.

Clasping the ring in his hand, Tanis followed Kit and Sturminto a
dank, slime-covered, marble hallway. Paintings hung in golden franes
upon marble walls. Tall, stained-glass windows let in a lurid, ghastly
light. The hallway m ght have been beautiful ante, but now even the
pai ntings on the walls appeared distorted, portraying horrifying

vi sions of death. Gradually, as the three wal ked, they becane aware of
a brilliant green light enmanating froze. a roomat the end of the
corridor.

They coul d feel a mal evol ence radiate fromthat green |ight, beating
upon their faces with the warnth of a perverted sun.

"The center of the evil;" Tanis said. Anger filled his heart, anger
grief, and a burning desire for revenge. He started to run forward, but
the green-tainted air seenmed to press upon him hol ding himback unti
each step was an effort.

Next to him Kitiara staggered. Tanis put his arm around her, though he
could barely find the strength to nove hinself. Kit's face was drenched
with sweat, the dark hair curled around her danp forehead. Her eyes
were wide with fear-the first time Tanis ever saw her afraid. Sturms
breath came in gasps as the knight struggled forward, wei ghted down by
hi s arnor.

At first, they seened to nake no progress at all. Then slowy, they
realized they were inching forward, draw ng nearer and nearer the
green-lit room Its bright light was now painful to their eyes, and
moverent exacted a terrible toll. Exhaustion clained them muscles
ached, |ungs burned.

Just as Tanis realized he could not take another step, he heard a voice
call his nanme. Lifting his aching head, he saw Laurana standing in
front of him her elven sword in her hand. The heavi ness seeningly had
no effect on her at all, for she ran to himwith a glad cry.

"Tant hal as! You're all right! |I've been waiting-"
She broke off, her eyes on the woman cl asped in Tanis's arm

"Who-" Laurana started to ask, then suddenly, sonehow she knew. This
was the human woman, Kitiara. The wonan
Tani s | oved. Laurana's face went white, then red.

"Laurana-" Tanis began, feeling confusion and guilt sweep over him



hati ng hinsel f for causing her pain.

"Tani s! Sturm ™ Kitiara cried, pointing.

Startled by the fear in her voice, all of themturned, staring down
the green-lit marble corridor.

"Drakus Tsaro, deghnyah!' Sturmintoned in Sol amic.

At the end of the corridor |ooned a gigantic green dragon

Hi s nane was Cyan Bl oodbane, and he was one of the |argest dragons on
Krynn. Only the G eat Red herself was |arger.

Snaki ng his head through a doorway, he blotted out the blinding green
light with his hul king body. Cyan snelled steel and human fl esh and
elven blood. He peered with fiery eyes at them

They coul d not nove. Overcome with the dragonfear, they could only
stand and stare as the dragon crashed through the doorway, shattering
the marble wall as easily as if it had been baked nud. H s nouth gapi ng
wi de, Cyan noved down the corridor

There was nothing they could do. Their weapons dangl ed from hands gone
nervel ess. Their thoughts were of death. But, even as the dragon
neared, a dark shadowy figure crept fromthe deeper shadows of an
unseen doorway and came to stand before them facing them

"Raistlin!'" :Sturmsaid quietly. "By all the gods, you will pay for
your brother's life!"

Forgetting the dragon, renenbering only Caranon's |ifel ess body, the
kni ght sprang toward the mage, his sword raised. Raistlin just stared
at himcoldly.

""Kill me, knight, and you doom yourself and the others to death, for
through nmy magic-and ny magic alone-will you be able to defeat Cyan
Bl oodbane! "

"Hol d, Stucco!'" Though his soul was Filled with | oathing, Tanis knew
the mage was right. He could feel Raistlin's power radiate & ough the
bl ack robes. "W need his help:"'

"No;' Sturm said, shaking his head and backi ng away as Raistlin neared
the group. "I said before-I will not rely on his protection. Not now.
Farewel |, Tanis"

Bef ore any of themcould strap him Sturm wal ked past Raistlin toward -
Cyan Bl oodbane.. The great dragon's head wove back and forth in eager
anticipation of this first challenge to his power since he had
conquered Siilvanesti .

Tanis clutched Raistlin. "Do sonething!"

"The knight is, in nmy way. Watever spell | cast will destroy himtoo:"
Rai stlin answer ed,

"Sturm " Tanis shouted, his voice echoing mournfully.

The kni ght hesitated. He was, |istening but not to Tanis's voice. \Wat
he heard was the -clear, clarion call of a trunpet, its music cold as,
the air fromthe snow-covered nountains of his honel and, Pure and

crisp, the trunpet call rose bravely above the darkness and dead and -



despair to pierce his heart.

Sturm answered the trunmpet's call with a glad battle cry. He raised his
sword-the sword of his father"” its antique blade twined with the

ki ngfi sher and the rose. Silver noonlight streanmi ng through a broken

wi ndow caught the sword in a pure-white radiance that shredded the

noxi ous green air.

Agai n the trunpet sounded, and again Sturm answered, but this time his
voi ce faltered, for the trunpet call he heard had changed tone. No
| onger sweet and pure, it was braying and harsh and shrill

No". thought Sturmin horror as he neared the dragon. Those were the
horns of the eneny! He had been lured into a trap! Around hi m now he
coul d see draconi an soldiers, creeping from behind the dragon, |aughing
cruelly at his gullibility.

Sturm stopped, gripping his sword in a hand that was sweating inside
its glove. The dragon | oonmed above him a creature undefeatabl e,
surrounded by masses of his troops, slavering and licking his jows
with his curled tongue

Fear knotted Sturm s stonach; his skin grew cold and clamry. The horn
call sounded a third time, terrible and evil. It was all over. It had
all been for nothing. Death, ignom nious defeat awaited him Despair
descendi ng, he | ooked around fearfully. Were was Tani s? He needed
Tani s, but he could not find him Desperately he repeated the code of
the knights, MY Honor !'s My Life, but the words sounded hol | ow and
meani ngless in his ears. He was not a knight. Wat did the Code nean to
hi n? He had been living a lie! Sturm s swordarm wavered, then dropped
his sword fell fromhis hand and he sank to his knees, shivering and
weeping like a child, hiding his head fromthe terror before him

Wth one swi pe of his shining talons, Cyan Bl oodbane ended Sturms
life, impaling the knight's body: upon a bl ood-stained cl aw.

Di sdai nfully, Cyan shook the wetched human to the floor while the
draconi ans swept shrieking toward the knight's still-1iving body,

i ntent upon hacking it to pieces.

But they found their way bl ocked. A bright figure, shining silver in
the noonlight, ran to the knight's body. Reaching down swiftly, Laurana
lifted Sturm's sword. Then, straightening, she faced the draconi ans.

"Touch himand you twill die;' she said through her tears.

"Laurana!" Tanis screamed and tried to run forward to help her. But
draconi ans sprang at him He slashed at them desperately, trying to
reach the el frmaid, Just when he had wan through, he heard Kitiara cal
his name. Whirling, he saw her being beaten back by four draconians.
The hal f-elf stopped in agony, hesitating, and at that nmonent Laurana
fell across Sturm s body, her own body pierced by draconi an swords.

"No! Laurana!" Tanis shouted. Starting to go to her, he heard Kitiara
cry out again. He stopped, turning. Clutching at his head, he stood
irresolute and hel pless, forced to watch as Kitiara fell beneath the

enemny.



The hal f-elf sobbed in frenzy, feeling hinmself begin to sink into
madness, longing for death to end this pain. He clutched the nmagic
sword of Kith-Kanan and rushed toward the dragon, his one thought to
kill and be kill ed.

But Raistlin blocked his path, stranding in front of the dragon |ike a
bl ack obeli sk.

Tanis fell to the floor, knowing his death was fixed. C asping the
smal|l golden ring firmy in his hand, he waited to die.

Then he heard the mage chanting strange and powerful words. He heard
the dragon roar in rage. The two were battling, but Tanis didn't care.
Wth eyes closed fast, he blotted out the sounds .around him blotted
out life. Only one thing renmained real. The golden ring he held tightly
in his hand.

Suddenly Tanis becane acutely conscious of the ring pressing into his
palm the metal was cool, its edges rough. He could feel the gol den
twisted ivy leaves bite into his flesh.

Tani s closed his hand, squeezing the ring. The gold bit into his flesh,
bit deeply. Pain . . . real pain .

| am dream ng

Tani s opened his eyes. Solinari's silver noonlight flooded the Tower,
mngled with the red beans of Lunitari. He was lying on a cold, nmarble
floor. H's hand was cl asped tightly, so tightly that pain had wakened
him Pain? The ring. The dreaml Renenbering the dream Tanis sat up in
terror and | ooked around. But the hall was enpty except for one other
person. Raistlin slunped against a wall, coughing.

The hal f-elf staggered to his feet and wal ked shakily toward Raistlin.
As he drew nearer, he could see blood on the nage's lips. The bl ood
gleaned red in Lunitari's light-as red as the robes that covered

Rai stlin's frail., shivering body.

The dream

Tani s opened his hand. It was enpty.

Chapter 11
The Dream ends. The N ghtmare begins.

The hal f-elf stared around the hallway. It was as enpty as his hand.
The bodies of his friends were gone. The dragon was gone. Wnd bl ew
through a shattered wall, fluttering Waistline's red robes about him
scattering dead aspen | eaves along the floor. The half-elf wal ked over
to Raistlin, catching the young mage in his arns as he col |l apsed.
"Where are they?" Tanis asked, shaking Raistlin. "Laurana? Sturn®? And
the others, your brother? Are they dead?" He glanced around. "And the
dragon-"

"The dragon is gone. The orb sent the dragon away when it realized it



could not defeat ne:" Pushing hinself from Tanis's grasp, Raistlin

st ood al one, huddl ed agai nst the marble wall. "It could not defeat ne
as | was. Achild could defeat nme now," he said bitterly. "As for the
ot hers"-he shrugged-"1 do not know' He turned his strange eyes on
Tanis. "You lived, half-elf, because your |ove was strong. | lived
because of ny ambition. We clung to reality in the nidst of the

ni ght mare. Who can say with the others?"

"Caranpn's alive, then;" Tanis said. "Because of his love. Wth his

| ast breath, he begged ne to spare your life. Tell nme, nage, was this
future you say we saw irreversibl e?"

"Way ask?" Raistlin said wearily. "Wuld you kill ne, Tanis? Now?"

"l don't know,' Tanis said softly, thinking of Caranmpon's dyi ng words.
" Per haps: "

Rai stlin smled bitterly. "Save your energy;" he said. "The future
changes as we stand here, else we are the gane pieces of the gods, not
their heirs, as we have been prom sed. But"the mage pushed hi nsel f away

fromthe wall-"this is far fromover. W nust find Lorac-and the dragon
orb:"
Rai stlin shuffled down the hall, |eaning heavily upon the Staff of

Magius, its crystal lighting the darkness now that the green |ight had
di ed.

Green light. Tanis stood in the hallway, lost in confusion, trying to
wake up, trying to separate the dreamfromrealityfor the dream seened
much nore real than any of this did now He stared at the shattered
wal | . Surely there had been a dragon? And a blinding green |light at the
end of the corridor? But the hallway was dark. Night had fallen. It had
been norni ng when they started. The nmobons had not been up, yet now they
were full. How many ni ghts had passed? How many days?

Then Tanis heard a boom ng voice at other end of the corridor, near the
door way.

"Raist!"

The mage stopped, his shoul der slunmped. Then he turned slowy. "M
brother," he whi spered.

Caranon- al i ve and apparently uninjured-stood in the doorway, outlined
agai nst the starry night. He stared at his twn.

Then Tanis heard Raistlin sigh softly.

"I amtired, Caramon:' The mage coughed, then drew a wheezi ng breath.
"And there is still much to be done before this nightmare is ended,
before the three noons set:' Raistlin extended his thin arm "I need
your hel p, brother:"

Tan is heard Caranon heave a shuddering sob. The big man ran into the
room his sword clanking at his thigh. Reaching his brother, he put his
arm around him

Rai stlin | eaned on Caranpn's strong arm Together, the tw ns wal ked



down the cold hallway and through the shattered wall toward the room
where Tanis had seen the green |light and the dragon. Hi s heart heavy
wi th foreboding, Tanis followed them

The three entered the audience roomof the Tower of the Stars. Tanis

| ooked at it curiously. He had heard of its beauty all his life. The
Tower of the Sun in Qualinost had been built in renenbrance of this
Tower-the Tower of the Stars. The two were alike, yet not alike. One
was filled with light, one filled with darkness. He stared around. The
Tower soared above himin marble spirals that shimered with a pearly
radi ance. It had been built to collect nmoonlight, as the Tower of the
Sun coll ected sunlight. Wndows carved into the Tower were faceted with
gens that caught and magnified the Iight of the two noons, Solinari and
Lunitari, nmaking red and silver noonbeans dance in the chanber. But now
the gens were broken. The moonlight that filtered in was distorted, the
silver turning to the pale white of a corpse, the red to bl ood.

Tani s, shivering, |ooked straight up to the top. In Qualinost, there
were rmurals on the ceiling, portraying the sun, the constellations, and
the two noons. But here there was nothing but a carved hole in the top
of the Tower. Through the hole, he could see only enpty bl ackness. The
stars did not shine. It was as if a perfectly round, black sphere had
appeared in the starry darkness. Before he could ponder what this
portended, he heard Raistlin speak softly, and he turned.

There, in the shadows at the front of the audi ence chanber was Al hana's
father, Lorac, the elfking.H s shrunken and cadaverous body al nost

di sappeared in a huge stone throne, fancifully carved with birds and
animals. It nmust once have been beautiful, but now the animals' heads
wer e skulls.

Lorac sat notionless, his head thrown back, his nmouth wide in a silent
scream Hi s hand rested upon a round crystal gl obe

"I's he alive?" Tanis asked in horror.
"Yes;' Raistlin answered, "undoubtedly to his sorrow
"What's wong wth hinP"

"He is living a nightrmare;' Raistlin answered, pointing to Lorac's
hand. "There is the dragon orb. Apparently he tried to take control of
it. He was not strong enough, so the orb seized control of him The orb
call ed Cyan Bl oodbane here to guard Silvanesti, and the dragon deci ded
to destroy it by whispering nightmares into Lorac's ear. Lorac's belief
in the nightmare was so strong, his enmpathy with his |and so great,

that the nightnmare becane reality. Thus, it was his dream we were
living when we entered. Hi s dream and our own. For we too came under

t he dragons control when we stepped into Silvanesti."

"You knew we faced this!" Tanis accused, grabbing Raistlin by the
shoul der and spi nning himaround. "You knew what we were wal ki ng into,
there on the shores of the river-"

"Tani s," Caranon said warningly, renoving the half-elf's hand. "Leave
hi m al one, "



"Perhaps." Raistlin said, rubbing his shoul der, his eyes narrow.
"Perhaps not. | need not reveal ny know edge or its source to you!"

Before he could reply, Tanis heard a noan. It sounded as if it cane
fromthe base of the throne. Casting Raistlin an angry gl ance, Tanis
turned quickly fromhimand stared into the shadows. Warily he
approached, his sword drawn.

"Al hana!" The el fnaid crouched at her father's feet, her head in his
| ap, weeping. She did not seemto hear Tanis. He went to her.

"Al hana," he said gently.
She | ooked up at himw thout recognition
"Al hana," he said again.

She blinked, then shuddered, and grabbed hold of his hand as if
clutching at reality.

"Hal f- El ven! ™ she whi spered
"How di d you get here? What happened?"

"I heard the nage say it was a dream " Al hana answered, shivering at
the nmenory, "and |-I refused to believe in the dream | woke, but only
to find the nightnmare was real! My beautiful land filled with horrors!”
She hid her face in her hands. Tanis knelt beside her and held her

cl ose

"I made nmy way here. It took-days. Through the nightmare." She gri pped
Tanis tightly. 'Wen | entered the Tower, the dragon caught ne. He
brought me here, to nmy father, thinking to make Lorac nurder nme. But
not even in his nightmare could ny father harmhis own child. So Cyan
tortured himw th visions-of what he would do to ne."

"And you? You saw them too?" Tanis whi spered, stroking the worman's
I ong, dark hair with a soothing hand.

After a nmonment, Al hana spoke. "It wasn't so bad. | knew it was nothing
but a dream But to ny poor father it was reality-" She began to sob.
The hal f-elf notioned to Caranpn. 'Take Al hana to a room where she can
lie dowmn. We'll do what we can for her father."

"I will be all right, ny brother;" Raistlin said in answer to Caranon's
| ook of concern. "Do as Tanis says."

"Conme, Al hana," Tanis urged her, hel ping her stand. She staggered with

weariness. "Is there a place you can rest? You'll need your strength."”
At first she started to argue, then she realized how weak she was.
"Take me to ny father's room" she said. "I'Il show you the way:"

Caranmon put his armaround her, and slowy they began to walk fromthe
chanber .

Tani s turned back to Lorac. Raistlin stood before the elfking. Tanis
heard the mage speaking softly to hinself.

"What is it" the half-elf said quietly. "Is he dead?"



"Who?" Raistlin started, blinking. He saw Tanis | ooking at Lorac. "Oh,
Lorac7 No, | do not believe so. Not yet:'

Tanis realized the nmage had been staring at the dragon orb

"I's the orb still in control?" Tanis asked nervously, his eyes on the
obj ect they had gone through so nuch to find

The dragon orb was a huge gl obe of crystal, at |east twentyfour inches
across. It sat upon a stand of gold that had been carved in hideous,

twi sted designs, mirroring the twisted, tornmented life of Silvanesti
Though the orb nust have been the source of the brilliant green |ight,
there was now only a faint, iridescent, pulsing glow at its heart.

Rai stlin's hands hovered over the gl obe, but, Tanis noted, he was
careful not to touch it as he chanted the spidery words of magic. A
faint aura of red began to surround the gl obe. Tanis backed away.

"Do not fear;" Raistlin whispered, watching as the aura died. "It is ny

spell. The globe is enchanted-still. Its magic has not died with the
passi ng of the dragon, as | thought possible. It is still in control
however: "

"Control of Lorac?"
"Control of itself. It has rel eased Lorac:'
"Did you do this?" Tanis murnmured. "Did you defeat it?"

"The orb is not defeated!" Raistlin said sharply. '"Wth help, | was
abl e to defeat the dragon. Realizing Cyan Bl oodbane was | osing, the orb

sent himaway. It let go of Lorac because it could no | onger use him
But the orb is still very powerful:'

"Raistlin, tell ne-"

"I have no nore to say Tanis :' The young mage coughed. "I rmust
conserve ny energy:"

Whose hel p had Raistlin received? Wiat el se did he know of this orb?
Tani s opened his nouth to pursue the subject, then he saw Raistlin's
gol den eyes flicker. The half-elf fell silent.

"We can free Lorac now,' Raistlin added. Walking to the elf king, he
gently renmoved Lorac's hand fromthe dragon orb, then put his slender
fingers to Lorac's neck. "He lives. For the tine being. The lifebeat is
weak. You may cone cl oser:”

But Tanis, his eyes on the dragon orb, held back. Raistlin glanced at
the hal f-elf, amused, then beckoned.

Rel uctantly, Tanis approached. "Tell ne one nore thingcan the orb still
be of use to us?"

For | ong norments, Raistlin was silent. Then, faintly, he replied. "Yes,
if we dare:

Lorac drew a shivering breath, then screaned-a thin, wailing scream



horrible to hear. His hands-little nore than |aving skeletal claws-
twisted and withed. Hs eyes were tightly closed. In vain, Tanis tried
to calmhim Lorac screanmed until he was out of breath, and then he
screaned silently.

"Father!" Tanis heard Al hana cry. She reappeared in the doorway of the
audi ence chanber and pushed Cararnon aside. Running to her father, she
grasped his bony hand in hers. Kissing his hands, she wept, pleading
for himto be silent.

"Rest, Father;" she repeated over and over. "The nightnmare is ended.
The dragon is gone. You can sleep, Father!"

But the man's screan ng conti nued.

"I'n the nane of the gods!" Caranon said as he came up to them his face
pale. "I can't take nuch of this:"

"Father!" Al hana pleaded, calling to himagain and again. Sl owy her
bel oved voice penetrated the twi sted dreans that |ingered on in Lorac's
tortured mnd. SlowWy his screans died to little nore than horrified
whi npers. Then, as if fearing what he mi ght see, he opened his eyes.

"Al hana, nmy child. Alive!" He lifted a shaking hand to touch her cheek.

"It cannot be! | saw you die, Alhana. | saw you die a hundred tines,
each tine nore horrifying than the last. He killed you, Al hana. He
wanted nme to kill you. But | could not. Though |I know not why, as |

have killed so many:" Then he caught sight of Tanis. His eyes flared
open, shining with hatred

"You!" Lorac snarled, rising fromhis chair, his gnarled hands
clutching the sides of the throne. "You, half-elf! I killed you-or
tried to. | nmust protect Silvanesti! | killed you! | killed those with
you: " Then his eyes went to Raistlin. The | ook of hatred was repl aced
by one of fear. Trenbling, he shrank away fromthe mage. "But you, you
I could not kill!"

Lorac's | ook of terror changed to confusion. "No;" he cried. "You are
not he! Your robes are not black! Who are you?" His eyes went back to
Tanis. "And you? You are not a threat? Wat have | done?" He npaned.
"Don't, Father;" Al hana pleaded, soothing him stroking his fevered
face. "You nmust rest now. The nightmare is ended. Silvanesti is safe:’
Caranon |lifted Lorac in his strong arnms and carried himto his
chanbers. Al hana wal ked next to him her father's hand held fast in her
own.

Saf e, Tanis thought, glancing out the windows at the tornmented trees.
Al 't hough the undead el ven warriors no |onger stal ked the woods, the

tortured shapes Lorac had created in his nightmare still lived. The
trees, contorted in agony, still wept blood. W will |ive here now?
Tani s wondered sadly. The elves will not return. Evil things will enter
this dark forest and Lorac's nightnmare will becone reality.

Thi nki ng of the nightmarish forest, Tanis suddenly wondered where his
other friends were. Were they all right? Wiat if they had believed the
ni ghtmare-as Raistlin said? Wuld they have truly died? Hs heart

si nking, he knew he woul d have to go back into that denmented forest and



search for them

Just as the half-elf began to try and force his weary body to action
his friends entered the Tower room

"I killed himi" Tika cried, catching sight of Tanis. Her eyes were w de
with grief and terror. "No! Don't touch ne, Tanis. You don't know what
I've done. | killed Flint! | didn't nmean to, Tanis, | swear!”

As Caranon entered the room Tika turned to him sobbing. "I killed
Flint, Caranpn. Don't cone near ne!"

"Hush;" Caranon said, gently enfolding her in his big arms. "It was a
dream Tika. That's what Rai st says. The dwarf was never here. Shhh:'
Stroking Tika's red curls, he kissed her. Tika clung to him Caranon
clung to her, each finding confort with the other. Gradually Tika's
sobs | essened

"My friend;" Gol dnmoon said, reaching out to enbrace Tanis.

Seeing the grave, sonber expression on her face, the half-elf held her
tightly, glancing questioningly at River-w nd. .Wat had each of them
dreaned? But the Plainsman only shook his head, his own face pal e and
gri eved.

Then it occurred to Tanis that each must have lived through his or her
own dream and he suddenly renmenbered Kitiara! How real she had been!

And Laurana, dying. Closing his eyes, Tanis laid his head agai nst

ol dnoon's. He felt Riverwind' s strong arns surround them both. Their

| ove bl essed him The horror of the dream began to recede.

And then Tanis had a terrifying thought. Lorac's dream becane reality!
Wul d theirs?

Behind him Tanis heard Raistlin begin to cough. dutching his chest,
the mage sank down onto the steps leading up to Lorac's throne. Tanis
saw Caranon, still holding Tika, glance at his brother in concern. But
Rai stlin ignored his brother. Gathering his robes around him the nmage
lay down on the cold floor and cl osed his eyes in exhaustion.

Si ghing, Caranon pressed Tika closer. Tanis watched her snmall shadow
becone part of Caranon's |arger one as they stood together, their

bodi es outlined in the distorted silver and red beans of the fractured
nmoonl i ght .

We all must sleep, Tanis thought, feeling his own ewes burn. Yet how
can we? How can we ever sleep again?

Chapter 12
Vi sions shared the death of Lorac.

Yet finally they slept. Huddled on the stone floor of the Tower of the
Stars, they kept as near each other as possible. Wile, as they slept,
others in lands cold and hostile, lands far from Silvanesti, wakened.
Laurana woke first. Starting up froma deep sleep with a cry, at first
she had no i dea where she was. She spoke one word, "Silvanesti!"



Flint, trenbling, woke to find that his fingers still moved, the pains
in his legs were no worse than usual

Sturm woke in panic. Shaking with terror, for |ong noments he could
only crouch beneath his blankets, shuddering. Then he heard sonething
outside his tent. Starting up, hand on his sword, he crept forward and
t hrew open the tent fl ap.

"Ch!" Laurana gasped at the sight of his haggard face.

"I"'msorry;" Sturmsaid. "I didn't nmean-" Then he saw she was shaki ng
so she could scarcely hold her candle. "Wat is it?"" he asked
al arned, drawi ng her out of the cold.

"1-1 know this sounds silly;' Laurana said, flushing, "but | had the
nmost frightening dreamand | couldn't sleep:”

Shivering, she allowed Sturmto | ead her inside the tent. The flanme of
her candl e cast | eaping shadows around the tent. Sturm afraid she
m ght drop it, took it from her.

"I didn't nean to wake you, but | heard you call out. And ny dream was
so real! You were init-l saw you-"

"What is Silvanesti like?" Sturminterrupted abruptly.

Laurana stared at him "But that's where | dreamed we were! Wy did you
ask? Unless . . . you dreanmed of Silvanesti, too!"

Sturm wrapped his cloak around him nodding. "I-" he began, then heard
anot her noise outside the tent. This tine, he just opened the tent
flap. "Conme in, Flint;' he said wearily.

The dwarf stunped inside, his face flushed. He seened enbarrassed to
find Laurana there, however, and stanmered and stanped until Laurana
smled at him

"W know,' she said. "You had a dream Silvanesti?"

Flint coughed, clearing his throat and wiping his face with his hand.
"Apparently I'mnot the only one?" he asked, staring narrowy at the

other two from beneath his bushy eyebrows. "I suppose you-you want ne
to tell you what | dreaned?"

"No!'" Sturmsaid hurriedly, his face pale. "No, | do not want to talk
about it-ever!”

"Nor |;' Laurana said softly.

Hesitantly, Flint patted her shoulder. "I'mglad;" he said gruffly. "
couldn't talk about mne either. | just wanted to see if it was a
dream It seened so real | expected to find you both-"

The dwarf stopped. There was a rustling sound outside, then Tassl ehoff
burst excitedly through the tent flag.

"Did | hear you tal king about a drean? | newer dreamat |east not that



| remenber. Kender don't, nuch. Oh, | suppose we do. Even ani mals
dream but-" He caught Flint's eve and canme hurriedly back to the
original subject. "Well! f had the nost fantastic dream Trees crying
bl ood. Horrible dead el ves going around killing people! Raistlin
wearing bl ack robes! It was the nost incredible thing! And you were
there, Sturm Laurana and Flint. And everyone died! Well, al npst
everyone. Raistlin didn't. And there was a green dragon-'

Tassl ehof f stopped. What was wong with his friends? Their faces were
deathly pale, their eyes wi de. "G green dragon;' he stammered.
"Raistlin, dressed in black. Did | nmention that? Quite beconing,
actually. Red always makes himl ook kind of jaundiced, if you know what
I mean. You don't. Well, | g-guess I'll go back to bed. If you don't
want to hear anynore?" He | ooked around hopefully. No one answer ed.
"Well, g-night;" he munbl ed. Backing out of the tent precipitously, he
returned to his bed, shaking his head, puzzled. Wit was the matter
with everyone? It was only a dream

For long nmonents, no one spoke. Then Flint sighed.
"l don't mnd having a nightmare;" the dwarf said dourly. "But | object
to sharing it with a kender. How do you suppose we all canme to have the
sane drean? And what does it mean?"

"A strange |l and- Silvanesti;" Laurana said. Taking her candle, she
started to | eave. Then she | ooked back. "Do you-do you think it was
real? Did they die, as we saw?" WAs Tanis with that human wonman? she
t hought, but didn't ask al oud.

"We're here;" said Sturm "W didn't die. We can only trust the others
didn't either. And-" he paused-"this seems funny, but sonehow | know
they're all right:’

Laurana | ooked at the knight intently for a nmoment, saw his grave face
calmafter the initial shock and horror had worn off. She felt herself
rel ax. Reaching out, she took Sturmis strong |ean hand in her own and

pressed it silently. Then she turned and left, slipping back into the

starlit night.

The dwarf rose to his feet. "Well, so nuch for sleep. I'lIl take ny turn
at watch now '

“I'"Il join you;" said Sturm standing and buckling on his swordbelt.
"l suppose we'll never know,' Flint said, "why or how we all dreaned
t he sane dream”

"l suppose not;' Sturm agreed.

The dwarf wal ked out of the tent. Sturmstarted to follow, then stopped
as his eyes caught a glinpse of light. Thinking perhaps that a bit of

wi ck had fallen fromLaurana's candl e, he bent down to put it out, only
to find instead that the jewel Al hana had given himhad slipped from
his belt and lay upon the ground. Picking it up, he noticed it was
gleaming with its own inner |ight, sonething he'd never seen it do

bef ore.

"1 suppose not;" Sturmrepeated thoughtfully, turning the jewel over



and over in his hand.

Mor ni ng dawned in Silvanesti for the first time in many | ong,
horrifying nonths. But only one saw it. Lorac, watching fromhis
bedchanmber wi ndow, saw the sun rise above the glistening aspens. The
others, worn out, slept soundly.

Al hana had not left her father's side all night. But exhaustion had
overwhel med her, and she fell asleep sitting in her chair. Lorac saw
the pale sunlight light |eer face. Her long black hair fell across her
face like cracks in white marble. Her skin was torn by thorns, caked
with dried blood. He saw beauty, but that beauty was marred by
arrogance. She was the epitone of her people. Turning back, he | ooked
outside into Silvanesti, but found no confort there. A green, noxious
m st still hung over Silvanesti, as though the ground itself was
rotting.

"This is my doing;" he said to himself, his eyes lingering on the
twisted, tortured trees, the pitiful m sshapen beasts that roamed the
| and, seeking an end to their tornent.

For over four hundred years, Lorac had lived in this | and. He had
wat ched it take shape and fl ower beneath his hands and the hands of his
peopl e.

There had been tinmes of trouble, too. Lorac was one of the few stil
living on Krynn to renmenber the Cataclysm But the Silvanesti elves had
survived it far better than others in the world-being estranged from
other races. They knew why the ancient gods |left Krynn-they saw the
evil in humanki ndal t hough they could not explain why the elven clerics
vani shed as wel | .

The elves of Silvanesti heard, of course, via the winds and birds and
ot her nysterious ways, of the sufferings of their cousins, the
Qualinesti, following the Cataclysm And, though grieved at the tales
of rapine and murder, the Silvanesti asked thensel ves what could one
expect, living among humans? They withdrew into their forest,
renouncing the outside world and caring little that the outside world
renounced them

Thus Lorac had found it inpossible to understand this new evil sweeping
out of the north, threatening his honeland. Wiy shoul d they bother the
Silvanesti? He met with the Dragon Highl ords, explaining to themthat
the Silvanesti would give themno trouble. The elves believed everyone
had the right to live upon Krynn, each in his own unique fashion, evi
and good. He talked and they listened and, at first, all seened well.
Then the day cane when Lorac realized he had been decei ved-the day the
skies erupted w th dragons.

The elves were not, after all, caught unprepared. Lorac had lived too
long for that. Ships waited to take the people to safety. Lorac ordered
themto depart under his daughter's command. Then, when he was al one

he descended to the chanbers beneath the Tower of the Stars where he
had secreted the dragon orb.

Only his daughter and the |long-lost elven clerics knew of the orb's
exi stence. Al others in the world believed it destroyed in the



Cataclysm Lorac sat beside it, staring at it for |ong days. He
recall ed the warnings of the H gh Mages, bringing to m nd everything he
coul d remenber about the orb. Finally, though fully aware that he had
no i dea how it worked, Lorac decided he had to use it to try and save
his | and.

He renenbered the globe vividly, renenbered it burning with a swirling,
fascinating green light that pul sed and strengthened as he | ooked at
it. And he renenbered knowi ng, alnost fromthe first seconds he had
rested his fingers on the gl obe, that he had nade a terrible m stake
He had neither the strength nor the control to comand the nmagic. But
by then, it was too late. The orb had captured himand held him
enthralled, and it had been the npost hideous part of his nightmare to
be constantly reninded that he was dreaning, yet unable to break free
And now t he nightmare had become waking reality. Lorac bowed his head,
tasting bitter tears in his nouth. Then he felt gentle hands upon his
shoul ders.

"Father, | cannot bear to see you weep. Cone away fromthe w ndow. Cone
to bed. The land will be beautiful once nore in tine. You will help to
shape it-"

But Al hana could not | ook out the w ndow wi thout a shudder. Lorac felt
her trenble and he sniled sadly.

"Wl our people return, Al hana?" He stared out into the green that was
not the vibrant green of life but that of death and decay.

"OfF course;' Al hana said quickly.

Lorac patted her hand. "Alie, mnmy child? Since when have the elves lied
to each other?"

"1 think perhaps we may have always |lied to ourselves;' Al hana

mur mur ed, recalling what she had | earned of Gol dnmoon's teaching. "The
anci ent gods di d not abandon Krynn, Father. A cleric of M shakal the
Heal er traveled with us and told us of what she had learned. -1 did
not want to believe, Father. | was jealous. She is a human, after all
and why shoul d the gods cone to the humans with this hope? But | see
now, the gods are wise. They came to humans because we elves. woul d not
accept them Through our grief, living in this place of desolation, we
will learn-as you and | have | earned-that we can no longer live within
the world and live apart fromthe world. The elves will work to rebuild
not only this land, but all lands ravaged by the evil:'

Lorac listened. Hi s eyes turned fromthe tortured | andscape to his
daughter's face, pale and radiant as the silver noon, and he reached
out his hand to touch her.

"You wi Il bring them back? Qur peopl e?"

"Yes, Father;" she prom sed, taking his cold, fleshless hand in her own
and holding it fast. "W will work and toil. W will ask forgiveness of
the gods. W will go out anong the peoples of Krynn and-" Tears fl ooded
her eyes and choked her voice, for she saw Lorac could no | onger hear
her. H s eyes di med, and he began to sink back in the chair.



"I give nyself to the land;' he whispered. "Bury ny body in the soil
daughter. As ny life brought this curse upon it, so, perhaps, mnmy death
will bring its blessing:'

Lorac's hand slipped fromhis daughter's grasp. His lifeless eyes
stared out into the tormented | and of Silvanesti. But the | ook of
horror on his face faded away, leaving it filled wi th peace

And Al hana could not grieve
That ni ght, the conpanions prepared to | eave Silvanesti.

They were to travel under the cover of darkness for much of their
journey north, since by now they knew the dragonarmi es controlled the
| ands they nust pass through. They had no maps to guide them They
feared trusting ancient maps anynore, after their experience with the
| andl ocked seaport city Tarsis. But the only maps that could be found
in Silvanesti dated back thousands of years. The conpani ons decided to
travel north from Silvanesti blindly, with sone hope of discovering a
seaport where they could find passage to Sancri st.

They traveled lightly, so they could travel swiftly. Besides, there was
little to take; the elves had stripped their country bare of food and
supplies when they left.

The mage t ook possession of the dragon orb-a charge no one disputed
him Tanis at first despaired of how they could carry the massive
crystal with themit was nearly two feet in dianmeter and
extraordinarily heavy. But the evening before they left, Al hana cane to
Rai stlin, a small sack in her hand.

"My father carried the orb in this sack. | always thought it odd,
considering the orb's size, but he said the sack was given to himin
the Tower of Hi gh Sorcery. Perhaps this will help you:'

The mage reached out his thin hand to grasp it eagerly.

"Jistrah tagopar Ast noirparann Kini," he murnured and watched in
satisfaction as the nondescript bag began to glow with a pal e pink
I'ight.

"Yes, it is enchanted;" he whi spered. Then he lifted his gaze to
Caranon. "Go and bring nme the orb:"

Caranmon's eyes opened wide in horror. "Not for any treasure in this
worl d!'" the big man said with an oath.

"Bring ne the orb!" Raistlin ordered, staring angrily at his brother,
who still shook his head.

"Ch, don't be a fool, Caranpn!" Raistlin snapped in exasperation. "The
orb cannot hurt those who do not attenpt to use it. Believe ne, ny dear
brother, you do not have the power to control a cockroach, |et alone a
dragon orb!"

"But it might trap ne;' Caranon protested



"Bah! It seeks those with-" Raistlin stopped suddenly.

"Yes?" Tanis said quietly. "Go on. Who does it seek?"
"People with intelligence;" Raistlin snarled. "Therefore | believe the
menbers of this party are safe. Bring ne the orb, Caranon, or perhaps
you want to carry it yourself? O you, Half-EIf? O you, cleric of

M shakal ?"

Caranmon gl anced unconfortably at Tanis, and the half-elf realized that
the big man was seeking his approval. It was an odd nove for the twn,
who had al ways done what Raistlin conmanded w t hout questi on.

Tani s saw that he wasn't the only one who noticed Caranpbn's nute
appeal. Raistlin's eyes glittered in rage

Now nore than ever, Tanis felt wary of the mage, distrusting Raistlin's
strange and growing power. It's illogical, he argued with hinself. A
reaction to a nightmare, nothing mare. But that didn't solve his

probl em What shoul d he do about the dragon orb? Actually, he realized
ruefully, he had little choice.

"Raistlin's the only one with the knowl edge and the skill and-let's
face it-the guts to handle that thing;" Tanis said grudgingly. "I say
he should take it, unless one of you wants the responsibility?"

No one spoke, though Riverw nd shook his head, frowning darkly. Tanis
knew the Pl ai nsman woul d | eave the orb-and Raistlin as well-here in
Silvanesti if he had the choice.

"Go ahead, Caranon;' Tanis said. "You're the only one strong enough to
lift it:"

Rel uctantly, Caranmon went to fetch the orb fromits golden stand. H s
hands shook as he reached out to touch it, but, when he laid his hands
upon it, nothing happened. The gl obe did not change in appearance.
Sighing inrelief, Caranmon lifted the orb, grunting fromthe weight,
and carried it back to his brother, who held the sack open.

"Drop it in the bag;' Raistlin ordered
"What ?" Caranon's jaw sagged as he stared from the giant orb to the
smal|l bag in the mage's frail hands. "I can't, Raist! It won't fit in

there! It'll smash!"

The big man fell silent as Raistlin's eyes flared golden in the dying
l'ight of day.

"No! Caranmon, wait!" Tanis | eaped forward, but this tine Caranon did as
Rai stlin comanded. Slowy, his eyes :held fast by his brother's

i ntense gaze, Caranon dropped the dragon orb.

The orb vani shed!

"What ? Where-" Tanis glared at Raistlin suspiciously.

"I'n the sack;' the nage replied calmy, holding forth the small bag.
"See for yourself, if you do not trust me:’



Tani s peered into the bag. The orb was inside and it was the true
dragon orb, all right. He had no doubt. He could see the swirling nist
of green, as though sonme faint life stirred within. It nust have
shrunk, he thought in awe, but the orb appeared to be the sane size as
al ways, giving Tanis the fearful inpression that it was he who had
grown.

Shuddering, Tanis stepped back. Raistlin gave the drawstring on the top
of the bag a quick jerk, snapping it shut. Then, glancing at them
distrustfully, he slipped the bag within his robes, secreting it in one
of his nunerous hi dden pockets, and began to turn away. But Tanis
stopped him

"Thi ngs can never again be the sanme between us, can they?" the half-elf
asked quietly.

Rai stlin | ooked at himfor a noment, and Tanis saw a brief flicker of
regret in the young nage's eyes, a longing for trust and friendship and
a return to the days of youth.

"No;" Raistlin whispered. "But such was the price | paid:" He began to
cough.

"Price? To whon®? For what ?"

"Do not question, Half-ElIf:" The mage's thin shoulders bent with
coughi ng. Caramon put his strong arm around his brother and Raistlin
| eaned weakly against his twin. When he recovered fromthe spasm he
lifted his golden eyes. "I cannot tell you the answer, Tanis, because
do not know it mnyself:'

Then, bowi ng his head, he let Caranmon | ead himaway to |
find what rest he could before their journey.

"I wish you would reconsider and | et us assist you in the funeral rites
for your father;" Tanis said to Al hana as she stood in the door of the
Tower of the Stars to bid themfarewell. "A day will not make a
difference to us:"

"Yes, let us;' Goldnoon entreated earnestly. "I know nuch about this
fromour people, for our burial custons are simlar to yours, if Tanis
has told me correctly. | was priestess in nmy tribe, and | presided over
the wrapping of the body in the spiced cloths that will preserve it-"
"No, ny friends;" Alhana said firmy, her face pale. "It was ny
father's wish that 1-1 do this al one:"

This was not quite true, but Al hana knew how shocked these peopl e woul d
be at the sight of her father's body being consigned to the ground-a
custom practiced only by goblins and other evil creatures. The thought
appal l ed her. Involuntarily her gaze was drawn to the tortured and
twisted tree that was to mark his grave, standing over it |ike some
fearful carrion bird. Quickly she | ooked away, her voice faltered.

"Hs tonb is-is long prepared and | have sonme experience of these
things nyself. Do not worry about ne, please:’

Tani s saw the agony in her face, but he could not refuse to honor her
request.



"We understand;' Gol dnoon said. Then, on inpul se, the Que-shu

Pl ai nswoman put her arnms around the elven princess and held her as she
m ght have held a |l ost and frightened child. Al hana stiffened at first,
then relaxed in Gol dnoon's conpassi onate enbrace.

"Be at peace;' Col dnoon whi spered, stroking back Al hana's dark hair
fromher face. Then the Pl ai nswoman | eft.

"After you bury your father, what then?" Tanis asked as he and Al hana
stood al one together on the steps of the Tower.

"I will return to ny people;' Al hana replied gravely. "The griffons
will come to nme, nowthat the evil in this land is gone, and they will
take me to Ergoth. W will do what we can to help defeat this evil,
then we will come hone:"

Tani s gl anced around Silvanesti. Horrifying as it was in the daytine,
its terrors at night were beyond description.

"1 know," Al hana said in answer to his unspoken thoughts. "This will be
our penance."

Tani s raised his eyebrows skeptically, knowing the fight she had ahead
of her to get her people to return. Then he saw the conviction on
Al hana's face. He gave her even odds.

Smi ling, he changed the subject. "And will you find tine to go to
Sancri st?" he asked. "The knights would be honored by your presence.
Particularly one of them'

Al hana's pal e face flushed. "Perhaps;" she said, barely speaking above

a whisper. "I cannot say yet. | have |l earned many things about nyself.
But it will take me a long line to nake these things a part of ne:' She
shook her head, sighing. "It may be | can never truly be confortable
with them'

"Li ke learning to | ove a human?"

Al hana |ifted her head, her clear eyes |ooked into Tanis's.
"Wul d he be happy, Tanis? Away from his honel and, for |

must return to Silvanesti? And could | be happy, know ng that
I must watch himage and die while | amstill in ny youth?"

"I asked nyself these sane questions, Al hana," Tanis said,
thinking with pain of the decision he had reached concerning
Kitiara. "If we deny love that is given to us, if we refuse to give
| ove because we fear the pain of loss, then our lives will be
enpty, our |loss greater:"

I wondered, when first we met, why these people follow
you, Tanis Half-Elven," Al hana said softly. "Now I understand.

I will consider your words. Farewell, until your life's journey's
end: "
"Farewel I, Al hana;' Tanis answered, taking the hand she

extended to him He could find nothing nore to say, and so
turned and | eft her.



But he could not help wondering, as he did, that if he was so
dam wi se, why was his life in such a ness?

Tani s joined the conpanions at the edge of the forest. For a
monent they stood there, reluctant to enter the woods of
Sil vanesti. Although they knew the evil was gone, the thought f
of traveling for days amobng the twisted, tortured forest was a
sonber one. But they had no choice. Already they felt the sense
of urgency that had driven themthis far. Tine was sifting
through the hourglass, and they knew they could not |et the sands run
out, although they had no idea why.

"Conme, ny brother;' said Raistlin finally. The nage led the way into
t he woods, the Staff of Magius shedding its pale |light as he wal ked.
Caranon followed, with a sigh. One by one the others trailed after.
Tanis alone turned to | ook back. They would not see the nmoons tonight.
The | and was covered with a heavy darkness as if it too nmourned Lorac's
deat h.

Al hana stood in the doorway to the Tower of the Stars, her body franed
by the Tower, which glinmered in the |ight of

nmoonrays captured ages ago. Only Al hana's face was visible in the
shadows, |ike the ghost of the silver nobon. Tanis caught a glinpse of
movenent. She raised her hand and there was a brief, clear flash of
pure white light-the Starjewel. And then she was gone.

Book 2

The story of the conmpanions' journey to Ice Wall Castle and their
defeat of the evil Dragon Highlord, Feal -thas, becane | egend anong the
I ce Barbarians who inhabit that desolate land. It is still told by the
village cleric on long wi nter nights when heroic deeds are renmenbered
and songs are sung.

SONG OF THE | CE REAVER

I amthe one who brought them back. | am Raggart | amtelling you this.
Snow upon snow cancel s the signals of ice Over the snow the sun bl eeds
whiteness In cold Iight forever unbearable. And if | do not tell you
this The snow descends on the deeds of heroes And their strength in nmy
singing Lies down in a core of frost rising no nore No nore as the | ost
breath crunbl es.

Seven they were fromthe hot [ands (I amthe one who brought them back)
Four swordsmen sworn in the North The el f -woman Laurana The dwarf from
the fl oes of stone The kender snall-boned as a hawk. Riding three

bl ades they cane to the tunnel To the throat of the only castle.

Down anong Thanoi the ol d guardi ans Where their swordsnen carved hot
air Finding tendon finding bone As the tunnels nelted red. Down upon

m not aur upon ice bear And the swords whistled again Bright on the
corner of madness The tunnel knee-high in arns In claws in unspeakabl e
things As the swordsmen descended Bright steam freezing behind them
Then to the chanbers at the castle heart \Where Feal -thas awaited | ord
of dragons and wolves Arnored in white that is nothing That covers the
ice as the sun bl eeds whiteness. And he called on the wol ves the baby-
steal ers Who suckled on murder in the lairs of ancestors. Around the
heroes a circle of knives of craving As the wolves stalked in their
master's eye.

And Aran the first to break the circle Hot wind at the throat of Feal -



t has Brought down and unraveled In the reel of the hunt perfected.
Brian the next when the sword of the wolf lord Sent him seeking the
wane | ands. All stood frozen in the wheel of razors Al stood frozen
except for Laurana. Blind in a hot Iight flashing the crown of the mnd
Where death nelts in a diving sun She takes up the |Ice Reaver And over
the boil of wolves over the slaughter Bearing a blade of ice bearing
dar kness She opened the throat of the wolf lord And the wolves fel
silent as the head coll apsed.

The rest is short in the telling. Destroying the eggs the violent get

of the dragons A tunnel of scales and ordure Followed into the terrible
| arder Followed further followed to treasure. There the orb danced bl ue
danced white Swelled like a heart in its endl ess beating (They let me
hold it | brought them back). Qut fromthe tunnel blood on bl ood under
the ice Bearing their own incredible burden The young kni ghts silent
and tattered They cane five now only The kender |ast small pockets
bulging. | am Raggart | amtelling you this. | amthe one who brought

t hem back.

The flight fromlce Hall.

The ol d dwarf lay dying.

His |inbs would no | onger support him H's bowels and stonach tw sted
together |ike snakes. Waves of nausea broke over him He could not even
raise his head fromhis bunk. He stared above himat an oil |anp

swi nging slowy overhead. The lanp's |ight seemed to be getting di mer.
This is it, thought the dwarf. The end. The darkness is creeping over
ny eyes ....

He heard a noise near him a creaking of wooden planks as if soneone
were very quietly stealing up on him Feebly, Flint nmanaged to turn his
head.

"Who is it?" he croaked

"Tassl ehof f," whispered a solicitous voice. Flint sighed and reached
out a gnarled hand. Tas's hand cl osed over his own.

"Ah, lad. I"'mglad you've cone intime to say farewell;" said the dwarf
weakly. "I'mdying, lad. 1'mgoing to Reorx-'

"What ?" asked Tas, |eaning closer.

"Reorx;" repeated the dwarf irritably. "I'mgoing to the arms of
Reor x: "

"No, we're not;' said Tas. "W're going to Sancrist. Unless you re nean
aninn. 1'll ask Sturm The Reorx Arns. Hmm "

"Reorx, the God of the Dwarves, you doorknob!" Flint roared

"Ch;" said Tas after a nonent. "That Reorx:

"Listen, lad;" Flint said more calmy, determined to | eave no hard
feelings behind. "I want you to have ny helm The one you brought nme in
Xak Tsaroth, with the griffon's mane:"

"Do you really?" Tas asked, inpressed. "That's awfully nice of you,
Flint, but what will you do for a hel n?"

"Ah, lad, | won't need a hel mwhere |I'm going:"'

"You might in Sancrist," Tas said dubiously. "Derek thinks the Dragon
Hi ghl ords are preparing to launch a full -scaled attack, and I think a
hel m coul d conme in handy-"

"I"'mnot tal king about Sancrist!" Flint snarled, struggling to sit up
"I won't need a hel mbecause |'m dying!"

"I nearly died once;" Tas said solemly. Setting a steam ng bow on a
table, he settled back confortably in a chair to relate his story. "It
was that tinme in Tarsis when the dragon knocked the building down on



top of me. Elistan said | was nearly a goner. Actually those weren't
his exact words, but he said it was only through the inter

interces . . . oh well, intersomething-or-other of the gods that I'm
here today."

Flint gave a mighty groan and fell back linmply on his bunk. "Is it too
much to ask;' he said to the | anp sw nging above his head, "that | be
allowed to die in peace? Not surrounded by kenders!" This |ast was
practically a shriek.

"Ch, cone now. You're not dying, you know,' Tas said. "You're only
seasi ck:

"I"'mdying;' the dwarf said stubbornly. "I've been infected with a
serious di sease and now |'m dyi ng. And on your heads be it. You dragged
me onto this confounded boat -"

"Ship;" interrupted Tas.

"Boat!" repeated Flint furiously. "You dragged ne onto this confounded
boat, then left me to perish of sone terrible disease in a rat-infested
bedr oom "

"We could have left you back in Ice Wall, you know, with the walrus-men
and-" Tassl ehof f st opped.

Flint was once again struggling to sit up, but this tine there was a
wild ook in his eyes. The kender rose to his feet and began edging his
way toward the door. "Uh, | guess | better be going. | just cane down
here to-uh-see if you wanted anything to eat. The ship's cook nade
sonet hing he calls green pea soup

Laurana, huddl ed out of the wind on the foredeck, started as she heard
the nost frightful roaring sound conme from bel ow decks, followed by the
cracki ng of smashed crockery. She glanced at Sturm who was standing
near her. The knight sm | ed.

"Flint;" he said.

"Yes;' Laurana said, worried. "Perhaps |I shoul d-'

She was interrupted by the appearance of Tassl ehoff dripping with green
pea soup.

"I think Flint's feeling better;" Tasslehoff said solemly. "But he's
not quite ready to eat anything yet:

The journey fromlce Wall had been swift. Their snmall ship fairly flew
through the sea waters, carried north by the currents and the strong,
cold prevailing w nds.

The conpanions had traveled to Ice Wall where, according to Tassl ehoff,
a dragon orb was kept in lce Wall Castle. They found the orb and
defeated its evil guardi an, Feal -thas-a powerful Dragonlord. Escaping
the destruction of the castle with the help of the Ice Barbarians, they
were now on a ship bound for Sancrist. Although the precious dragon orb
was stowed safely in a chest bel ow decks, the horrors of their journey
to lce Wall still tornented their dreanms at night.

But the nightmares of Ice Wall were nothing conpared to that strange
and vivid dream they had experienced well over a nmonth ago. None of
themreferred to it, but Laurana occasionally saw a | ook of fear and

| onel i ness-unusual to Sturmthat nmade her think he mght be recalling
the dream as wel | .

O her than that the party was in good spirits-except the dwarf, who had
been haul ed on the ship bodily and was pronptly seasick. The journey to
Ice Wall had been an undoubted victory. Along with the dragon orb, they
carried away with themthe broken shaft of an ancient weapon, believed
to be a dragonlance. And they carried sonething nore inportant, though
they did not realize it at the tinme they found

The conpani ons, acconpani ed by Derek Crownguard and the other two young
kni ghts who had joined themat Tarsis, had been searching Ice Wl



castle for the dragon orb. The search had not gone well. Time and again
they had fought off the evil walrus-nmen, w nter wolves, and bears. The
conpani ons began to think they may have cone here for nothing, but Tas
swore that the book he read in Tarsis said there was an orb | ocated
here. So they kept | ooking.

It was during their search that they came upon a startling sight-a huge
dragon, over forty feet long, its skin a shimering silver, conpletely
encased in a wall of ice. The dragon's w ngs were spread, poised for
flight. The dragon's expression was fierce, but his head was noble, and
he did not inspire themwith the fear and | oathing they renenbered
experiencing around the red dragons. Instead, they felt a great,
overwhel mi ng sorrow for this magnificent creature.

But strangest to themwas the fact that this dragon had a rider! They
had seen the Dragon Highlords ride their dragons, but this man appeared
by his ancient arnor to have been a Knight of Solammial Held tightly in
his gl oved hand was the broken shaft of what rmust have been a | arge

| ance.

"Way woul d a Knight of Solamia be riding a dragon?" Laurana asked,

t hi nki ng of the Dragon Hi ghl ords.

"There have been knights who turned to evil." Lord Derek Crownguard
said harshly. "Though it shanmes ne to admt it:"

"I get no feeling of evil here;' Elistan said. "Only a great sorrow. |

wonder how they died. | see no wounds-"
"This seens familiar;" Tassl ehoff interrupted, frowning. "Like a
picture. A knight riding a silver dragon. |'ve seen-"

"Bah!" Flint snorted. "You've seen furry el ephants-"

"1"mserious;" Tas protested.

"Where was it, Tas?" Laurana asked gently, seeing a hurt expression on
the kender's face. "Can you renenber?"

"I think . . :' Tasslehoff's eyes lost their focus. "It puts me in mnd
of Pax Tharkas and Fi zban. . . :'

"Fizban!" Flint exploded. "That old nage was crazier than Raistlin, if
that's possible:"

"l don't know what Tas is talking about;" Sturm said, gazing up at the
dragon and its rider thoughtfully. "But | renenber ny nother telling ne
that Huma rode upon a Silver Dragon, carrying the Dragonlance, in his
final battle:'

"And | remenber nmy nmother telling nme to | eave sweetcakes for the white-
robed dd One who cane to our castle at Yuletine;' scoffed Derek. "No,
this is undoubtedly some renegade Kni ght, enslaved by evil:'

Derek and the other two young knights turned to go, but the rest
lingered, staring up at the figure on the dragon.

"You're right, Sturm That's a dragonlance;" Tas said wistfully. "I
don't know how I know, but |'m sure of it:"

"Did you see it in the book in Tarsis?" Sturm asked, exchangi ng gl ances
wi th Laurana, each of themthinking that the kender's seriousness was
unusual , even frightening

Tas shrugged. "I don't know,' he said in a small voice. "I'msorry:"
"Maybe we should take it with us;' Laurana suggested uneasily. "It
couldn't hurt:"

"Cone al ong, Brightblade!" Derek's voice came back to them echoing
sternly. "The Thanoi may have |ost us for the nmonent, but they'l

di scover our trail before long:"'

"How can we get it?" Sturm asked, ignoring Derek's order. "It's encased
inice at least three feet thick!"

"I can;' Glthanas said.

Junping up onto the huge cliff of ice that had formed around the dragon



and its rider, the elf found a handhold and began to inch his way up
the nonunment. Fromthe dragon's frozen wing, he was able to crawl al ong
on his hands and knees until he canme to the lance, clutched in the
rider's hand. G lthanas pressed his hand against the ice wall covering
the I ance and spoke the strange, spidery |anguage of magic.

A red glow spread fromthe elf's hand to the ice, nelting it away
rapidly. Wthin nonents, he was able to reach his hand through the hol e
to grasp the lance. But it was held fast in the dead knight's hand.

G I thanas tugged and even tried to pry the frozen fingers of the hand

| oose. Finally he could stand the cold of the ice no | onger and
dropped, shivering, back down to the ground. "There's no way;"
"He's got it gripped tight:

"Break the fingers-" suggested Tas hel pfully.

Sturm sil enced the kender with a furious look. "I wilt not have his
body desecrated;" he snapped. "Maybe we can slide the | ance out of his
hand. 1'Il try-"

"No good;' Glthanas told his sister as they watched Sturmclinb up the
side of the ice. "lIt's as if the | ance has becone part of the hand. |-"
The el f stopped.

As Sturm put his hand through the hole in the ice and kook hold of the
| ance, the icebound figure of the knight seemed to nove suddenly, just
slightly. Its stiff and frozen hand relaxed its grip on the shattered

Il ance. Sturmnearly fell in his amazenent, and, letting go of the
weapon hurriedly, he backed away al ong the dragon's ice-coated w ng.
"He's giving it to you;' cried Laurana. "Go ahead, Sturm Take it!
Don't you see-he's giving it to another knight:"

"Which I"'mnot;' Sturmsaid bitterly. "But perhaps that's indicative
perhaps it is evil-" Hesitantly, he slid back to the hole and grasped
the Iance once nore. The stiff hand of the dead knight released its
grip. Taking hold of the broken weapon, Sturmcarefully brought it out
of the ice. He junmped back to the ground and stood staring at the

anci ent shaft.

"That was wonderful!" Tas said in anme. "Flint, did you see the corpse
cone alive?"

"No!" snapped the dwarf. "And neither did you. Let's get out of here;
he added, shivering.

Then Derek appeared. "I gave you an order, Sturm Brightbl ade! Wat's
the del ay?" Derek's face darkened wath anger as he saw the | ance.

"l asked himto get it for ne;" Laurana said, her voice as cool as the
wal | of ice behind her. Taking the |lance, she began to wap it swiftly
in a fur cloak from her pack.

Derek regarded her angrily for a noment, then bowed stiffly and turned
on his heel

he said.

"Dead knights, live knights, | don't know who's worse;' Flint
grunbl ed, grabbing Tas and draggi ng him al ong after Derek

"What if it is a weapon of evil?" Sturm asked Laurana in a | ow voice
as they traveled the icy corridors of the castle.

Laurana | ooked back one final tine at the dead kni ght nmounted on the
dragon. The col d pale sun of the southland was
setting, its light casting watery shadows across the corpses, giving
them a sinister aspect. Even as she watched, she thought she saw the
body slunp lifel essly.

"Do you believe the story of Huna?" Laurana asked softly.

"I don't know what to believe anynore;" Sturm said, bitterness
hardeni ng his voice. "Everything used to be black and a white for ne,
all things clear-cut and well-defined. | believed in the story of Huma



My not her taught it to me as the truth. Then | went to Solamia:' He
paused, as if unwilling to continue. Finally, seeing Laurana's face
filled with interest and conpassion, he swall owed and went on. "I never
told anyone this, not even Tanis. Wien | returned to ny honel and, |
found that the Kni ghthood was not the order of honorable, self
sacrificing men ny nother had described. It was rife with political
intrigue. The best of the nmen were |ike Derek, honorable, but strict
and unbending, with l[ittle use for those they consi der beneath them
The worst-" He shook his head. "Wen | spoke of Huma, they |aughed. An
itinerant knight, they called him According to their story, he was
cast out of the order for dis

obeying its laws. Huma roamed the countryside, they said, endearing
hinsel f to peasants, who thus began to create |eg
ends about him"”

"But did he really exist?" Laurana persisted, saddened by the sorrow
in Sturms face.

"Ch, yes. O that there can be no doubt. The records that survived the
Cataclysmlist his name anong the |ower orders of the knights. But the
story of the Silver Dragon, the Final Battle, even the Dragonl ance
itsel f-no one believes anynore. Like Derek says, there is no proof. The
tonb of Huma, according to the |egend, was a towering structure-one of
the wonders of the world. But you can find no one who has ever seen it.
Al'l we have are children's stories, as Raistlin would say:" Sturm put
his hand to his face, covering his eyes, and gave a deep, shuddering
si gh
"Do you know;' he said softly, "I never thought I'd say it, but | mss
Raistlin. | mss all of them | feel as if a part of nme's been cut off,
and that's how !l felt when | was in Solamia. That's why | came back,
instead of waiting and conpleting the tests for nmy kni ghthood. These
peopl e-ny friends-were doing nore to conbat evil in the world than al
the Knights lined up in a row. Even Raistlin, in some way | can't
understand. He could tell us what all this neans:" He jerked his thunb
back at the ice-encased knight. "At |east he would believe init. If he
were here. If Tanis were here-" Sturmcould not go on
"Yes;' Laurana said quietly. "If Tanis were here-"

Rermenbering her great sorrow, so much greater than his own, Sturm put
his arm around Laurana and held her close. The two stood for a nonent,
each conforted for their |losses by the other's presence. Then Derek's
voi ce canme sharply back to them reprimandi ng them for |aggi ng behind.
And now, the broken |lance, wapped in Laurana's fur cloak, lay in the
chest with the dragon orb and Wrnsl ayer, Tanis's sword, which Laurana
and Sturmhad carried with themfrom Tarsis. Beside the chest lay the
bodi es of the two young knights, who had given their lives in defense
of the group, and who were being carried back to be buried in their
honel and.

The strong southern wi nd, blowing swift and cold fromthe gl aci ers,
propell ed the ship across the Sirrion Sea. The captain said that, if
the wi nds held, they might nake Sancrist in two days.

"That way |ies Southern Ergoth." The captain told Elistan, pointing off
to starboard. "We'll be just coming up on the south end of it. This
nightfall, you'll see the Isle of Cristyne. There, with a fair wind,
we'll be in Sancrist. Strange thing about Southern Ergoth,"™ the captain
added, glancing at Laurana, "it's filled with elves, they say, though
haven't been there to know if that's true:'

"El ves!" said Laurana eagerly, comng forward to stand beside the
captain, the early norning w nd whipping her cloak.

"Fled their homeland, so | heard;' the captain continued. "Driven off



by the dragonarmes:"

"Perhaps it's our people!" Laurana said, clutching at G |thanas, who
stood next to her. She gazed out over the born of

the ship intently, as if she could will the land to appear.

"Most likely the Silvanesti," Glthanas said. "In fact, | think Lady

Al hana may have mentioned somnet hi ng about Ergoth. Do you renenber,

St ur n?"

"No;' the knight answered abruptly. Turning and wal ki ng over to the
port side of the ship, he | eaned against the railing, staring out
across the pink-tinged sea. Laurana saw himpull sonething fromhis
belt and run his fingers over it lovingly. There was a bright flash, as
it caught the sun's rays, then he slipped it back into his belt. His
head bowed. Laurana started to go to hi mwhen suddenly she stopped
catching a glinpse of novenent.

"What kind of strange cloud is that to the south?"

The captain turned i medi ately, whipping his spyglass out of the pocket
of his fur parka and placing it to his eye. "Send a man aloft;' he
snapped to his first mate

Wthin nonents, a sailor was scanpering up the rigging. dinging to the
di zzyi ng heights of the nmast with one arm he peered south through the

spygl ass
"Can you rmake it out?" the captain called aloft.
"No, capt'n;" the man bellowed. "If it's a cloud, it's like none |'ve

seen afore.”
“I"1l look!" volunteered Tassl ehof f eagerly. The kender began to clinb
the ropes as skillfully as the sailor. Reaching the nast, he clung to
the rigging near the nman and stared south.

It certainly seened to be a cloud. It was huge and white and appeared
to be floating above the water. But it was noving nuch nore rapidly
than any other cloud in the sky and

Tassl ehof f gasped. "Let ne borrow that;' he asked, holding out his hand
for the watch's spyglass. Reluctantly, the man gave it to him Tas put
it to his eye, then he groaned softly. "Ch, dear;" he nuttered

Loweri ng the spyglass, he shut it up with a snap and absently stuffed
it into his tunic. The sailor caught himby the collar as he was about
to slide down.

"What ?" Tas said, startled. "Oh! Is that yours? Sorry." Gving the
spygl ass a wistful pat, he handed it back to the sailor. Tas slid
skillfully down the ropes, landed lightly on the deck, and cane running
over to Sturm
"It's a dragon;

he reported breathl essly.

The Wite Dragon. Captured!

The dragon's nave was Sleet. She was a white dragon, a species of
dragon small er than other

dragons dwelling in Krynn. Born and bred in the arctic regions, these
dragons were able to withstand extrenme cold, and controlled the ice-
bound sout hern regi ons of Ansal on.

Because of their smaller size, the white dragons were the swiftest
flyers of all dragonkind. The Dragon Hi ghlords often

used them for scouting mssions. Thus Sl eet had been away fromher lair
in lce Wall when the conpanions, entered it in search of the dragon
orb. The Dark Queen had received a report that Silvanesti had been

i nvaded by a group of adventurers. They had managed- sonehow-t o def eat



Cyan Bl oodbane and were reportedly in possession of a dragon orb.

The Dark Queen guessed they m ght be traveling across the Plains of
Dust, along the Kings Road, which was the nost direct overland route to
Sancri st where the Knights of Solammia were reportedly trying to
regroup. The Dark Queen ordered Sleet and her flight of white dragons
to speed north to the Plains of Dust, now |lying under a thick, heavy

bl anket of packed snow, to find the orb

Seeing the snow glistening beneath her, Sleet doubted very nmuch if even
humans woul d be fool hardy enough to attenpt to cross the wastel and. But
she had her orders and she followed them Scattering her flight, Sleet
scoured every inch of land fromthe borders of Silvanesti on the east
to the Kharolis Muntains on the west. A few of her dragons even flew
as far north as New Coast, which was held by the bl ues.

The dragons nmet to report that they had seen no sign of any l|iving
bei ng on the Plains when Sleet received word that danger had marched in
t he back door while she was out scouting the front.

Furious, Sleet flew back but arrived too | ate. Feal -thas was dead, the
dragon orb missing. But her walrus-nen allies, the Thanoi, were able to
descri be the group who had comritted this heinous act. They even

poi nted out the direction their ship had sail ed, although there was
only one direction any ship could sail fromlce Wall -north.

Sleet reported the loss of the dragon orb to her Dark Queen, who was
intensely angry and frightened. Now there were two orbs mi ssing!

Al t hough secure in the know edge that her force for evil was the
strongest in Krynn, the Dark Queen knew with a nagging certainty that
the forces of good still wal ked the | and. One of these m ght prove
strong and wi se enough to figure out the secret of the orb

Sleet, therefore, was ordered to find the orb and bring it not back to
Ice Wall, but to the Queen herself. Under no circunstances was the
dragon to lose it or allowit to be lost. The orbs were intelligent and
i mbued with a strong sense of survival. Thus they had lived this |ong
when even those who created them were dead

Sl eet sped out over the Sirrion Sea, her strong white w ngs soon
carrying her swiftly to within sight of the ship. But now Sl eet was
presented with an interesting intellectual problem and she was not
prepared to handle it.

Per haps because of the inbreeding necessary to create a reptile that
can tolerate cold weather, white dragons are the lowest in intelligence
anong dragonkind. Sleet had never needed to think rmuch on her own.
Feal -t has always told her what to do. Consequently, she was

consi derably perpl exed over her current problemas she circled the
shi p: how could she get the orb?

At first she had just planned to freeze the ship with her icy breath.
Then she realized this would sinply enclose the orb in a frozen bl ock
of wood, making it extrenely difficult to renmove. There was al so every
probability the ship would sink before she could tear it apart. And if
she did manage to take the ship apart, the orb m ght sink. The ship was
too heavy to lift in her claws and fly to land. Sleet circled the ship
and pondered, while down bel ow she could see the pitiful humans racing
around |i ke scared nice

The white dragon consi dered sendi ng anot her tel epathic nmessage to her
Queen, asking for help. But Sleet hesitated to renmi nd the vengef ul
queen of either her presence or her ignorance. The dragon followed the
ship all day, hanging just above it, pondering. Floating easily on the
wind currents, she let her dragonfear stir the humans into a frenzy of
panic. Then, just as the sun was setting, Sleet had an idea. Wthout
stopping to think, she acted upon it at once.



Tassl ehoff's report of the white dragon follow ng the vessel sent waves
of terror through the crew. They armed thensel ves with cutlasses and
grimy prepared to fight the beast as. long as they could, though al
knew how such a contest nust end. Glthanas and Laurana, both skillful
archers, fit arrows to their bows. Sturm and Derek held shield and
sword. Tassl ehof f grabbed his hoopak. Flint tried to get out of bed,
but he couldn't even stand up. Elistan was calm praying to Pal adi ne.
"l have nore faith in my sword than that old man and his god;' Derek
said to Sturm

"The Kni ghts have al ways honored Pal adi ne;" Sturmsaid in rebuke.

" 1 honor himhis nenory;' Derek said. " |I find this talk of Pal adine's
"return' disturbing, Brightblade. And so will the Council, when they
hear of it. You would do well to consider that when the question of
your kni ght hood ari ses:"

Sturmbit his lip, swallowing his angry retort |ike bitter nedicine.
Long m nutes passed. Everyone's eyes were on the whitew nged creature
flying above them But they could do nothing, and so they waited.

And waited. And waited. The dragon did not attack.

She circl ed above them endl essly, her shadow crossing and crisscrossing
the deck with nonotonous, chilling regularity. The sailors, who had
been prepared to fight w thout question, soon began to nutter anong

t hensel ves as the waiting grew unbearable. To nmake matters worse, the
dragon seened to be sucking up the wind, for the sails fluttered and
drooped lifelessly. The ship lost its graceful forward nonentum and
began to flounder in the water. Storm cl ouds gathered on the northern
hori zon and slowy drifted over the water, casting a pall across the
bri ght sea.

Laurana finally | owered her bow and rubbed her aching back and shoul der
muscl es. Her eyes, dazzled fromstaring into the sun, were blurred and
wat ery

"Put "emin a lifeboat and cast 'emadrift;' she overheard one old
grizzled sailor suggest to a conmpanion in a voice nmeant to carry.
"Perhaps yon great beast will let us go. It's themshe's after, not
us:'

It's not even us she's after, Laurana thought uneasily. It's probably
the dragon orb. That's why she hasn't attacked. But Laurana coul dn't
tell this, even to the captain. The dragon orb must be kept secret.

The afternoon crept on, and still the dragon circled like a horrible
seabird. The captain was growing nore and nore irritable. Not only did
he have a dragon to contend with, but the likelihood of mutiny as well.
Near dinnertinme, he ordered the conpani ons bel ow decks.

Derek and Sturm both refused, and it appeared things m ght get out of
hand when, "Land ho, off the starboard bow "

"Southern Ergoth;' the captain said grimy. "The current's carrying us
toward the rocks." He glanced up at the circling dragon. "If a w nd
doesn't come soon, we'll smash up on them' At that nonment, the dragon
quit circling. She hovered a nonent, then soared upwards. The sailors
cheered, thinking she was flying away. But Laurana knew better,
renmenbering Tarsis.

"She's going to dive!" she cried. "She's going to attack!"

"CGet below " Sturm shouted, and the sailors, after ogle hesitant | ook
skyward, began to scramble for the hatches. The captain ran to the
wheel

"CGet below, " he ordered the hel nsman, taking over.

"You can't stay up here!"™ Sturm shouted. Leaving the hatch, he ran back
to the captain. "She'll kill you!"

"We'll founder if I don't;" the captain cried angrily.



"We'll founder if you're dead!" Sturmsaid. Cenching his fist, he hit
the captain in the jaw and dragged hi m bel ow.

Laurana stunbl ed down the stairs with G lthanas behind her. The elflord
wai ted until Sturm brought the unconsci ous captain down, then he pulled
t he hatch cover shut.

At that nonment, the dragon hit the ship with a blast that nearly sent
the vessel under. The ship |isted precariously. Everyone, even the nost
hardened sailor, lost his feet and went skidding into each other in the
crowded quarters below deck. Flint rolled onto the floor with a curse.
"Now s the tine to pray to your god;" Derek said to Elistan.

"I am' Elistan replied coolly, helping the dwarf up.

Laurana, clinging to a post, waited fearfully for the flaring orange
light, the heat, the flanes. Instead, there was a sudden sharp and
biting cold that took her breath away and chilled her blood. She could
hear, above her, rigging snap and crack, the flapping of the sails
cease. Then, as she stared upwards, she saw white frost begin to sift
down between the cracks in the wooden deck.

"The white dragons don't breathe flame!" Laurana said in awe. "They
breathe ice! Elistan! Your prayers were answer-ed!"

"Bah! It mght as well be flame;" the captain said, shaking his head
and rubbing his jaw. "lce'll freeze us up solid:’

"A dragon breathing ice!" Tas said wistfully. "I wish I could see!"
"What will happen?" Laurana asked, as the ship slowy righted itself,
creaki ng and groani ng.

"We're helpless;' the captain snarled. "The riggin' |l snap beneath the
wei ght of the ice, dragging the sails down. The mast'l| break like a
tree in an ice storm Wth no steerage, the current will smash her up
on the rocks, and that'll be an end of her. There's not a dam thing we
can do!"

"We could try to shoot her as she flies past;" G lthanas said. But

St ur m shook his head, pushing on the hatch.

"There nust be a foot of ice on top of this;' the knight reported.
"We're sealed in:'

This is how the dragon will get the orb, Laurana thought mniserably.

She' |l drive the ship aground, kill us, then recover the orb where
there's no danger of it sinking into the ocean.

"Another blast like that will send us to the bottom' the captain

predi cted, but there was not another blast Iike the first. The next

bl ast was nore gentle, and all of themrealized the dragon was using
her breath to blow themto shore.

It was an excellent plan, and one of which Sl eet was rather proud. She
skimed after the ship, letting the current and the tide carry it to
shore, giving it a little puff now and then. It was only when she saw
the jagged rocks sticking up out of the noonlit water that the dragon
suddenly saw the flaw in her scheme. Then the nmoon's |ight was gone,
swept away by the storm clouds, and the dragon could see nothing. It
was darker than her Queen's soul.

The dragon cursed the stormclouds, so well suited to the purposes of
the Dragon Highlords in the north. But the clouds worked agai nst her as
they blotted out the two noons. Sl eet could hear the rending and

cracki ng sounds of splintering wood as the ship struck the rocks. She
could even hear the cries and shouts of the sailors-but she couldn't
see! Diving |low over the water, she hoped to encase the m serable
creatures in ice until daylight. Then she heard another, nore
frightening sound in the darkness-the twangi ng of bow strings.

An arrow whistled past her head. Another tore through the fragile
menbrane of her wing. Shrieking in pain, Sleet pulled up fromher steep



dive. There nmust be el ves down there, she realized in a fury! Mre
arrows zi nged past her. Cursed, nightseeing elves! Wth their

el vensight, they would find her an easy target, especially crippled in
one wi ng.

Feeling her strength ebb, the dragon decided to return to I ce Wall. She
was tired fromflying all day, and the arrow wound hurt abom nably.
True, she would have to report another failure to the Dark Queen, but-
as she canme to think of it-it wasn't such a failure after all. She had
kept the dragon orb from reaching Sancrist, and she had denvolished the
shi p. She knew the location of the orb. The Queen, with her vast
network of spies on Ergoth, could easily recover it.

Ml lified, the white dragon fluttered south, traveling slowy. By
nmor ni ng she had reached her vast glacier home. Follow ng her report,

whi ch was noderately well-received, Sleet was able to slip into her
cavern of ice and nurse her injured wing back to health.

"She's gone!" said Glthanas in astoni shnment.

"OF course;" said Derek wearily as he hel ped sal vage what supplies they
could fromwecked ship. "Her vision cannot match your el fsight.

Besi des, you hit her once:’

"Laurana's shot, not mne;' Glthanas said, snmling at his sister, who
stood on shore, her bow in her hand

Derek sniffed doubtfully. Carefully setting down the box he carried

the kni ght started back out into the water. A figure |oom ng out of the
dar kness stopped him

"No use, Derek;" Sturmsaid. "The ship sank:"

Sturmcarried Flint on his back. Seeing Sturm stagger with weariness,
Laurana ran back into the water to help him Between them they got the
dwarf to shore and stretched himon the sand. Qut to sea, the sounds of
cracking tinber had ceased, replaced now by the endl ess breaking of the
waves.

Then there was a splashing sound. Tassl ehoff waded ashore after them
his teeth chattering, but his grin as wi de as ever. He was foll owed by
the captain, being hel ped by Elistan.

"What about the bodies of ny nmen?" Derek demanded the nonment he saw the
captain. "Were are they?"

"We had nore inportant things to carry" Elistan said sternly. "Things
needed for the living, such as food and weapons."

"Many anot her good man has found his final hoarse beneath the waves.
Yours won't be the first-nor the last-! suppose, nores the pity," the
capt ai n added.

Derek seened about to speak, but the captain, grief and exhaustion in
his eyes, said, "I've left six of ny own nen there this night, sir.

Unli ke yours, they were alive when we started this voyage. To say

not hing of the fact that nmy ship and ny livelihood |lies down there,

too. | wouldn't consider adding anything further, if you take ny

meani ng. Sir:'

"I amsorry for your loss, captain;' Derek answered stiffly. "And
conmend you and your crew for all you tried to do:"

The captain nuttered sonething and stood | ooking aimessly around the
beach, as if |ost.

"We sent your men north along the shore, captain;" Laurana said,

poi nting. "There's shelter there, within those trees:"

As if to verify her words, a bright light flared, the Ilight of a huge
bonfire.

"Fool s!" Derek swore bitterly. "They'll have the dragon back on us:'
"It's either that or catch our deaths of cold;" the captain said
bitterly over his shoulder. "Take your choice, sir knight. It matters



little to me:" He disappeared into the darkness

Sturm stretched and groaned, trying to ease chilled, cranmped nuscles.
Flint lay huddled in msery, shaking so the buckles on his arnor

jangl ed. Laurana, |eaning down to tuck her cloak around him realized
suddenly how col d she was.

In the excitenment of trying to escape the ship and fighting the dragon,
she had forgotten the chill. She couldn't even renenber, in fact, any
details of her escape. She renmenbered reaching the beach, seeing the
dragon diving on them She renenbered funbling for her bow with nunb,
shaki ng fingers. She wondered how anyone had presence of mnd to save
anyt hi ng

"The dragon orb!" she said fearfully.

"Here, in this chest;' Derek answered. "Along with the | ance and that
el vish sword you call Wrnslayer. And now, | suppose, we should take
advant age of the fire-"

"I think not:" A strange voi ce spoke out of the darkness as |ighted
torches flared around them blinding them

The conpanions started and i medi ately drew their weapons, gathering
around the hel pless dwarf. But Laurana, after an instant's fright,
peered into the faces in the torchlight.

"Hold!'" she cried. "These are our people! These are elves!"”
"Silvanesti!" Glthanas said heartily. Dropping his bow to the ground
he wal ked forward toward the elf who had spoken.

"W have journeyed |ong through darkness;' he said in elven, his hands
outstretched. "Well nmet, my broth-"

He never finished his ancient greeting. The | eader of the elven party
stepped forward and slamed the end of his staff across G lthanas's
face, knocking himto the sand, unconsci ous.

Sturm and Derek inmmedi ately raised their swords, standing back to back.
Steel flashed anpong the el ves

"Stop!" Laurana shouted in elven. Kneeling by her brother, she threw
back the hood of her cloak so that the light fell upon her face. "W
are your cousins. Qualinesti! These humans are Knights of Solamia!"
"We know wel | enough who you are!” The elven | eader spit the words,
"Qual i nesti spies! And we do not find it unusual that you travel in the
conpany of humans. Your blood has |ong been pol luted. Take them' he
said, nmotioning to his men. "If they don't cone peacefully, do what you
must. And find out what they nean by this dragon orb they nentioned."’
The el ves stepped forward.

"No!" Derek cried, junping to stand before the chest. "Sturm they nust
not have the orb!"

Sturm had al ready given the Knight's salute to an eneny and was
advanci ng, sword drawn.

"It appears they will fight. So be it;" the | eader of the elves said
rai sing his weapon.

"l tell you, this is madness |" Laurana cried angrily,. She threw
hersel f between the flashing swordbl ades. The el ves halted uncertainly.
Sturm grabbed hold of her to drag her back, but she jerked free of his
restraini ng hand.

"Coblins and draconians, in all their hideous evil, do not sink to
fighting among t hermsel ves"-her voice shook with rage-"while we elves
the anci ent enbodi ment of good, try to kill each other! Look!"™ She
lifted the |id of the chest with one hand and threw it open. "In here
we have the hope of the world A dragon orb, taken at great peril from
lce Wall. Qur ship lies wecked in the waters out there. W drove away
t he dragon that sought to recover this orb. And, after all ibis, we
find our greatest peril anobng our own people! If this is true, if we



have sunk so low, then kill us now, and | swear, not one person in this
group will try to stop you:

Sturm not understanding el ven, watched for a nonent, then saw the

el ves |l ower their weapons. "Wl l, whatever she said, it seems to have
wor ked:' Reluctantly, he sheathed his weapon. Derek, after a nonent's
hesitation, |owered his sword, but he did not put it back inits
scabbard

"We will consider your story;" the elven | eader began, speaking
haltingly in Common. Then he stopped as shouts and cries were heard
from down the beach. The conpani ons saw dark shadows converge on the
canpfire. The elf glanced that direction, waited a nonment until all had
qui eted, then turned back to the group. He | ooked particularly at
Laurana, who was bendi ng over her brother. "W nmay have acted in haste,
but when you have lived here long, you will cone to understand:"

"I will never understand this!" Laurana said, tears choking her voice
An el f appeared out of the darkness. "Humans, sir:' Laurana heard him
report in elven. "Sailors by their appearance. They say their ship was
attacked by a dragon and wecked on the rocks:"

"Verification?"

"We found bits of weckage floating ashore. W can search in the
nmor ni ng. The humans are wet and m serabl e and hal fdrowned. They offered
no resistance. | don't think they' ve lied:"’

The elven | eader turned to Laurana. "Your story appears to be true;" he
sai d, speaking once nmore in Common. "My nen report that the humans they
captured are sailors. Do not worry about them W will take them

pri soner, of course. W cannot have humans wandering around this island

with all our other problens. But we will care for themwell. W are not
goblins;' he added bitterly. "I regret striking your friend-"
"Brother;' Laurana replied. "And younger son of the Speaker of the
Suns. | am Laural anthalasa, and this is Glthanas. W are of the royal

house of Qualinesti:
It seened to her that the elf paled at this news, but he regained his
conposure imredi ately. "Your brother will be well tended. | will send
for a healer-"

"W do not need your healer!" Laurana said. "This man"she gestured
toward Elistan-"is a cleric of Paladine. He will aid my brother-

"A human?" the elf asked sternly.

"Yes, human'' Laurana cried inmpatiently. "Elves struck my brother down!
I turn to humans to heal him Elistan-"

The cleric started forward, but, at a sign fromtheir |eader, severa

el ves qui ckly grabbed himand pinned his arns behind him Sturmstarted
to go to his aid, but Elistan stopped himw th a | ook, glancing at
Laurana neani ngfully. Sturmfell back, understanding Elistan's silent
warni ng. Their |ives depended on her.

"Let himgo!" Laurana denanded. "Let himtreat nmy brother!"

"I find this news of a cleric of Paladine inpossible to believe, Lady
Laurana," the elf |eader said. "All know the clerics vani shed from
Krynn when the gods turned their faces fromus. | do not know who this
charlatan is, or how he has tricked you into believing him but we wll
not allow himto lay his human hands upon an el f!"

"Even an elf who is an eneny?" she cried furiously.

"BEven if the elf had killed ny own father;" the elf said grimy. "And
now, Lady Laurana, | nust speak to you privately and try to explain
what is transpiring on Southern Ergoth:"

Seei ng Laurana hesitate, Elistan spoke, "Go on, nmy dear. You are the
only one who can save us now. | will stay near G lthanas:'

"Very well;" Laurana said, rising to her feet. Her face pale, she



wal ked apart with the elven | eader.

"l don't like this;' Derek said, scowing. "She told them of the dragon
orb, which she should not have done:"

"They heard us tal king about it;" Sturmsaid wearily.

"Yes, but she told themwhere it was! | don't trust her - or her
peopl e. Who knows what kind of deals they are naki ng?" Derek added.
"That does it!" grated a voice

Both men turned in astonishment to see Flint staggering to his feet.

His teeth still chattered, but a cold light glinted in his eyes as he

| ooked at Derek. "I-1've had a-about enough of yyou, S-Sir H gh and M
M ghty:" The dwarf gritted. his teeth to stop shivering | ong enough to
speak.

Sturmstarted to intervene, but the dwarf shooed himaside to confront
Derek. It was a ludicrous sight, and one Sturm

often remenbered with a smle, storing it up to share with Tanis. The
dwarf, his long white beard wet and scraggly, water dripping fromhis
clothes to formpuddles at his feet, stood nearly level with Derek's
belt buckle, scolding the tall, proud Sol amic knight as he mnight have
scol ded Tassl ehof f .

"You knights have lived encased in nmetal so long it's shaken your
brains to nmush!" The dwarf snorted. "If you ever had any brains to
begin with, which | doubt. |I've seen that girl grow froma wee bit of a
thing to the beautiful woman she is now And | tell you there isn't a
nmor e cour ageous, nobler person on Krynn. Wat's got you is that she
just saved your hide. And you can't handle that!"

Derek's face flushed dark in the torchlight.

"1 need neither dwarves nor elves defending nme-" Derek began angrily
when Laurana cane runni ng back, her eyes glittering.

"As if there is not evil enough;' she nuttered through tight lips, "I
find it brewing anong nmy own ki ndred!"

"What's going on?" asked Sturm

"The situation stands thus: There are now three races of elves |iving
i n Sout hern Ergoth-"

"Three races?" interrupted Tassl ehoff, staring at Laurana with
interest. "What's the third race? Were'd they cone fron? Can | see
then? | never heard-"

Laurana had had enough. "Tas," she said, her voice taut. "Go stay with
Gl thanas. And ask Elistan to conme here:"

" But -"

Sturm gave the kender a shove. "Go!" he ordered.

Wounded, Tassl ehoff trailed off disconsolately to where G lthanas stil
| ay. The kender slunmped down in the sand, pouting. Elistan patted him
kindly as he went to join the others.

"The Kaganesti, known as W/ der Elves in the Conmon tongue, are the
third race;' Laurana continued. "They fought with us during the

Kinsl ayer wars. In return for their loyalty, KithKanan gave themthe
mount ai ns of Ergoth-this was before Qualinesti and Ergoth were split
apart by the Cataclysm | amnot surprised you have never heard of the
W der Elves. They are a secretive people and keep to thensel ves. Once
cal l ed the Border Elves, they are ferocious fighters and served Kith-
Kanan wel |, but they have no |ove for cities. They mngled with Druids
and learned their lore. They brought back the ways of the ancient

el ves. My peopl e consider them barbarians-just as your people consider
t he Pl ai nsmen barbaric.

"Some nmont hs ago, when the Silvanesti were driven fromtheir ancient
honel and, they fled here, seeking perm ssion of the Kaganesti to dwell
in Ergoth tenporarily. Then cane ny people, the Qualinesti, fromacross



the sea. And so they net, at |ast, kindred who had been separated for
hundreds of years:'

"l fail to see the relevance-" Derek interrupted

"You will;' she said, drawing a deep breath. "For your |ives depend
upon under st andi ng what is happening on this sad isle:' Her voice
broke. Elistan noved near her and put his arm around her confortingly.
"All started out peacefully enough. After all, the two exiled cousins
had much in conmon-both driven fromtheir bel oved honel ands by the evil
in the world. They established honmes upon the Isle-the Silvanesti upon
the western shore, the Qualinesti upon the eastern, separated by a
strait known as Thon-Tsal ari an, which nmeans the 'River of the Dead' in
Kaganesti. The Kaganesti live in the hill country north of the river.
"For a time, there was even sone attenpt to establish friendships
between the Silvanesti and the Qualinesti. And that is where the
troubl e began. For these elves could not neet, even after hundreds of
years, without the old hatreds and m sunderstandi ngs beginning to
surface:" Laurana closed her eyes a nonent. "The River of the Dead
could very well be known as Thon-Tsal aroth-'River of Death: "

"There now, lass;" Flint said, touching her hand, "The dwarves have
known it, too. You saw the way | was treated in Thorbardin-a hill dwarf
anong nountain dwarves. O all the hatreds, the ones between famlies
are the cruel est :

"There has been no killing yet, but so shocked were the elders at the
t hought of what m ght happen-elves killing their own kindred-that they
decreed no one may cross the straits on penalty of arrest;' Laurana
continued. "And this is where we stand. Neither side trusts the other.
There have even been charges of selling out to the Dragon Hi ghl ords!
Spi es have been captured on both sides:"

"That explains why they attacked us;' Elistan murnmnured.

"What about the Kag-Kag-" Sturm stammered over the unfamliar elven
wor d.

"Kaganesti:' Laurana sighed wearily. "They, who allowed us to share
their honel and, have been treated worst of all. The Kaganesti have

al ways been poor in material wealth. Poor, by our standards, though not
by theirs. They live in the forests and nountains, taking what they
need fromthe | and. They are gatherers, hunters. They rai se no crops,
they forge no netal. Wen we arrived, our people appeared rich to them
with our golden jewelry and steel weapons. Many of their young people
came to the Qualinesti and the Silvanesti, seeking to learn the secrets
of making shining gold and silver-and steel:’

Laurana bit her lip, her face hardened. "I say it to ny shane, that ny
peopl e have taken advantage of the W/ der Elves' poverty. The Kaganesti
work as sl aves ambng us. And, because of that, the Kaganesti el ders
grow nore savage and warlike as they see their young peopl e taken away
and their old way of life threatened:’

"Laurana!" call ed Tassl ehoff.

She turned. "Look;" she said to Elistan softly. "There is one of them
now." The cleric followed her gaze to see a |lithe young wonan-at | east
he supposed it was a young wonan by the |long hair; she was dressed in
mal e cl ot hi ng- kneel down beside G |thanas and stroke his forehead. The
elflord stirred at her touch, groaning in pain. The Kaganesti reached
into a pouch at her side and began busily to nmix sonething in a smal
clay cup

"What is she doing?" Elistan asked.

"She is apparently the 'healer' they sent for;' Laurana said, watching
the girl closely. "The Kaganesti are noted for their Druidic skills:'
Wl der elf was a suitable name, Elistan decided, studying the girl



intently. He had certainly never seen any intelligent being on Krynn
quite so wild-1ooking. She was dressed in | eather breeches tucked into
| eat her boots. A shirt, obviously cast off by some elflord, hung from
her shoul ders. She was pale and too thin, undernourished. Her matted
hair was so filthy it was inpossible to distinguish its color. But the
hand that touched G |thanas was sl ender and shapely. Concern and
conpassion for himwas apparent in her gentle face.

"Well;" Sturmsaid, "what are we to do in the mdst of all this?"

"The Silvanesti have agreed to escort us to ny people;' Laurana said,
her face flushing. Evidently this had been a point of bitter
contention. "At first they insisted that we go to their elders, but |
said | would go nowhere w thout first bidding ny father greeting and

di scussing the matter with him There wasn't much they could say to
that:" Laurana smiled slightly, though there was a touch of bitterness
in her voice. "Anong all the kindred, a daughter is bound to her
father's house until she cones of age. Keeping ne here, against ny
will, would be viewed as ki dnappi ng and woul d cause open hostility.

Nei ther side is ready for that:"

"They are letting us go, though they know we have the dragon orb?"

Der ek asked in astoni shnent.

"They are not letting us go;' Laurana said sharply. "l said they are
escorting us to ny people:’

"But there is a Solamic outpost to the north;" Derek argued, "W could
get a ship there to take us to Sancrist-"

"You woul d never live to reach those trees if you tried to escape;
Flint said, sneezing violently.

"He is right;' Laurana said. "W nust go to the Qualinesti and convince
my father to help us get the orb to Sancrist.” A small dark |line
appear ed between her eyebrows whi ch warned Sturm she didn't believe
that was going to be as easy as it sounded. "And now, we've been

tal king |1 ong enough. They gave ne | eave to explain things to you, but
they're getting restless to go. | nust see to Glthanas. Are we
agreed?"”

Laurana regarded each knight with a | ook that was not so nuch seeking
approbation as sinmply waiting for an acknow edgenent of her | eadership.
For a nonment, she appeared so like Tanis in the firmset of her jaw and
the calm steady deliberation in her eyes that Sturmsm|ed. But Derek
was not smiling. He was infuriated and frustrated, the nore so because
he knew there wasn't a thing he could do

Finally, however, he snarled a nuttered reply that he supposed they
must nmake the best of it and angrily stal ked over to pick up the chest.
Flint and Sturmfollowed, the dwarf sneezing until he nearly sneezed
hinsel f off his feet.

Laurana wal ked back to her brother, noving quietly along sand in her
soft | eather boots. But the WIlder elf heard her approach. Raising her
head, she gave Laurana a fearful | ook and crept backward as an ani nal
cringes at the sight of man. But Tas, who had been chatting with her in
an odd m xture of Common and el ven, gently caught hold of the WIder
elf's arm

"Don't |eave;" said the kender cheerfully. "This is the elflord's
sister. Look, Laurana. G lthanas is com ng around. It nust be that nud
stuff she stuck on his forehead. | could have sworn he'd be out for
days:' Tas stood up. "Laurana, this is ny friend-what did you say your
nane was?"

The girl, her eyes on the ground, trenbled violently. Her hands picked
up bits of sand, then dropped them agai n. She nurnured sonething none
of them coul d hear.



"What was it, child?" Laurana asked in such a sweet and gentle voice
that the girl raised her eyes shyly.

"Silvan;' she said in a | ow voi ce

"That neans'silver-haired in the Kaganesti |anguage, does it not?"
Laurana asked. Kneeling down beside G |thanas, she hel ped himsit up.
Dizzily, he put his hand to his face where the girl had plastered a

t hi ck paste over his bl eeding cheek.

"Don't touch;" Silvart warned, clasping her hand over G lthanas's hand
quickly. "It will make you well:" She spoke Common, not crudely, but
clearly and concisely.

G I thanas groaned in pain, shutting his eyes and letting his hand fall
Silvan gazed at himin deep concern. She started to stroke his face,
then-glancing swiftly at Laurana -hurriedly w thdrew her hand and
started to rise.

"Wait;' Laurana said. "Wait, Silvan:”

The girl froze like a rabbit, staring at Laurana with such fear in her
| arge eyes that Laurana was overcone w th shane.

"Don't be frightened. | want to thank you for caring for ny brother.

Tassl ehoff is right. | thought his injury was grave indeed, but you
have aided him Please stay with him if you would:"

Silvan stared at the ground. "I will stay with him mstress, if such
is your comand:"

"It is not my command, Silvart;' Laurana said. "It is ny wish. And ny

nane is Laurana."

Silvart lifted her eyes. "Then | will stay with himgladly, ms-
Laurana, if that is your wish:" She | owered her head, and they could
barely hear her words. "My true nane, Silvara, neans silver-haired
Silvart is what they call me:" She glanced at the Silvanesti warriors,
then her eyes went back to Laurana. "Please, | want you to call ne
Silvara:"

The Silvanesti elves brought over a make-shift litter they had
constructed of a blanket and tree linbs. They lifted the elflord -not
ungently-onto the litter. Silvara wal ked beside it. Tassl ehof f wal ked
near her, still chattering, pleased to find soneone who had not yet
heard his stories. Laurana and Elistan wal ked on the other side of

G I thanas. Laurana held his hand in hers, watching over himtenderly.
Behi nd them came Derek, his face dark and shadowed, the chest with the
dragon orb on his shoul der. Behind them marched a guard of Silvanest
el ves.

Day was just beginning to dawn, gray and di smal, when they reached the
line of trees along the shore. Flint shivered. Twisting his head, he
gazed out to sea. "What was that Derek said about a-a ship to
Sancri st ?"

"I amafraid so;" Sturmreplied. "It is also an island:"

"And we've got to go there?"

"Yes:"

"To use the dragon orb? W don't know anything about it!"

"The knights will learn;" Sturmsaid softly. "The future of the world
rests on this:

"Hunpf!" The dwarf sneezed. Casting a terrified glance at the night-
dark waters, he shook his head gloomly. "All | knowis |'ve been
drowned twice, stricken with a deadly disease-"

"You were seasick:"

"Stricken with a deadly disease;" Flint repeated loudly, "and sunk.
Mark ny words, Sturm Brightbl ade-boats are bad luck to us. W' ve had
not hing but trouble since we set foot in that blasted boat on
Crystalmir Lake. That was where the crazed nmagician first saw the



constel | ati ons had di sappeared, and our |uck's gone straight downhil
fromthere. As |long as we keep relying on boats, it's going to go from
bad to worse:’

Sturmsmled as he watched the dwarf squish through the sand. But his
smle turned to a sigh. | wish it were all that sinple, the knight

t hought .

The Speaker of the Suns. Laurana's deci sion.

The Speaker of the Suns, |eader of the Qualinesti elves, sat in the
crude shelter of wood and mud the Kaganesti elves had built for his
domicile. He considered it crude-the Kaganesti considered it a

marvel ously large and well-crafted dwelling, suitable for five or six
famlies. They had, in fact, intended it as such and were shocked when
the Speaker declared it barely adequate for his needs and noved in with
his wife-al one.

O course, what the Kaganesti coul d not know was that the Speaker's
honme in exile became the central headquarters for all the business of
the Qualinesti. The cerenoni al guards assuned exactly the sane
positions as they had in the scul ptured halls of the palace in
Qual i nost. The Speaker held audience at the same tine and in the sane
courtly manner, save that his ceiling was a nud-covered done of
thatched grass instead of glittering nosaic, his walls wood instead of
crystal quartz

The Speaker sat in state every day, his wife's sister's daughter by his
side acting as his scribe. He wore the sanme robes, conducted business
with sanme cold aplonb. But there were differences. The Speaker had
changed dramatically in the past few nonths. There were none in the
Qual inesti who marvel ed at this, however. The Speaker had sent his
younger son on a mssion that nost considered suicidal. Wrse, his

bel oved daughter had run away to chase after her half-elven | over. The
Speaker expected never to see either of these children again.

He coul d have accepted the loss of his son, Glthanas. It was, after
all, a heroic, noble act. The young nman had | ed a group of adventurers
into the mnes of Pax Tharkas to free the humans inprisoned there and
draw of f the dragonarm es threatening Qualinesti. This plan had been a
success-an unexpected success. The dragonarm es had been recalled to
Pax Tharkas, giving the elves tinme to escape to the western shores of
their land, and fromthere across the sea to Southern Ergoth.

The Speaker could not, however, accept his daughter's | oss-or her

di shonor.

It was the Speaker's elder son, Porthios, who had coldly explained the
matter to himafter Laurana had been di scovered mi ssing. She had run
off after her childhood friend-Tanis Hal fEl ven. The Speaker was
heartsi ck, consuned with grief. How could she do this? How could she
bring di sgrace upon their househol d? A princess of her people chasing
after a bastard hal f-breed

Laurana's flight quenched the Iight of the sun for her father.
Fortunately, the need to lead his people gave himthe strength to carry
on. But there were tinmes when the Speaker asked what was the use? He
could retire, turn the throne over to has el dest son. Porthios ran

al nost everything anyway, deferring to his father in all that was
proper, but maki ng nost deci sions hinself. The young el flord, serious
beyond his years, was proving an excellent |eader, although sone
considered himtoo harsh in his dealings with the Silvanesti and the
Kaganesti .



The Speaker was anong these, which was the main reason he did not turn
things over to Porthios. Cccasionally he tried to point out to his

el der son that noderation and patience won nore victories than threats
and sword-rattling. But Porthios believed his father to be soft and
sentinmental. The Silvanesti, with their rigid caste structure,

consi dered the Qualinesti barely part of the elven race and the
Kaganesti no part of the elven race at all, viewing themas a subrace
of elves, much as gully dwarves were seen as a subrace of the dwarves.
Porthios firmy believed, although he did not tell his father, that it
nmust end in bl oodshed.

H's views were matched on the other side of the ThonTsal arian by a
stiff-necked, cold-blooded |ord nanmed Qui nath, who, it was runored, was
the betrothed of the Princess Al hana Starbreeze. Lord Quinath was now

| eader of the Silvanesti in her unexpl ai ned absence, and it was he and
Port hi os who divided the isle between the two warring nations of elves,
disregarding the third race entirely.

The border lines were patronizingly comunicated to the Kaganesti, as
one mght comunicate to a dog that it is not to enter the kitchen. The
Kaganesti, notable for their volatile tenpers, were outraged to find
their |l and being divided up and parceled out. Already the hunting was
growi ng bad. The animals the Wl der elves depended on for their

survival were being wi ped out in great nunbers to feed the refugees. As
Laurana had said, the River of the Dead could, at any nonent, run red
with blood, and its name change tragically.

And so the Speaker found himself living in an arnmed canp. But if he
grieved over this fact at all, it was lost in such a nultitude of
griefs that eventually he grew nunmb. Nothing touched him He w thdrew
into his nud home and al |l omwed Porthios to handl e nore and nore.

The Speaker was up early the norning the conpanions arrived in what was
now called Qualin-Mri. He always rose early. Not so much because he
had a great deal to do, but because he had al ready spent nost of the
night staring at the ceiling. He was jotting down notes for the day's
meetings with the Heads of Househol d-an unsatisfactory task, since the
Heads of Househol d could do nothing but conpl ai n-when he heard a tumult
outside his dwelling.

The Speaker's heart sank. What now? he wondered fearfully. It seened

t hese al arms came once or tw ce every day. Porthios had probably caught
sone hot bl ooded Qualinesti and Sil vanesti youths raiding or fighting.
He kept writing, expecting the tunult to die down. But, instead, it

i ncreased, comi ng nearer and nearer. The Speaker could only suppose
sonet hi ng nore serious had happened. And, not for the first tinme, he
wonder ed what he would do if the elves went to war again.

Dropping the quill pen, he wapped hinself in his robes of state and
wai ted with dread. Qutside, he heard the guards snap to attention. He
heard Porthios's voice performthe traditional rights of seeking entry,
since it was before hours. The Speaker glanced fearfully at the door
that led to his private chanbers, fearing his wife mght be disturbed
She had been in ill health since their departure from Qualinesti
Trenbling, he rose to his feet, assuming the stern and cold | ook he had
beconme accustoned to putting on as one might put on an article of

cl ot hing, and bade them cone i nside.

One of the guards opened the door, obviously intending to announce
soneone. But words failed himand, before he could speak, a tall,

sl ender figure dressed in a heavy, hooded fur cloak, pushed past the
guard and ran toward the Speaker. Startled, seeing only that the figure
was arnmed with sword and bow, the Speaker shrank back in alarm

The figure threw back the hood of her cloak. The Speaker saw honey-



colored hair flow down around a wonan's (ace-a face remarkabl e even
anong the elves for its delicate beauty.

"Father!"™ she cried, then Laurana was in his arnmns.

The return of G lthanas, |ong nourned as dead by his people, was the
occasion of the greatest celebration to be held by the Qualinesti since
the ni ght the compani ons had been feasted before setting off for the

Sl a- Mori

G I thanas had recovered sufficiently fromhis wounds to be able to
attend the festivities, a small scar on his cheekbone the only sign of
his injury. Laurana and her friends wondered at this, for they had seen
the terrible blowinflicted upon himby the Silvanesti elf. But when
Laurana nmentioned it to, her father, the Speaker only shrugged and said
that the Kaganesti had befriended Druids living in the forests; they
had probably | earned nmuch in the way of healing arts fromthem

This frustrated Laurana, who knew the rarity of true healing powers on
Krynn. She longed to discuss it with Elistan, but the cleric was
closeted for hours with her father, who was very soon inpressed by the
man's true clerical powers.

Laurana was pleased to see her father accept Elistanrenmenbering how the
Speaker had treated Gol dnbon when she first came to Qualinesti wearing
the nedallion of M shakal, Goddess of Healing. But Laurana nissed her
wi se nentor. Though overjoyed at bei ng hone, Laurana was begi nning to
realize that for her, honme had changed and woul d never be the sane
again

Everyone appeared very glad to see her, but they treated her with the
same courtesy they gave Derek and Sturm Flint and Tas. She was an
outsider. Even her parents' nmanner was cool and distant after their
initial enotional welcone. She mi ght not have wondered at this, if they
hadn't been so doting over G lthanas. Wiy the difference? Laurana
couldn't understand. It remained to her elder brother, Porthios, to
open her eyes.

The incident began at the feast.

"You will find our lives much different fromour lives in Qualinesti,"”
her father told her brother that night as they sat at the banquet held
indoors in a great log hall built by the Kaganesti. "But you will soon
beconme accustoned to it:' Turning to Laurana, he spoke formally. "I
woul d be glad to have you back in your old place as ny scribe, but |
know you wi Il be busy with other things around our househol d:"

Laurana was startled. She had not intended to stay, of course, but she
resented being replaced in what was a daughter's traditional role in

t he royal househol d. She also resented the fact that, though she had
tal ked to her father about taking the orb to Sancrist, he had
apparently ignored her.

" Speaker;" she said slowmy, trying to keep the irritation from her
voice, "I have told you. W cannot stay. Haven't you been listening to
me and to Elistan? W have di scovered t he dragon orb! Now we have the
means to control dragons and bring an end to this war! W nust take the
orb to Sancrist-"

"Stop, Laurana!" her father said sharply, exchanging | ooks wth

Porthi os. Her brother regarded her sternly. "You know

not hi ng of what you speak, Laurana. The dragon orb is truly a great
prize, and so shoul d not be discussed here. As for taking it to
Sancrist, that is out of the question:"

"I beg your pardon, sir;" Derek said, rising and bow ng, "but you have
no say in the nmatter. The dragon orb is not yours. | was sent by the
Kni ghts Council to recover a dragon orb, if possible. | have succeeded
and | intend to take it back as | was ordered. You have no right to



stop me:"

"Haven't |?" the Speaker's eyes glittered angrily. "My son, G Ithanas,
brought it into this land which we, the Qualinesti, declare to be our
honel and in exile. That nakes it ours by right:"

"I never clained that, Father;" G lthanas said, flushing as he felt the
conpani ons' eyes turn to him "It is not mne. It belongs to all of us-
Port hi os shot his younger brother a furious glance. GIthanas
stamered, then fell silent.

"If it is anyone's to claim it is Laurana's;' Flint Fireforge spoke
up, not at all intimdated by the elves' glaring stares, "For it was
she who killed Feal -thas, the evil elven magic-user.""

"If it be hers;" the Speaker said in a voice older thaw his hundreds of
years, "then it is nmne by right. For she is not of agewhat is hers is
m ne, since | amher father. That is elven |aw and dwarven |law, too, if
"' m not mistaken:

Flint's face flushed. He opened his mouth to reply, but Tassl ehoff beat
himto it.

"Isn't that odd?" remarked the kender cheerfully, having m ssed the
serious portent of the conversation. "According to kender law, if there
is a kender |aw, everybody sort of owns everything:' (This was quite
true. The kenders' casual attitude toward the possessions of others
extended to themown. Nothing in a kender house renmined there |ong,
unless it was nailed to the floor. Sone nei ghbor was certain to wander
in, admire it, and absentmindedly walk off with it. A famly heirloom
anong kenders was defined as anything remaining in a house | onger than
three weeks.)

No one spoke after that. Flint kicked Tas under the table, and the
kender subsided in hurt silence which |asted until he discovered his
nei ghbor, an elvenlord, had been called fromthe table, |eaving his
purse behi nd. Rummagi ng through the elflord' s possessions kept the
kender happily occupi ed throughout the rest of the neal.

Flint, who ordinarily would have kept an eye on Tas, did not notice
this in his other worries. It was obvious there was going to be
trouble. Derek was furious. Only the rigid code of the knights kept him
seated at the table. Laurana sat in silence, not eating. Her face was
pal e beneath her tanned skin, and she was punching snall holes in the
finely woven table cloth with her fork. Flint nudged Sturm

"We thought getting the dragon orb out of Ice Wall was tough;' the
dwarf said in an undertone. "There we only had to escape a crazed

wi zard and a few wal rus-nen. Now we're surrounded by three nations of

el ves!"

"We'll have to reason with them' Sturmsaid softly.

"Reason!" The dwarf snorted. "Two stones woul d have a better chance of
reasoning with each other'

That proved to be the case. By the Speaker's request, the conpanions
remai ned seated after the other elves left, follow ng dinner. GIthanas
and his sister sat side by side, their faces drawn and worried as Derek
stood up before the Speaker to "reason' with him

"The orb is ours;' Derek stated coldly. "You have no right to it at

all. It certainly does not belong to your daughter or to your son. They
traveled with me only by ny courtesy, after I rescued themfromthe
destruction of Tarsis. | am happy to have been able to escort them back
to their honeland, and | thank you for your hospitality. But | |eave
tonorrow for Sancrist, taking the orb with ne:’

Porthi os stood up to face Derek. "The kender may say the dragon orb is
his. It doesn't matter:' The elflord spoke in a snoboth, polite voice



that slid through the night air like a knife. "The orb is in elven
hands now, and here it will stay. Do you think we are foolish enough to
let this prize be taken by humans to cause nore trouble in this world?”
"More trouble!" Derek's face flushed deep red. "Do you realize the
trouble this world is in now? The dragons drove you from your honel and.
They are approachi ng our homel and nowl Unlike you, we do not intend to
run. We will stand and figh! This orb could be our only hope-"

"You have ny |eave to go back to your honel and and be burned to a crisp
for all | care;' Porthios returned. "It was you humans who stirred up
this ancient evil. It is fitting that you fight it. The Dragon

Hi ghl ords have what they want fromus. They will undoubtedly |eave us
in peace. Here, on Ergoth, the orb will be kept safe:

"Fool!" Derek slamed his fist on the table. "The Dragon Hi ghlords have
only one thought and that is to conquer all of Ansalon! That includes
this mserable isle! You may be safe here for a tine, but if we fall
you will fall, too!"

"You know he speaks truly, Father," Laurana said, greatly daring. Elven
wonren did not attend war meetings, nmuch |ess speak. Laurana was present
only because of her unique involvenment. Rising to her feet, she faced
her brother, who gl owered at her disapprovingly. "Porthios, our father
told us in Qualinesti that the Dragon Hi ghlord wanted not only our

| ands but al so the externination our race! Have you forgotten?"

"Bah! That was one Dragon Highlord, Verminaard. He is dead-"

"Yes, because of us; ¢ Laurana shouted angrily, "not you!"

"Laurana!" The Speaker of the Suns rose to his full height, taller even
than his ol dest son. Hs presence towered over themall. "You forget
yoursel f, young worman. You have no right to speak to your el der bother
like that. W faced perils of our own in our journey. He renmenbered his
duty and his responsibility, as did Glthanas. They did not go running
of f after a halfelven bastard |ike a brazen, human wh-" The Speaker
stopped abruptly.

Laurana went white to the lips. She swayed, clutching the table for
support. G lthanas rose swiftly, comng to her side, but she pushed him
away. "Father," she said in a voice she did not recogni ze as her own,
"what were you about to say?"

"Conme away Laurana,' G |thanas begged. "He didn't nean it. W'Ill talk
in the norning:"

The Speaker said nothing, his face, gray and cold.

"You were about to say' human whore'!"' Laurana said softly, her words
falling like pins en nerves stretched taut.

"Go to your |odgings, Laurana," the Speaker ordered in a tight voice.
"So that is what you think of me;" Laurana whi spered, her throat
constricting. "That is why everyone stares and stops

tal king when | conme near them Hunman whore:

"Sister, do as your father commands;' Porthios said. "As for what we
think of you-renmenber, you brought this on yourself. Wat do you
expect ? Look at you, Laurana! You are dressed |like a man. You proudly
wear a sword stained with blood. You talk glibly of your'adventures!
Traveling with men such as these-humans and dwarves! Spending the
nights with them Spending the nights with your half-breed | over. Were
is he? Did he tire of you and-

The firelight flared before Laurana's eyes. Its heat swept over her
body, to be replaced by a terrible cold. She could see nothing and
renenbered only a horrifying sensation of falling without being able to
catch hersel f. Voices cane at her froma great distance, distorted
faces bent over her.
"Laurana, mny daughter



Then not hi ng.

"Mstress . . "

"What ? Where am 1 ? Who are you? I -1 can't see!l Help nme!"
"There" mstress. Take my hand. Shhhh. | amhere. | am Silvara
Remenber ?"

Laurana felt gentle hands take her own as she sat up

"Can you drink this, mstress?"

A cup was placed to her lips. Laurana sipped at it, tasting clear, cold
wat er. She grasped it and drank eagerly, feeling it cool her fevered

bl ood. Strength returned, she found she could see again. A snmall candle
burned beside her bed. She was in her room in her father's house. Her
clothes lay on a crude wooden bench, her swordbelt and scabbard stood
near, her pack was on the floor. At a table, across from her bed, sat a
nursemai d, her head cradled in her arnms, fast asleep.

Laurana turned to Silvara, who, seeing the question in her eyes, put
her finger to her lips.

"Speak softly;" the Wlder elf replied. "Oh, not for that one"-Silvara
gl anced at the nurse-"she will sleep peacefully for many, many hours
before the potion wears off. But there are others in the house who may
be wakeful. Do you feel better?"

"Yes;' Laurana answered, confused. "I don't renenber-"

"You fainted;' Silvara answered. "I heard themtal ki ng about it when
they carried you back here. Your father is truly grieved. He never
meant to say those things. It is just that you hurt himso terribly-"
"How did you hear?"

"l was hiding, in the shadows in the corner there. An easy thing for ny
people to do. The old nurse said you were fine, you just needed rest,
and they left. Wen she went to fetch a blanket, | put the sleep juice
in her tea:'

"Why?" Laurana asked. Looking at the girl closely, Laurana saw that the
Wl der elf nust be a beautiful worman-or would be if the |ayers of grine
and filth were washed from her.

Silvara, aware of Laurana's scrutiny, flushed in enmbarrassnment. "I -Iran
away fromthe Silvanesti, nistress, when they brought you across the
river:'

"Laurana. Please, child; call nme Laurana."

"Laurana," Silvara corrected, blushing. "lI-1 came to ask you to take
you with nme when you | eave:"
"Leave?" Laurana said. "I'mnot goi-" She stopped

"Aren't you?" Silvara asked gently.
"I . . . |1 don't know," Laurana said in confusion.

"I can help;' Silvara said eagerly. '"lI know the way through the
mount ai ns to reach the Knights' outpost where the ships with birds
wings sail. | will help you get away:'

"Why woul d you do this for us?" Laurana asked. "I'msorry, Silvara. |

don't mean to be suspicious, but you don't know us, and what you're
doing is very dangerous. Surely you could escape nore easily on your
own: "

"I know you carry the dragon orb,." Silvara whispered

"How do you know about the orb?" Laurana asked, astounded.

"l heard the Silvanesti talking, .after they left you at the river."
"And you knew what it was? How?"

"My . . . people have stories . . . about it;" Silvara said, her hands
twisting. "lI-1 knowit is inportant to end this war. Your people and
the Silvan eyes will go back to their hones and |l et the Kaganesti live

in peace. There is that reason and-" Silvara was silent for a nonent,
then she spoke so softly Laurana could barely hear her. "You are the



first person who ever knew the neaning of nmy name."

Laurana | ooked at her, puzzled. The girl seenmed sincere. But Laurana
didn't believe her. Why would she risk her life to help then? Perhaps
she was a Silvanesti spy, sent to get the orb? It seermed unlikely, but
stranger things

Laurana put her head in her hands, trying to think. Could they trust
Silvara-at |east enough to get them out of here? They apparently had no
choice. If they were going into the nountains, they would have to pass
t hrough Kaganesti lands. Silvara' s help would be inval uabl e.

"I nmust talk to Elistan,” Laurana said. "Can you bring himhere?"

"No need, Laurana," Silvara, answered. "He has been waiting outside for
you to awaken:"

"And the others? Where are the rest of ny friends?"

"Lord Glthanas is within the house of your father, of course-" Was it
Laurana's imagination, or did Silvara's pale cheek flush when she sai d
that nanme? "The others have been given 'guest quarters: "

"Yes;' said Laurana grimy, "I can imagine:

Silvara left her side. Creeping quietly across the floor of the room
she went to the door, opened it, and beckoned.

"Laur ana?"

"Elistan!"™ She flung her arnms around the cleric. Laying her head on his
chest, Laurana shut her eyes, feeling his strong arns enbrace her
tenderly. Everything will be fine now, she knew. Elistan will take
charge. He'll know what to do

"Are you feeling better?" the cleric asked. "Your father-"

"Yes, | know;,' Laurana interrupted him She felt a dull ache in her
heart whenever her father was mentioned. "You nust decide what we are
to do, Elistan. Silvara has offered to help us escape. W could take
the orb and | eave tonight:"

"I'f that is what you nust do, my dear, then you should waste no nore
tinme;' Elistan said, sitting by her in a chair.

Laurana blinked. Reaching out, she grabbed hold of his arm "Elistan,
what do you nmean? You nust cone with us-"

"No, Laurana;' Elistan said, grasping her hand tightly in his owm. "If
you do this, you will have to | eave on your own. | have sought help
from Pal adine, and | nust stay here, with the elves. | believe if |
stay, | will be able to convince your father that | ama cleric of the
true gods. If | leave, he would always believe | ama charlatan, as

your brother brands ne:’

"What about the dragon orb?"

"That is up to you, Laurana. The elves are wwong in this. Hopefully, in
time, they will cone to see it. But we do not have centuries to talk
this over. | think you should take the orb to Sancrist:"

"Me?" Laurana gasped. "l can't!"

"My dear;" Elistan said firmy, "you nust realize that if you make this
deci sion, the burden of |eadership will be upon you. Sturm and Derek
are too caught up in their own quarrel and, besides, they are hunan.
You will be dealing with el ves-your own people and the Kaganesti

G lthanas sides with your father. You are the only one who has a chance
to succeed:"

"But |I'm not capable-"

"You are nore capable than you give yourself credit for, Laurana.

Per haps everything you have been through up to now has been preparing
you for this. You nust waste no nore tine. Farewell, ny dear:" Elistan
rose to his feet and laid his hand on her head. "My Pal adine's

bl essi ng-and nmy own-go with you:

"Elistan!" Laurana whi spered, but the cleric was gone. Silvara quietly



shut the door.

Laurana sank back into her bed, trying to think. Elistan is right, of
course. The dragon orb cannot stay here. And if we are going to escape,
it must be tonight. But it's all happening so fast! And it's all up to
me! Can | trust Silvara? But why ask? She's the only one who can guide
us. Then all | have to do is get the orb and the |ance and free ny
friends. I know how to get to the orb and the lance. But ny friends
Laurana knew, suddenly, what she would do, She realized she had been
planning it in the back of her m nd even as she tal ked to Elistan.

This commits nme, she thought. There will be no tami ng back. Stealing
the dragon orb, fleeing into the night, into strange and hostile
country. And then, there is G lthanas. W' ve been through too nuch
together for me to | eave himbehind. But he will be appalled at the

i dea of stealing the orb and running away. And if he chooses not to go
with me, would he betray us?

Laurana cl osed her eyes for a nonent. She |aid her head down wearily on
her knees. Tanis, she thought, where are you? Wat should | do? Wy is
it up tone? | didn't want this.

And then, as she sat there, Laurana renenbered seei ng weariness and
sorrow on Tanis's face that mirrored her own. Mybe he asked hinsel f
these sanme things. Al the tinmes | thought he was so strong, perhaps he
really felt as lost and frightened as | do. Certainly he felt abandoned
by his people. And we depended on him whether he wanted us to or not.
But he accepted it. He did what he believed was right.

And so must I.

Briskly, refusing to allow herself to think any further, Laurana |ifted
her head and beckoned for Silvara to come near.

Sturm paced the length of the crude cabin that had been given to them
unable to sleep. The dwarf lay stretched out on a bed, snoring |oudly.
Across the room Tasslehoff lay curled in a ball of msery, chained by
his foot to the bedpost. Sturm sighed. How nuch nmore trouble could they
get into?

The eveni ng had gone frombad to worse. After Laurana had fainted, it
had been all Sturm could do to hold back the enraged dwarf. Flint vowed
to tear Porthioslinmb fromlinb. Derek stated that he consi dered hinsel f
to be a prisoner held by the eneny and, as such, it was his duty to try
and escape; then he would bring the Knights down to recover the dragon
orb by force. Derek was inmedi ately escorted away by the guards. Just
when Sturmgot Flint cal med down, an elflord appeared out of nowhere
and accused Tassl ehoff of stealing his purse.

Now t hey were being held under double guard, 'guests' of the Speaker of
t he Suns.

"Must you pace about like that?" Derek asked coldly.

"Way? Am | keeping you awake?" snapped Sturm

"OE course not. Only fools could sleep under these circunstances.

You' re breaking my concen

"Hsst!" Sturm said, raising his hand warningly.

Derek instantly fell silent. Sturm gestured. The ol der kni ght joined
Sturmin the center of the roomwhere he was staring up at the ceiling.
The | og house was rectangular, with one door, two wi ndows, and a
firepit in the center of the floor. A hole cut in the roof provided
ventil ation.

It was through this hole Sturm heard the odd sound that caught his
attention. It was a shuffling, scraping sound. The wooden beans in the
ceiling creaked as though sonethi ng heavy was craw ing over it

"A wild beast of sone sort;' Derek nmuttered. "And we're weaponl ess!"”
"No;' Sturmsaid, listening closely. "It's not growing. It's noving



too silently, as if it didn't want to be heard or seen. \What are those
guards doi ng out there?"

Derek went to the wi ndow and peered out. "Sitting around a fire. Two
are asleep. They're not overly concerned about us, are they?" he asked
bitterly.

"Wy shoul d they be?" Sturm said, keeping his eyes on the ceiling.
"There's a coupl e of thousand elves within the sound of a whisper. Wat
t he-"

Sturmfell back in alarmas the stars he had been watching through the
hol e were suddenly blotted out by a dark, shapel ess nass. Sturmreached
down swiftly and grabbed a lag fromthe snoldering fire, holding it by
the end like a club

"Sturm Sturm Brightbl ade!” said the shapel ess mass.

Sturm stared, trying to renenber the voice. It was famliar. Thoughts
of Sol ace flooded his mnd. "Theros!" he , gasped. "Theros Ironfeld!
What are you doing here? The last | saw you, you were |ying near death
in the el ven kingdom"

The huge bl acksmith of Sol ace struggled down through the opening in the
ceiling, bringing part of the roof with him He | anded heavily, waking
the dwarf, who sat up and peered, blearyeyed, at the apparition in the
center of the cabin.

"What-" the dwarf started up, funbling for his battle-axe which was no
| onger by his side.

"Hush!" the smth commanded. "No tinme for questions. The Lady Laurana
sent ne to free you. W're to neet her in the woods beyond the canp.
Make haste! W have only a few hours before dawn and we nust be across
the river by then:' Theros strode over to | ook at Tassl ehoff, who was
trying without success to free hinself. "Well, master thief, | see
soneone caught you at | ast:

"I"'mnot a thief!" Tas said indignantly. "You know ne better than that,
Theros. That purse was planted on nme-"

The smith chuckl ed. Taking hold of the chain in his hands, he gave a
sudden heave and it split apart. Tasslehoff, however, did not even
notice. He was staring at the smth's arms. One arm the left, was a
dusky bl ack, the color of the smth's skin. But the other arm the
right, was bright, shining silver!

"Theros;' Tas said in a strangled voice. "Your arm"

"Questions later, little thief;' the smith said sternly. "Now we nove
swift and now we move silent:"

"Across the river;" Flint npaned, shaking his head. "Mre boats. Mre
boat s. o

"I want to see the Speaker;' Laurana told the guard at the door to her
father's suite of roons.

"It is late;' the guard said. "The Speaker is sleeping:"

Laurana drew back her hood. The guard bowed. "Forgive nme, Princess. |
did not recogni ze you:" He glanced at Silvara suspiciously. "Wwo is
that with you?"

"My maid. | would not travel at night by nyself:"

"No, of course not;" the guard said hurriedly as he opened the door.
"Go ahead. His sleeping roomis the third one down the hall on your
right:"

"Thank you;" Laurana answered and brushed past the guard. Silvara,

muf fled in a vol um nous cape, swept softly after her.

"The chest is in his room at the foot of his bed;" Laurana whi spered
to Silvara. "Are you sure you can carry the dragon orb? It is big and
very heavy."

"lIt's not that big;" Silvara nmurnured, staring perplexed at Laurana.



"Only about so-"She made a gesture with her hands roughly the shape of
a child s ball.

"No;" Laurana said, frowning. "You have not have seen it. It is nearly
two feet in dianeter. That's why | had you wear that |ong cape:
Silvara stared at her in wonder. Laurana shrugged. "Wll, we can't
stand here arguing. We'll figure something out when the time cones:
The two crept down the hallway, silently as kender, until they cane to
t he bedroom

Hol di ng her breath, fearing that even her heartbeat was too | oud,
Laurana pressed on the door. It opened with a creaki ng sound that nade
her grit her teeth. Next to her, Silvara shivered in fear. A figure in
the bed stirred and turned over-her nother. Laurana saw her father,
even in his sleep, put out his hand to pat her reassuringly. Tears

di med Laurana's eyes. Tightening her |ips resolutely, she gripped
Silvara's hand and slipped inside the room

The chest stood at the end of her father's bed. It was |ocked, but the
conpanions all carried a copy of the small silver key. Swiftly Laurana
unl ocked the chest, and Iifted the Iid. Then she nearly dropped it in
her amazement. The dragon orb was there, still glowing with the soft
white and blue light. But it wasn't the sane orb! O, if it was, it had
shrunk! As Silvara said, it was now no nore than the size of a child's
playing ball! Laurana reached in to take it. It was still heavy, but
she could lift it easily. G ngerly grasping it, her hand shaking, she
raised it fromthe box and handed it to Silvara. The Wlder elf
imediately hid it beneath her cloak. Laurana picked up the wood shaft
of the broken dragonl ance, wondering, as she did so, why she bothered
taki ng the broken ol d weapon.

I"I'l take it because the knight handed it to Sturm she thought. He
wanted himto have it.

At the bottom of the chest lay Tanis's sword, Wrnslayer, given him by
Ki t h-Kanan. Laurana | ooked fromthe sword to the dragonlance. | can't
carry both, she thought, and started to put the |ance back. But Silvara
grabbed her.

"What are you doi ng?" Her nouth formed the words, her eyes flashed
"Take it! Take it, toot"

Laurana stared at the girl in amazenent. Then, hastily, she retrieved
the | ance, concealed it beneath her cloak, and carefully shut the
chest, leaving the sword inside. Just as the lid left her cold fingers,
her father rolled over in his bed, half-sitting up.

"What ? Who is there?" he asked, starting to shake off has sleep in his
alarm

Laurana felt Silvara trenbling and clutched the girl's hand
reassuringly, warning her to be silent.

"It is |, Father," she said in a faint voice. "Laurana. |-b wanted to-
totell youl amsorry, Father. And ( ask you to forgive ne:"

"Ah, Laurana:" The Speaker |ay back down on his pillows; closing his
eyes. "I forgive you, ny daughter. Now return to your bed. W'll talk
in the norning:"

Laurana waited until his breathing becane quiet and regul ar

Then she led Silvara fromthe room gripping the dragonlance firmy
beneat h her cl oak.

"Who goes there?" softly called a human voice in elven

"Who asks?" replied a clear elven voice

"G lthanas? |Is that you?"

"Theros! My friend!" The young elflord stepped swiftly fromthe shadows
to enbrace the human bl acksnmith. For a nmonent G |thanas was so overcone
he coul d not speak. Then, startled, he pushed back fromthe smth's



bearli ke hug. "Theros! You have two arns! But the draconians in Sol ace
cut off your right arml You would have died, if Goldnoon hadn't heal ed

you: "

"Do you renenber what that pig of a Fewraster told ne?" Theros asked in
his rich, deep voice, whispering softly. "'The only way you'll get a
new arm smith, is to forge it yourself!' Well, | did just that! The

story of my adventures to find the Silver Abm | wear nowis a | ong one-

"And not for telling now,' grunbled another voice behind him "Unless
you want to ask a couple of thousand elves to hear it with us:"

"So you nmanaged to escape, G lthanas," said Derek's voice out of the
shadows. "Did you bring the dragon orb?"

"I did not escape;" Glthanas returned coldly. "I left nmy father's
house to acconpany ny sister and Sil-her naidthrough the darkness.
Taking the orb is ny sister's idea, not mne. There is still time to

reconsi der this madness, Laurana:" G lthanas turned to her. "Return the
orb. Don't let Porthios's hasty words drive away your compn sense. |f
we keep the orb here, we can use it to defend our people. W can find
out how it works, we have magi c-users anong us:"

"Let's just turn ourselves over to the guards now Then we can get sone
sleep where it's warml ™ Flint's words cane out in explosive puffs of
frost.

"Ei ther sound the alarmnow, elf, or let us go. At |least give us tine
bef ore you betray us;' Derek said.

"l have no intention of betraying you;' Glthanas stated angrily.
Ignoring the others, he turned once nore to his sister. "Laurana?"

"l amdeterm ned on this course of action;' she answered slowy. "I
have thought about it and | believe we are doing the right thing. So
does Elistan. Silvara will guide us through the nountains-"

"I, too, know the mountains;' Theros spoke up. "I have had little to do
here but wander them And you'll need nme to get you past the guards:"”
"Then we are resolved: "

"Very well:" G lthanas sighed. "I amcoming with you. If | stayed

behi nd, Porthios woul d al ways suspect nme of conplicity:

"Fine;' snapped Flint. "Can we escape now? O do we need to wake up
anyone el se?"

"This way," Theros said. "The guards are accustoned to ny | ate night
ranbles. Stay in the shadows, and let me do the tal king:" Reaching
down, he caught hold of Tasslehoff by the collar of his heavy fur coat
and lifted the kender off the ground to look himright in the eye.
"That nmeans you, little thief;' the big smth said sternly.

"Yes, Theros;' the kender replied neekly, squirmng in the man's silver
hand until the smith set himdown. Sonewhat shaken, Tas readjusted his
pouches and tried to regain his injured dignity.

The conpanions followed the tall, dark-skinned smith al ong the
outskirts of the silent elven encanpnent, noving as quietly as possible
for two arnor-clad knights and a dwarf. To Laurana, they sounded as

| oud as a wedding party. She bit her lip to keep silent as the knights
clanked and rattled in the darkness, while Flint fell over every tree
root and spl ashed through every puddl e.

But the elves lay wapped in their conplacency like a soft, fleecy

bl anket. They had safely fled the danger. None believed it would find
them again. And so they slept as the conpani ons escaped into the night.
Silvara, carrying the dragon orb, felt the cold crystal grow warm as
she held it near her body felt it stir and pulse with life.

"What am | to do?" she whispered to herself distractedly in Kaganesti,
stunbling al nost blindly through the darkness. "This came to ne! Wy?



don't understand? What am| to do?"

Ri ver of the Dean. The |egend of the Silver Dragon

The night was still and cold. Stormclouds blotted out the Iight of the
nmoons and stars. There was no rain, no wi nd, just an oppressive sense
of waiting. Laurana felt that all of nature was alert, wary, fearful.
And behind her, the elves slept, cocooned in a web of their own petty
fears and hatreds. Wat horrible wi nged creature would burst fromthat
cocoon, she wondered

The conpanions had little trouble slipping past the elven

guards. Recogni zing Theros, the guards stood and chatted am ably with
him while the others crept through the woods around them They reached

the river in the first chill light of dawn.
"And how are we to get across?" the dwarf asked, staring out at the
water gloomly. "I don't think nmuch of boats, but they beat sw nmm ng:"

"That should not be a problem™ Theros turned to Laurana and said, "Ask
your little friend;" nodding at Silvara.

Startl ed, Laurana |ooked at the Wlder elf, as did the others. Silvara,
enbarrassed at so nmany eyes upon her, flushed deeply, bowi ng her head.
"Kargai Sargaron is right;" she murmured. "Wait here, within the
shadows of the trees:’

She left themand ran lightly to the riverbank with a wild, free grace,
enchanting to watch. Laurana noticed that G lthanas's gaze, in
particular, lingered upon the Wlder elf.

Silvara put her fingers to her lips and whistled |ike the call of a
bird. She waited a nmonment, then repeated the whistle three tines.
Wthin mnutes, her call was answered, echoing across the water from

t he opposite bank of the river.

Satisfied, Silvara returned to the group. Laurana saw that, though
Silvara spoke to Theros, the girl's eyes were drawn to G| thanas
Finding himstaring at her, she blushed and | ooked quickly back at

Ther os.

"Kargai Sargaron;" she said hurriedly, "ny people are com ng, but you
should be with ne to neet them and explain things:" Silvara's bl ue
eyes-Laurana could see themclearly in the norning light-went to Sturm
and Derek. The Wl der elf shook her head slightly. "They will not be
happy about bringing these humans to our | and, nor these elves either

I amafraid;' she said, with an apol ogetic gl ance at Laurana and

G | t hanas.

"I will talk to them " Theros said. Gazing across the | ake, he
gestured. "Here they conme now "

Laurana saw two bl ack shapes sliding across the sky-gray river. The
Kaganesti nust keep watch there constantly, she realized. They

recogni zed Silvara's call. Odd-for a slave to have such freedom |If
escape was this easy, why did Silvara stay anmpong the Silvanesti? It
didn't nake any sense-. . . unless escape was not her purpose

"What does ' Kargai Sargaron' nean?" she asked Theros abruptly.

" '"He of the Silver Arm " Theros answered, smling..

"They seemto trust you:'

"Yes. | told you | spend a good part of my tine wandering. That is not
quite true. | spend much time anong Silvara's people:"” The smith's
dusky face creased in a scow. "Meaning no disrespect, elflady, but you



have no i dea what hardshi ps your people are causing these wild ones:
shooting the gane or driving it away, enslaving the young with gold and
silver and steel:" Theros heaved an angry sigh. "I have done what
could. I showed them how to forge hunting weapons and tools. But the
winter will be long and hard, | fear. Already, gane is becom ng scarce.
If it comes to starving or killing their elven kin-"

"Maybe if | stayed;" Laurana murmured, "I could hel p-" Then she
realized that was ridicul ous. What could she do? She wasn't even
accepted by her own peopl e!

"You can't be in all places at the sane tine;" Sturmsaid. "The el ves
must solve their problens, Laurana. You are doing the right thing:"

"I know, " she said, sighing. She turned her head, | ooking behind her,

toward the Qualinesti canp. "I was just like them Sturm" she said,
shivering. "My beautiful tiny world had revol ved around nme for so | ong
that I thought | was the center of the universe. | ran after Tanis

because | was certain | could nmake himlove ne. Wiy shoul dn't he?
Everyone else did. And then | discovered the world didn't revol ve
around ne. It didn't even care about ne! | saw suffering and death. |
was forced to kill"-she stared down at her hands-"or be killed. | saw
real love. Love like Riverwind s and Gol dnoon's, love that was willing
to sacrifice everything-even life itself. | felt very petty and very
smal|l. And now that's how nmy people seemto ne. Petty and snmall. | used
to think they were perfect, but now | understand how Tanis felt-and why
he | eft:"

The boats of the Kaganesti had reached the shore. Silvara and Theros
wal ked down to talk to the elves who paddl ed them At a gesture from
Theros, the conpani ons stepped out of the shadows of the trees and
stood upon the bank-hands well away fromtheir weapons-so the Kaganesti
could see them At first, it seemed hopel ess. The elves chattered in
their strange, uncouth version of elven which Laurana had difficulty
foll ow

ing. Apparently they refused outright to have anything to do

with the group

Then horn calls sounded fromthe woods behind them G Ithanas and
Laurana | ooked at each other in alarm Theros, glancing back stabbed
his silver finger at the group urgently, then thunped hinself on the
chest-apparently pledging his word to answer for the conpanions. The
horns sounded again. Silvara added her own pleas. Finally, the
Kaganesti agreed, although with a marked | ack of enthusiasm

The conpani ons hurried down to the water, all of them aware now that
their absence had been discovered and that pursuit had started. One by
one, they all stepped carefully into the boats that were no nore than
hol | owed-out trunks of trees. All, that is, except Flint, who groaned
and cast hinmself down on the ground, shaking his head and muttering in
dwarven. Sturmeyed himin concern, fearing a repetition of the
incident at Crystalmr when the dwarf had flatly refused to set foot in
a boat. It was Tassl ehoff, however, who tugged and pulled ,and finally
dragged the grunbling dwarf to his feet.

"We'll nake a sailor of you yet;" the kender said cheerfully, prodding
Flint in the back with his hoopak.

"You will not! And quit sticking me with that thing!" the dwarf

snarl ed. Reaching the edge of the water, he stopped, nervously funbling
with a piece of wood. Tas hopped into a boat and stood waiting
expectantly, his hand outstretched.

"Confound it, Flint, get in the boat!" Theros ordered

"Just tell me one thing;' the dwarf said, swallow ng. "Wy do they cal
it "the River of the Dead ?"



"You'll see, soon enough;' Theros grunted. Reaching out his strong

bl ack hand, he plucked the dwarf off the bank .and plopped himlike a
sack of potatoes on to the seat. "Shove off;" the smth told the WIder
el ves, who needed no bidding.. Their wooden oars were already biting
deep into the water.

The | og boat caught the current and floated swiftly downstream heading
west. The tree-shrouded banks fairly flew past, and the conpanions
huddl ed down into the boats as the cold wind stung their faces and took
away their breath. They saw no signs of |ife along the southern share
where the Qualinesti nade their hone. But Laurana caught glinpses of
shadowy, darting figures ducking in and out of the trees on the
northern shore. She realized then that the Kaganesti were not as naive
as they seened-they were keeping cl ose waEdi n upon their cousins. She
wonder ed how nmany of the Kaganesti living as slaves were, in reality,
spies. Her eyes went to Silvara.

The current carried themswiftly to a fork in the river where two
streans joined together. One flowed fromthe north, the other-the
streamthey traveled-flowed into it fromthe east. Both nmerged into one
wide river, flowing south into the sea. Suddenly Theros pointed

"There, dwarf, is your answer;" he said sol emly.

Drifting down the branch of the river that flowed fromthe north was
anot her boat. At first, they thought it had slipped its moorings, for
they could see no one inside. Then they saw that it rode too lowin the
water to be empty. The Wl der elves slowed their own boats, steering
theminto the shallow water, and held them steady, heads bowed in
silent respect.

And t hen Laurana knew.

"A funeral boat;" she nurnured.

"Aye;" said Theros, watching with sad eyes. The boat drifted past,
carried near themby the current. Inside they could see the body of a
young Wlder elf, a warrior to judge by his crude leather arnor. His
hands, fol ded across his chest, clasped an iron sword in cold fingers.
A bow and quiver of arrows lay at his side. H's eyes were closed in the
peaceful sleep fromwhich he woul d never waken.

"Now you know why it is called Thon-Tsal arian, the River of the Dead;"
Silvara said in her low, nusical voice. "For centuries, my people have
returned the dead to the sea where we were born. This ancient custom of
my peopl e has beconme a bitter point of contention between the Kaganesti
and our cousins:" Her eyes went to G lthanas. "Your people consider
this a desecration of the river. They try to force us to stop:’
"Soneday the body that floats down the river will be Qualinesti, or
Silvanesti, with a Kaganesti arrow in his chest;" Theros predicted.
"And then there will be war:"

"I think all the elves will have a much nore deadly eneny to face;
Sturm sai d, shaking his head. "Look!" He pointed.

At the feet of the dead warrior lay a shield, the shield of the eneny
he had died fighting. Recognizing the foul symbol traced on the
battered shield, Laurana drew in her breath.

"Draconi an! "

The journey up the Thon-Tsal ari an was | ong and arduous, for the river
ran swift and strong. Even Tas was given an oar to hel p paddle, but he
pronptly lost it overboard, then nearly went in headfirst trying to
retrieve it. Catching hold of Tas by his belt, Derek dragged hi m back
as the Kaganasti indicated by sign | anguage that if he caused any nore
trouble, they'd throw himout.

Tassl ehof f soon grew bored and sat peering over the side, hoping to see
a fish.



"Why, how odd!" the kender said suddenly. Reaching down, he put his
smal|l hand into the water. "Look;" he said in excitement. H s hand was
coated in fine silver and sparkled in the early norning light. "The
water glitters! Look, Flint;' he called to dwarf in the other boat.
"Look into the water-"

"I will not;" said the dwarf through chattering teeth. Flint rowed
grimy, though there was some question as to his effectiveness. He
steadfastly refused to look into the water and consequently was out of
time with everyone el se

"You are right, Kenderken;' Silvara said, snmling. "In Fact, the

Si | vanesti named the river Thon-Sargan, which nmeans Silver Road. It is
too bad you have come here in such dismal weat her. Wen the silver noon
rises inits fullness, the river turns to nolten silver and is truly
beautiful ."

"Why? What causes it?" the kender asked, studying his shinmering hand
with delight.

"No one knows, though there is a | egend anong ny peopl e-
silent abruptly, her face flushed.

"What | egend?" G |thanas asked. The elflord sat facing Silvara, who was
in the prow of the boat. H's paddling was not rmuch better than Flint's,
G | thanas being nmuch nore interested in Silvara's face than his work.
Every time Silvara | ooked up, she found he was staring at her. She
becane nore confused and flustered as the hours passed.

"Surely you are not interested;" she said, gazing out across the
silver-gray water, trying to avoid Glthanas's gage. 'It is a child's
tal e about Huma-'

"Hurmal " Sturm said fromwhere he sat behind Glthanas, his swft,
strong oar strokes naking up for the ineptness of both elf and dwarf.
"Tell us your |egend of Huma, WIlder elf.""

"Yes, tell us your legend;" Glthanas repeated sniling.

"Very well;"' she said, flushing. Clearing her throat, she began.
"According to the Kaganesti, in the |ast days of the terrible dragon
wars, Huma travel ed through the | and, seeking to help the people. But
he realized-to his sorrowthat he was powerless to stop the desol ation
and destruction of the dragons. He prayed to the gods for an answer."
Silvara glanced at Sturm who nodded his head sol emmly.

"True;" the knight said. "And Pal adi ne answered his prayer, sending the
Wiite Stag. But where it led him none know "

"My people know,' Silvara said softly, "because the Stag | ed Hunm,
after many trials and dangers, to a quiet grove, here, in the |Iand of
Ergoth. In the grove he net a wonman, beautiful and virtuous, who eased
his pain. Huma fell in love with her and she with him But she refused
his pl edges of |ove for many nonths. Finally, unable to deny the
burning fire within her, the woman returned Hunma's | ove. Their

happi ness was |ike the silver nmoonlight in a night of terrible

dar kness: "

Silvara fell silent a nonment, her eyes staring far away. Absently she
reached down to touch the coarse fabric of the cloak covering the
dragon orb which lay at her feet.

"Co on;' Glthanas urged. The elflord had given up all pretext of
paddling and sat still, enchanted by Silvara's beautiful eyes, her

musi cal voice

Silvara sighed. Dropping the fabric from her hands, she stared out over
the water into the shadow woods. "Their joy was brief;' she said
softly. "For the woman had a terrible secretshe was not born of wonan,
but of dragon. Only by her magic did she keep the shape of wonmanki nd.
But she could no longer lie to Huna. She |oved himtoo much. Fearfully

Silvara fel



she reveal ed to Huma what she was, appearing before himone night in
her true shape-that of a silver dragon. She hoped he woul d hate her,
even destroy her, for her pain was so great she did not want to live.
But, | ooking at the radiant, magnificent creature before him the

kni ght saw within her eyes the noble spirit of the worman he | oved. Her
magi ¢ returned her to the shape of wonan, and she prayed to Pal adi ne
that he give her woman's shape forever. She woul d give up her magic and
the long Iife span of the dragons to live in the world with Huma."
Silvara cl osed her eyes, her face drawn with pain. G |thanas, watching
her, wondered why she was so affected by this | egend

Reachi ng out, he touched her hand. She started |ike a wild aninal,
drawi ng back so suddenly the boat rocked.

"I"'msorry;" Glthanas said. "I didn't mean to scare you. Wat
happened? What was Pal adi ne' s answer ?"

Silvara drew a deep breath. "Paladine granted her wishwith a terrible
condition. He showed them both the future. If she remained a dragon,
she and Huna woul d be given the Dragonl ance and the power to defeat the
evil dragons. |If she became nortal, she and Huna would |ive together as
man and wi fe, but the evil dragons would remain in the land forever.
Hunma vowed he woul d give up everything-his knighthood, his honor-to
remain with her. But she saw the light die in his eyes as he spoke,

and, weeping, she knew tile answer she nmust give. The evil dragons nust
not be allowed to stay in the world. And the silver river, it is said,
was fornmed fromthe tears shed by the dragon when Huma | eft her to find
t he Dragonl ance: ™"

"Nice story. Kind of sad;” said  Tasslehoff, yawning. "Did old Huma
conme back? Does the story have a happy endi ng?”

"Hurma's story does not end happily,"” Sturm said, frowning at the
kender. "But he died nost gloriously in battle, defeating the |eader of
t he dragons, though he hinself had sustained a nortal wound. | have
heard, though;' the knight added thoughtfully, "that he rode to battle
upon a Silver Dragon."”

"And we saw a knight on a silver dragon in lce Wll,"'
brightly. "He gave Sturmthe-"

The kni ght gave the kender a swift poke in the back. Tao | ate, Tas
renenbered that was supposed to be secret.

"I don't know about a Silver Dragon," Silvara said, shrugging. "My
peopl e know little about Huma. He was, after all,. a human. | think
they tell this | egend only because it is about the river they |ove, the
river who takes their dead:’

At this point, one of the Kaganesti pointed at G lthanas and said
sonething sharply to Silvara. G lthanas | ooked at her, not
under st andi ng. The elfrmaid snmiled- "He asks if you are too grand an
elflord to paddl e, because-if you are-he will allow your lordship to
sw nm'

G lthanas grinned at her, his face flushing. Quickly he picked up his
paddl e and set to work.

Despite all their efforts-and by the end of the day even Tassl ehof f was
paddl i ng agai n-the journey upstream was

sl ow and taxing. By the tinme they nade |andfall, their nuscles ached
with the strain, their hands were bl oody and blistered. It was all they
could do to drag the boats ashore and hel p hi de them

"Do you think we've thrown off the pursuit?" Laurana asked Theros
wearily.

"Does that answer your question?" He pointed downstream

In the deepening dusk, Laurana could barely nake out several dark
shapes upon the water. They were still far down river, but it was clear

Tas sand



to Laurana that there would be little rest for the conpani ons tonight.
One of the Kaganesti, however, spoke to Theros, gesturing downstream
The big smth nodded.

"Do not worry. We are safe until morning. He says they will have to
make | andfall as well. None dare travel the river at night. Not even

t he Kaganesti, and they know every bend and every snag. He says he wl|
make canp here, near the river. Strange creatures walk the forest at
night-men with the heads of l|izards. Tonorrow we will travel by water

as far as we can, but soon we will have to |leave the river and take to
| and:"'
"Ask himif his people will stop the Qualinesti frompursuing us if we

enter his land;' Sturmtold Theros.

Theros turned to the Kaganesti elf, speaking the elven tongue clunsily
but well enough to be understood. The Kaganesti elf shook his head. He
was a wild, savage-looking creature. Laurana could see how her people
t hought themonly one step renoved fromaninals. H's face reveal ed
traces of distant human ancestry. Though he had no beard-the el ven

bl ood ran too purely in the veins of the Kaganesti to allow that-the
elf rem nded Laurana vividly of Tanis with his quick, decisive way of
speaki ng, his strong, muscular build, and his enphatic gestures.
Overcome with menories, she turned away.

Theros translated. "He says that the Qualinesti nust follow protoco
and ask permission fromthe elders to enter Kaganesti |ands in search
of you. The elders will likely grant perm ssion, nmaybe even offer to
hel p. They don't want humans in Southern Ergoth any nore than their
cousins. In fact;' Theros added slowy, "he's nmade it plain that the
only reason he and his friends are helping us nowis to return favors
|'ve done in the

past and to help Silvara:"

Laurana's gaze went to the girl. Silvara stood on the river
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bank, talking to G Ithanas.

Theros saw Laurana's face harden. Looking at the Wlder elf and the

el flord, he guessed her thoughts.

"Odd to see jealousy in the face of one who-according to runor-ran away
to becone the lover of nmy friend, Tanis, the half-elf;' Theros

remarked. "I thought you were different from

your peopl e Laurana."

"lIt's not that!" she said sharply, feeling her skin burn. "I'm not
Tanis's lover. Not that it makes any difference. | sinply

don't trust the girl. She's-well-too eager to help us, if that nekes
any sense:"

"Your brother mght have something to do with that:'

"He's an elflord-" Laurana began angrily. Then, realizing what she had
been about to say, she broke off. "Wat do you know of Silvara?" she
asked i nstead.

"Little;" Theros answered, regarding Laurana with a di sappoi nted | ook
that nmade her unreasonably angry. "I know she is highly respected and
much | oved by her people, especially for

her healing skills:"

"And her spying skills?" Laurana asked coolly.

"These people are fighting for their own survival. They do

what they nmust " Theros said sternly. "That was a fine talk you nade
back on the beach, Laurana. | alnpost believed it:'

The bl acksmith went to help the Kaganesti hide the boats.

Laurana, angry and ashanmed, bit leer lip in frustration. Was Theros
right? Was she jealous of Glthanas's attention? Did she



consider Silvara unworthy of hin? It was how G |thanas | ead al ways
considered Tanis, certainly. Was this different?

Listen to your feelings, Raistlin had told her. That was all very well
but first she had to understand her feelings! Hadn't her love for Tanis
taught her anything?

Yes, Laurana decided finally, her nmind clearing. She'd neant what she'd

said to Theros.. If there was something, about Silvara she didn't
trust, it had nothing to do with the fact that G lthanas was attracted
to the girl. It was sonething indefinable. Laurana was sorry Theros had

m sunder st ood her, but she would take Raistlin's advice and trust her
instincts.
She woul d keep an eye on Sil vara.

Silvara

Al 't hough every nmuscle in Glthanas's body cried for rest and he thought
he couldn't crawl into his bedroll soon enough, the elflord found

hi msel f wi de awake, staring into the sky. Stormclouds still hung
thickly overhead, but a breeze tinged with salt air was bl owi ng from
the west, breaking themup. Cccasionally he caught a glinpse of stars,
and once the red nmoon flickered in the sky like a candl eflame, then was
snuf fed out by the clouds.

The elf tried to get confortable, turning and twisting until his
bedroll was a shanbles, then he had to sit up and untangl e hinself.
Finally he gave up, deciding it was inpossible to sleep on the hard,
frozen ground.

None of the rest of his conpani ons seened to be having any problens, he
noticed bitterly. Laurana |ay sleeping soundly,, her cheek resting on
her hand as was her habit from chil dhood. How strangely she'd been
acting lately, G lthanas thought. But then, he supposed he could hardly
bl ame her. She had given up everything to do what she believed right
and take the orb to Sancrist. Their father m ght have accepted her back
into the famly once, but now she was an outcast forever.

G I thanas sighed. What about hinself? He'd wanted to keep the orb in
Qualin-Mri. He believed his father was right .... O did he?
Apparently not, since |I'mhere, Glthanas told hinmself. By the gods,
his values were getting as nuddl ed as Laurana's! First, his hatred for
Tani s-a hatred he'd nurtured righteously for years-was starting to

dwi ndl e away, replaced by adnmiration, even affection. Next, he'd felt
his hatred of other races beginning to die. He'd known few el ves as
nobl e or selfsacrificing as the human, Sturm Brightbl ade. And, though
he didn't like Raistlin, he envied the young mage's skill. It was
sonmething G |thanas, a dabbler in nagic, had never had the patience or
the courage to acquire. Finally, he had to admit he even |iked the
kender and the grunpy old dwarf. But he had never thought he would fal
inlove with a Wlder elf.

"There!" G lthanas said aloud. "I've admitted it. | love her!" But was
it love, he wondered, or sinply physical attraction. At that, he
grinned, thinking of Silvara with her dirt-streaked face, her filthy
hair, her tattered clothes. My soul's eye nust be seeing nore clearly
than ny head, he thought, glancing fondly over at her bedroll

To his astonishnent, he saw it was enpty! Startled, Glthanas | ooked
qui ckly around the canp. They had not dared light a fire-not only were
the Qualinesti after them but Theros had tal ked of groups of

draconi ans roani ng the |and.



Thi nking of this, Glthanas rose to his feet quickly and began to
search for Silvara. He noved silently, hoping to avoid the questions of

Sturm and Derek, who were standing watch. A sudden chilling thought
crossed his mnd. Hurriedly, he | ooked for the dragon orb. But it was
still where Silvara had put it.

Beside it lay the broken shaft of the dragonl ance.

G | thanas breathed nore easily. Then his quick ears caught the sound of
wat er spl ashing. Listening carefully, he determned it wasn't a fish or
a nightbird diving for its catch in the river. The elflord glanced at
Derek and Sturm The two stood apart from one another on a rock

out croppi ng overl ooki ng the canp. G lthanas could hear them arguing
with each other in fierce whispers. The elflord crept away from canp,
headi ng toward the sound of softly splashing water.

G I thanas wal ked through the dark forest with no nore noise than the
shadows of night itself would nake. Occasionally he caught a glinpse of
the river glistening faintly through the trees. Then he came to a place
where the water, flow ng among the rocks, had becone trapped in a snall
pool. Here G |thanas stopped, and here his heart al nost stopped
beating. He had found Silvara.

A dark circle of trees stood starkly outlined against the racing
clouds. The silence of the night was broken only by the gentle murmurs
of the silver river, which fell over rock steps into the pool, and by

t he spl ashi ng sounds that had caught G lthanas's attention. Now he knew
what they were.

Silvara was bathing. Qolivious to the chill in the air, the elfmid was
subnerged in the water. Her clothes lay scattered on the bank next to a
frayed bl anket. Only her shoulders and arns were visible to Glthanas's
el vensi ght. Her head was thrown back as she washed the | ong hair that
trailed out behind her, floating |ike a dark cobweb on the darker pool.
The elflord held his breath, watching her. He knew he should | eave, but
he was held fast, entranced.

And then, the clouds parted. Solinari, the silver noon, though only

hal f-full, burned in the night sky with a cold brilliance. The water in
the pool turned to nolten silver. Silvara rose up out of the pool. The
silver water glistened on her skin, gleanmed in her silver hair, ran in
shining rivulets down her

body that was painted in silver noonlight. Her beauty struck

G lthanas's heart with such intense pain that he gasped.

Silvara started, |ooking around her terrified. Her wild, aban

doned grace added so nmuch to her loveliness that G Ithanas, though he

| onged to speak to her reassuringly, couldn't force the words past the
pain in his chest.

Silvara ran fromthe water to the bank where her clothes lay. But she
did not touch them Instead, she reached into a pocket. G abbing a

kni fe, she turned, ready to defend herself.

G I thanas could see her body quivering in the silvery noonlight, and he
was rem nded vividly of a doe he had cornered after a long hunt. The
creature's eyes sparkled with the sane fear he now saw in Silvara's

| umi nous eyes. The Wl der elf stared around, terrified. Wiy doesn't she
see me? G |thanas wondered briefly, feeling her eyes pass over him
several times. Wth the elvensight, he should stand out to her like a
Suddenly Silvara turned, starting to flee fromthe danger she could
feel, yet could not see.

G lthanas felt his voice freed. "No! Wait, Silvara! Don't be
frightened. It's nme, Glthanas :' He spoke in firm yet hushed tones-as
he had spoken to the cornered doe. "You shouldn't be out alone-it's
dangerous. . . :"



Silvara paused, standing half in silver light, half in protecting
shadows, her nuscles tense, ready to spring. Glthanas followed his
huntsman's instinct, wal king slowy, continuing to talk, holding her
with his steady voice and his eyes.

"You shouldn't be out here alone. I'll stay with you. | want to talk to
you anyway. | want you to listen to ne for a nonment. | need to talk to
you, Silvara. | don't want to be here alone, either. Don't |eave ne,

Silvara. So much has left me in this world. Don't |eave. :
Tal king softly, continuously, G Ilthanas noved with snooth, deliberate
steps toward Silvara until he saw her take a step backwards. Raising
hi s hands, he sat down quickly on a boulder at the pool's edge, keeping
the water between them Silvara stopped, watching him She nmade no nove
to clothe hersel f, apparently deciding that defense was nmore inportant
than nodesty. She still held the knife poised in her hand

G I thanas admired her determnation, although he was ashaned for her
nakedness. Any wel | -bred el ven woman woul d have fainted dead away by
now. He knew he should avert his eyes, but he was too awed by her
beauty. His blood burned. Wth an effort, he kept talking, not even
knowi ng what he was saying. Only gradually did he becone aware that he
was speaki ng the innernost thoughts of his heart.

"Silvara, what am | doing here? My father needs ne, ny people need ne.
Yet here | am breaking the law of ny lord. My people are in exile. |
find the one thing that might help them a dragon orb-but now | risk ny
life taking it fromny people to give to hunans to aid themin their
war! It's not even nmy war, it's not ny people's war:' G Ilthanas |eaned
toward her earnestly, noticing that she had not taken her eyes from
him "Wy, Silvara? Why have | brought this dishonor on nysel f? Wy
have | done this to ny people?"

He held his breath. Silvara glanced into the darkness and the safety of
the woods, then | ooked back at him She will flee, he thought, his
heart poundi ng. Then, slowy, Silvara |owered her knife. There was such
sadness and sorrow in her eyes that, finally, G lthanas |ooked away,
ashaned of hinself.

"Silvara;' he began, choking, "forgive me. | didn't nean to involve you
inm trouble. | don't understand what it is that | nust do. | only
know . "

that you nust do it;"' Silvara finished for him

G | thanas | ooked up. Silvara had covered herself with the frayed

bl anket. This nbdest effort served only to fan the flanes of his
desire. Her silver hair, hanging down past her waist, gleamed in the
nmoonl i ght. The bl anket ecli psed her silver skin.

G lthanas rose slowy and began to wal k al ong the shore toward her. She
still stood at the edge of the forest's safety. He could still sense
her coiled fear. But she had dropped the knife

"Silvara;' he said, "what | have done is against all elven custom When

my sister told me of her plot to steal the orb, | should have gone
directly to my father. | should have sounded the alarm | should have
taken the orb nysel f-"

Silvara took a step toward him still clutching the bl anket around her

"Way didn't you?" she asked in a | ow voice

G I thanas was nearing the rock steps at the north end of the pond. The
water flow ng over them nmade a silver curtain in the noonlight.
"Because | know that mnmy people are wong. Laurana is right. Sturmis
right. Taking the orb to the humans is right! W nust fight this war.
My people are wong, their laws, their custons are wong. | know this-
inm heart! But | can't make nmy head believe it. It tornments nme-"
Silvara wal ked slowy along the pool's edge. She, too, was nearing the



silver curtain of water fromthe opposite side

"1 understand;" she said softly. "My own . . . people do not understand
what | do or why | do it. But | understand. | know what is right and
believe init:"

I envy you, Silvara;' G |Ithanas whispered

G | thanas stepped to the largest rock, a flat island in the glittering,
cascading water. Silvara, her wet hair falling over her like a silver
gown, stood but a few feet from hi m now.

"Silvara;' G lthanas said, his voice shaking, "there was another reason
I left nmy people. You know what it is."

He extended his hand, pal mup, toward her

Silvara drew back, shaking her head. Her breath came faster.

G | thanas took another step nearer. "Silvara, | love you;' he said
softly. "You seemso alone, as alone as | am Please, Silvara, you wll
never be alone again. | swear it. o

Hesitantly, Silvara lifted her hand toward his. Wth a sudden nove,

G | thanas grabbed her arm and pulled her across the water. Catching her
as she stunbled, he lifted her onto the rock beside him

Too late the wild doe realized she was trapped. Not by the man's arns-
she could easily have broken free of his enbrace. It was her own | ove
for this man that had ensnared her. That his |ove for her was deep and
tender sealed their fate. He was trapped as well.

G I thanas could feel her body trenmbling, but he knew nowas he | ooked
into her eyes-that she trenbled with passion, not fear. Cupping her
face in his hands, he kissed her tenderly. Silvara still held the

bl anket cl asped around her body with one hand, but he felt her other
hand cl ose around his. Her lips were soft and eager. Then, G |thanas
tasted a salty tear on his |ips. He drew back, amazed to see her
crying.

"Silvara, don't. I'msorry-" He rel eased her

"No!" she whi spered, her voice husky. "My tears are not because | am
frightened of your l|ove. They are only for nyself. You cannot
under st and: '

Reachi ng out, she shyly put one hand around his neck and drew hi m near.
And then, as he kissed her, he felt her other hand-the hand that had
been cl asping the blanket around her body-nove up to caress his face.
Silvara's bl anket slipped unnoticed into the stream.and was borne away
by the silver water.

Pursuit.

A desperate plan.

At noon the next day, the

conpani ons were forced to abandon the boats, having reached the river's
headwat ers, where it flowed down out of the nountains. Here the water
was shallow and frothy white fromthe tunbling rapi ds ahead. Many
Kaganesti boats were drawn up on the bank. Dragging their boats ashore,
t he conpani ons were nmet by a group of Kaganesti elves com ng out of the
woods. They carried with themthe bodies of two young elven warriors.
Sonme drew weapons and woul d have attacked had not Theros Ironfeld and
Silvara hurried to talk with them
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The two spoke long with the Kaganesti, while the conpani ons kept an
uneasy watch downriver. Though they had been awake before dawn,
starting as early as the Kaganesti felt was safe to travel through the



swift water, they had, nmore than once, caught glinpses of the bl ack
boat s pursuing them

VWhen Theros returned, his dark face was sonber. Silvara's was fl ushed
wi th anger.

"My people will do nothing to help us;" Silvara reported. "They have
been attacked by lizardnen twice in the last two days. They blane the
coming of this new evil on humans who, they say, brought themhere in a
whi t e-wi nged ship-"

"That's ridicul ous!" Laurana snapped. "Theros, didn't you tell them
about these draconi ans?"

"I tried;'" the blacksmith stated. "But | amafraid the evidence is

agai nst you. The Kaganesti saw the white dragon above the ship, but
they did not, apparently, see you drive her off. At any rate, they have
finally agreed to let us pass through their lands, but they will give
us no aid. Silvara and | both pledged our lives for your good conduct:"
"What are the draconi ans doi ng here?" Laurana asked, nenori es haunting
her. "lIs it an arny? |s Southern Ergoth being invaded? If so, perhaps
we shoul d go back-"

"No, | think not;" Theros said thoughtfully. "If the armies of the
Dragon Highl ords were ready to take this isle, they would do so with
flights of dragons and t housands of troops. These appear to be small
patrols sent out to nake this bad situation deteriorate further. The

Hi ghl ords probably hope the elves will save themthe trouble of a war
by destroying each other firs:"

"The Dragon High Command is not ready to attack Ergoth; Derek said.
"They haven't got a firmhold on the north yet. But it is only a matter
of time. That is why it is inperative we get the dragon orb to Sancri st
and call a neeting of the Council of Witestone to determine what to do
with it:"

Gat hering their supplies, the conmpanions set out for the high country.
Silvara led themalong a trail beside the splashing silver river that
ran fromthe hills. They could feel the unfriendly eyes of the
Kaganesti foll ow them out of sight.

The | and began rising al nost i mmedi ately. Theros soon told themthey
had travel ed into regi ons where he had never beep before; it was up to
Silvara to guide them Laurana was not altogether pleased with this
situation. She guessed sonethi ng had happened between her brother and
the girl when she saw them share a sweet, secret snile

Silvara had found tine, anmong her people, to change her clothing. She
was now dressed as a Kaganesti woman, in a long | eather tunic over

| eat her breeches, covered by a heavy fur cloak. Wth her hair washed
and conbed, all of themcould see how she had cone by her nane. Her
hair, a strange, nmetallic silver color, flowed froma peak on her
forehead to fall about her shoulders in radiant beauty.

Silvara turned out to be an exceptionally good gui de, pushing them
along at a rapid pace. She and G Ithanas wal ked side by side, talking
together in elven. Shortly before sundown, they came to a cave.

"Here we can spend the night;" Silvara said. "W should have left the
pursuit behind us. Few know these nmountains as well as | do. But we
dare not light a fire. Dinner will be cold, I'mafraid:"

Exhausted by the day's clinmb, they ate a cheerless neal, then nmade
their beds in the cave. The conpani ons, huddled in their blankets and
every piece of clothing they owned, slept fitfully. They set the watch,
Laurana and Silvara both insisting on taking turns. The ni ght passed
quietly, the only sound they heard was the wi nd how i ng anong the

r ocks.

But the next norning Tasslehoff, squeezing out through a crack in the



cave's hidden entrance to take a | ook around, suddenly hurried back
inside. Putting his finger to his lips, Tas notioned themto follow him
outdoors. Theros pushed aside the huge boul der they had rolled across
the nmouth of the cave, and the conpanions crept after Tas. He | ed t hem
to a stop not twenty feet fromthe cave and pointed grimy at the white
Snow.

On it were footprints, fresh enough that the blow ng, drifting snow had
not quite covered them The light, delicate tracks had not sunk deeply
into the snow. No one spoke. There was no need. Everyone recogni zed the
crisp, clear outline of elven boots.

"They must have passed by us in the night;' Silvara said. "But we dare

not stay here any longer. Soon they will discover they have |ost the
trail and will backtrack. W nust be gone:'
"l don't see that it will nmake rmuch difference;' Flint grunbled in

di sgust. He pointed at their own, highly visible tracks. Then he | ooked
up at the clear, blue sky. "W might as well just sit and wait for
them Save themtine and save us bother. There's no way we can hide our
trail!"

"Maybe we cannot hide our trail;' said Theros, "but we can gain sone
mles on them perhaps:"”

"Per haps;" Derek repeated grimy. Reaching down, he |oosened his sword
inits scabbard, then he wal ked back to the cave.

Laurana caught hold of Sturm "It nmust not come to bl oodshed!" she

whi spered frantically, alarnmed by Derek's action.

The kni ght shook his head as they followed the others. "W cannot allow
your people to stop us fromtaking the orb to Sancrist:'

"1 know " Laurana said softly. Bow ng her head, she entered the cave in
silent msery.

The rest were ready within nonments. Then Derek stood, fuming in the
doorway, watching Laurana inpatiently.

"Co ahead;" she told him unwilling to let himsee her cry. "I'll be

al ong: '

Derek left imrediately. Theros, Sturm and the others trudged out nore
slowy, glancing uneasily at Laurana.

"Go ahead:' She gestured. She needed a nonent to be by herself. But al
she could think of was Derek's hand on his sword. "No!" she told
hersel f sternly. "I will not fight ny people. The day that happens is
the day the dragons have won. | will lay down ny own sword first-"

She heard novenent behind her. Wiirling around, her hand goi ng
reflexively to her sword, Laurana stopped.

"Silvara?" she said in astonishnent, seeing the girl in the shadows. "
t hought you had gone. Wat are you doi ng?"

Laurana wal ked swiftly to where Silvara had been kneeling in the

dar kness, her hands busy with something on the cavern floor. The W] der
elf rose quickly to her feet.

"N-nothing;' Silvara murnured. "Just gathering ny things."

Behind Silvara, on the cold floor of the cave, Laurana thought she saw
the dragon orb, its crystal surface shining with a strange swirling
light. But before she could | ook nmore closely Silvara swiftly dropped
her cl oak over the orb. As she did so, Laurana noticed she kept
standing in front of whatever it was she had been handling on the
floor.

"Cone, Laurana," Silvara said, "we nust hurry. | amsorry if | was

sl ow-"

"In a monent" Laurana said sternly. She started to wal k past the W der
elf. Silvara's hand clutched at her.

"We nmust hurry!" she said, and there was an edge of steel in her |ow



voice. Her grip on Laurana's armwas painful, even through the thick
fur of Laurana's heavy cl oak.

"Let go of ne;" Laurana said coldly, staring at the girl, her green
eyes showing neither fear nor anger. Silvara let fall her hand,

| owering her eyes.

Laurana wal ked to the back of the shallow cave. Looking down, however,
she could see nothing that made any sense. There was a tangle of tw gs
and bark and charred wood, some stones, but that was all. If it was a
sign, it was a clunmsy one. Laurana kicked at it with her booted foot,
scattering the stones and sticks. Then she turned and took Silvara's
arm

"There;' Laurana said, speaking in even, quiet tones, "Watever nmessage
you left for your friends will be difficult to read:

Laurana was prepared for alnbst any reaction fromthe girl -anger, shame
at being discovered. She even half-expected her to attack. But Silvara
began to trenble. Her eyes-as she stared at Laurana-were pleading,

al nrost sorrowful. For a nonment, Silvara tried to speak, but she
couldn't. Shaking her head, she jerked away from Laurana's grasp and
ran out si de.

"Hurry up, Laurana!" Theros called gruffly.

"1"mcom ng!" she answered, glancing back at the debris on the cave
floor. She thought of taking a nonent |onger to investigate further,
but she knew she dare not take the tine.

Perhaps | am being too suspicious of the girl, and for no reason
Laurana thought with a sigh as she hurried out of the cave. Then about
hal f -way up the trail, she stopped so abruptly that Theros, wal king
rear-guard, slanmmed into her. He caught her arm steadying her.

"You all right?" he asked

"Y yes;" Laurana answered, only half-hearing him

"You | ook pale. D d you see sonething?"

"No. I'mfine;' Laurana said hurriedly, and she started up the rocky
cliff again, slipping in the snow. Wat a fool she'd been!

VWhat fools they'd all been!

Once again, she could see clearly in her mind s eye Silvara rising to
her feet, dropping her cloak over the dragon orb. The dragon orb that
was shining with a strange |ight!

She started to ask Silvara about the orb when suddenly her thoughts
were scattered. An arrow zinged through the air and thudded into a tree
near Derek's head.

"El ves! Brightblade, attack!" the knight cried; drawing his sword.
"No!" Laurana ran forward, grabbing his swordsman. "W will not fight!
There will be no killing!"

"You're mad!" Derek shouted. Angrily breaking |oose of Laurana's grip
he shoved her backwards into Sturm

Anot her arrow fl ew by.

"She's right!" Silvara pleaded, hurrying back. "W cannot fight them
We must reach the pass! There we can stop them"

Anot her arrow, nearly spent, struck the chain-snail vest Derek wore
over his leather tunic. He brushed it away irritably.

"They're not aiming to kill;" Laurana added. 'If they were, you would
be dead by now W nust run for it. We can't fight here, anyhow ' She
gestured at the thick woods. "We can defend the pass better:"

"Put your sword away Derek;' Sturmsaid, drawing his blade. "O you'll
fight me first:"

"You're a coward, Brightblade!" Derek shouted, his voice shaking with
fury. "You're running fromthe eneny!"

"No;" Sturm answered coolly, "I"mrunning fromnmny friends' The kni ght



kept his sword drawn. "Get npoving, Crownguard, or the elves will find
they have arrived too late to take you prisoner:'

Anot her arrow fl ew past, lodging in a tree near Derek. The knight, his
face splotched with fury, sheathed ha sword and, turning, plunged ahead
up the trail. But not before he had cast Sturma | ook of such intense
ennity that Laurana shuddered

"Sturm" she began, but he only grabbed her by the el bow and hustl ed
her forward too fast to talk. They clinbed rapidly. Behind her, she
coul d hear Theros crashing through the snore, occasionally stopping to
send a boul der bouncing down after them Soon it sounded |ike the
entire side of the mountain was sliding down the steep trail, and the
arrows ceased

"But it's only tenporary;" the smth puffed, catching up with Sturm and
Laurana. "That won't stop themfor |ong."

Laurana couldn't answer. Her lungs were on fire. Blue and gold stars
burst before her eyes. She was not the only one suffering. Sturns
breath rasped in his throat. His grasp on her armwas weak and his hand
shook. Even the strong smith was blowing |like a wi nded horse. Rounding
a boul der, they found the dwarf on his knees, Tasslehoff trying vainly
to lift him

"Must . . . rest . . ." Laurana said, her throat aching. She started to
sit down, but strong hands grabbed her.

"Not" Silvara said urgently. "Not here! Just a few nore feet! Conme on!
Keep going!"

The Wl der elf dragged Laurana forward. Dinly she was aware of Sturm
hel ping Flint to his feet, the dwarf groani ng and sweari ng. Between
them Theros and Sturmdragged the dwarf up the trail. Tassl ehoff
stunbl ed behind, too tired even to talk.

Finally they came to the top of the pass. Laurana slunped into the
snow, past caring what happened to her. The rest sank down besi de her
all except Silvara who was staring bel ow t hem

Where does she get the strength? Laurana thought through a bl eak haze
of pain. But she was too exhausted to question. At the nonent, she was
too tired to care whether the elves found her or not. Silvara turned to
face them

"We nust split up;' she said decisively.

Laurana stared at her, unconprehendi ng.

"No;' G lthanas began, trying without success to get to his feet.
"Listen to nel" Silvara said urgently, kneeling down. "The elves are
too close. They will catch us for certain, then we nust either fight or
surrender:’

"Fight;' Derek nmuttered savagely.

"There is a better way," Silvara hissed. "You, knight, nust take the
dragon orb to Sancrist alone! W will draw off the pursuit:"’

For a nonent no one spoke. Everyone stared silently at Silvara
considering this new possibility. Derek lifted his head, his eyes

gl eam ng. Laurana flashed a ook of alarmat Sturm

"I do not think one person should be charged with such a grave
responsibilitiy;' Sturmsaid, his breath com ng haltingly.

"Two of us should go-at |east:'

"Meani ng yoursel f, Brightbl ade?" Derek asked angrily.

"Yes, of course, Sturmshoul d go;' Laurana said, "if anyone:

"l can draw a map through the nountains;" Silvara said eagerly. "The
way is not difficult. The outpost of the knights is only a two-day
journey from here:'



"But we can't fly," Sturmprotested. "Wat about our tracks Surely the
elves will see we've split up:

"An aval anche;' Silvara suggested. "Theros throw ng the boul ders down
behi nd us gave ne the idea:' She glanced up. They foll owed her gaze.
Snow-cover ed peaks towered above them the snow hangi ng over the edges.
"l can cause an aval anche with ny magic;' Glthanas said slomy. "It
will obliterate everyone's tracks:

"Not entirely," cautioned Silvara. "W must allow ours to be found once
agai n-t hough not too obviously. After all, we want themto follow us:"
"But where will we go?" asked Laurana. "I don't intend to wander

aim essly through the wi | derness:"

-1-1 know a place." Silvara faltered, her gaze dropping to the ground
"It is secret, known only to my people. | will take you there:' She

cl asped her hand together. "Please, we nust hurry. There isn't much
tinme!"

"I will take the orb to Sancrist;' Derek said, "and I will go al one.
Sturm should go with your group. You'll need a fighter:

"W have fighters;" Laurana said. "Theros, ny brother, the dwarf. I,
mysel f, have seen my share of battle-"

"And ne;" piped Tassl ehoff.

"And the kender," Laurana added grimy. "Besides, it will not conme to
bl oodshed:' Her eyes saw Sturnis troubled .face and wondered what he
was thinking. Her voice softened. "The decision is up to Sturm of
course. He rmust do .as he believes best, but | think he should
acconpany Derek:

"l agree;' nmuttered Flint. "After all, we're not the ones who are going
to be in danger. We'll|l be safer without the dragon orb. It's the orb
the el ves want:'

"Yes;" agreed Silvara, her voice soft. "W'I|l be safer without the orb.
It is you who will be in danger:"'

"Then my way is clear;" Sturmsaid. "I will go with Derek:'

"And if | order you to stay behind?" Derek demanded.

"You have no authority over ne;' Sturmsaid, his brown eyes dark. "Have
you forgotten? I amnot a knight:"

There was a painful, profound silence. Derek stared at Sturmintently.
"No," he said, "and if | have nmy way, you never will be!"
Sturmflinched, as if Derek had struck him a physical blow Then he
stood up, sighing heavily.

Derek had al ready begun to gather his gear. Sturm noved nore slowy,

pi cking up his bedroll with thoughtful deliberation. Laurana pulled
herself to her feet and went to Sturm

"Here;' she said, reaching into her pack. "You'll need food-"

"You could cone with us;" Sturmsaid in |ow tones as she divided up
their supplies. "Tanis knows we were going to Sancrist. He will conme
there, too, if possible:"

"You're right;" Laurana said, her eyes brightening. "Perhaps that would
be a good idea-" Then her eyes went to Silvara. The Wlder elf held the
dragon orb, still shrouded in its cloak. Silvara's eyes were closed,
alnost as if she were communing with some unseen spirit. Sighing,
Laurana shook her head. "No, |'ve got to stay with her, Sturm' she
said softly. "Something's not right. | don't understand-"she broke off,
unable to articulate her thoughts. "What about Derek?" she asked
instead. "Wiy is he so insistent on going alone? The dwarf's right
about the danger. If the elves capture you, w thout us, they won't
hesitate to kill you:'

Sturms face was drawn, bitter. "Can you ask? Lord Derek Crownguard
returns alone out of horrifying dangers, bearing with himthe coveted



dragon orb-" Sturm shrugged.

"But there's so much at stake;" Laurana protested.

"You're right, Laurana," Sturmsaid harshly. "There's a |l ot at stake.
More than you knowthe | eadership of the Knights of Solammia. | can't
explainit now . . :"

"Conme al ong, Brightblade, if you' re coming!" Derek snarled.
Sturmtook the food, stowing it in his pack. "Farewell, Laurana," he
said, bowing to her with the quiet gallantry that marked all his
actions.

"Farewel |, Sturm ny friend;" she whispered, putting her

arns around the knight.

He hel d her closely, then kissed her gently on the forehead.

"W will give the orb to the wise nmen to study. The Council of

VWi testone will meet soon;' he said. "The elves will be invited to
attend, since they are advisory nenbers. You nmust conme to Sancrist as
soon as possi bl e, Laurana. Your presence will be needed:'’

"I"ll be there, the gods willing;' Laurana said, her eyes going to
Silvara, who was handi ng Derek the dragon orb. An expression of

i nexpressible relief flitted over Silvara's face when Derek turned to
go.

Sturm sai d good- bye, then he plunged into the snow after Derek. The
conpani ons saw a flash of light as his shield caught the sun

Suddenly Laurana took a step forward. "Wait!" she cried. "l've got to
stop them They shoul d take the dragonl ance, too:

"No!" Silvara shouted, running to bl ock Laurana's path.

Angrily, Laurana reached out to shove the girl aside, then she saw
Silvara's face and her hand stopped.

"What are you doing, Silvara?" Laurana asked. "Wy did you send them
of f? Why were you so eager to split us up? Wiy give themthe orb and
not the | ance-"

Silvara didn't answer. She sinply shrugged and stared at Laurana with
eyes bluer than mdnight. Laurana felt her will being drained by those
bl ue, blue eyes. She was reminded terrifyingly of Raistlin

G I thanas, too, stared at Silvara with a perplexed and worri ed
expression. Theros stood grimand stern, glancing at Laurana as if
begi nning to share her doubts. But they. were not able to nove. They
were conpletely under Silvara's controlyet what had she done to then?
They could only stand and stare at the Wlder elf as she wal ked calmy
over to where Laurana had wearily let fall her pack. Bendi ng down,
Silvara unw apped the broken piece of splintered wood.. Then she raised
it inthe air.

Sunlight flashed on Silvara's silver hair, mmcking the flash from
Sturm s shield.

"The dragonl ance stays with ne;" Silvara said. dancing swiftly around
t he spel |l bound group, she added, "As do you:"

Behi nd them the snow runbl ed and toppl ed over the side of the
mount ai n. Cascadi ng down in white sheets, blocking and choking the
pass, it obliterated their presence. The echoes of G lthanas's nagica
t hunder still resounded in the air, or perhaps it was the boom ng of
the rocks as they bounded down the sl opes. They could not be certain.
The conpanions, led by Silvara, traveled the trails east slowy and
cautiously, wal king where it was rocky, avoiding the snow patches if
at all possible. They wal ked through each other's footsteps so that the
pursui ng el ves woul d never know for certain how many were in their
party.

They were so careful, in fact, that Laurana grew worri ed.



"Remenber, we want themto find us;" she said to Silvara as they crept
across the top of a rocky defile.

"Do not be upset. They will have no trouble finding us;" answered

Si | vara.

"What nmekes you so certain?" Laurana started to ask, then she slipped
and fell to her hands and knees. G |thanas hel ped her stand. G nmacing
with pain, she stared at Silvara in silence. None of them including
Theros, trusted the sudden change that had come over the Wl der elf
since their parting with the knights. But they had no choi ce except
fol l ow her.

"Because they know our destination," Silvara answered. "You were clever
tothink | left a sign to themin the cave. | did. Fortunately, you did
not find it. Bel ow those sticks you so kindly scattered for me | had
drawn a crude map. Wien they find it, they will think | drewit to show
you our destination. You nade it |ook nbst realistic, Laurana :' Her
voi ce was defiant until she net G Ithanas's eyes.

The elflord turned away fromher, his face grave. Silvara faltered. Her
voi ce becane pleading. "I did it for a reason-a good reason. | knew
then, when | saw the tracks, we would have to split up. You nust
bel i eve ne!"

"What about the dragon orb? Wat were you .doing with it?" Laurana
demanded.

"N-nothing;" Silvara stamrered. "You nust trust me!"

"I don't see why;" Laurana returned cc-1dly.

"l have done you no harm" Silvara began

"Unl ess you have sent the knights and the dragon orb into a death
trap!" Laurana cri ed.

"No!" Silvara wung her hands. "I haven't! Believe ne. They will be
safe. That has been my plan all along. Nothing nust happen to the
dragon orb. Above ally. it nust not fall into the hands of the elves.
That is why | sent it away. That is why | hel ped you escape!" She

gl anced around, seeming to sniff the air Iike an animal. "Conme! W have
lingered too long."

"If we go with you at all!" G lthanas sand harshly. 'Wat do you know

about the dragon orb?"

"Don't ask nme!" Silvara's voice was suddenly deep and filled with
sadness. Her blue eyes stared into Glthanas's with such |ove that he
could not bear to face her. He shook his head, avoiding her gaze.
Silvara caught hold of his arm "Please, shalori, bel oved, trust ne!
Renenber what we tal ked about-at the pool. You said you had to do these
t hi ngs-defy your people, beconme an outcast, because of what you
believed in your heart. | said that | understood, that | had to do the
sane. Didn't you believe ne?"

G | thanas stood a nmonent, his head bowed. "I believed you,,' he said
softly. Reaching out, he pulled her to him kissing her silver hair.
"We'll go with you. Conme on, Laurana." Arnms around each other, the two
trudged of f through the snow.

Laurana | ooked blankly at the others. They avoi ded her eyes. Then
Theros cane up to her

"I"'ve lived in this world nearly fifty years, young wonman;" he said
gently. "Not long to you elves, | know But we humans live those years-
we don't just let themdrift by. And I'Il tell you this-that girl |oves
your brother as truly as |'ve ever seen wonan |ove man. And he | oves
her. Such | ove cannot cone to evil. For the sake of their |ove al one
I'd follow theminto a dragons den:'

The smith wal ked after the two.

"For the sake of nmy cold feet, I1'd follow theminto a dragon's den, if



he'd warmny toes!" Flint stanped on the ground. "Cone on, let's go

:' Grabbing the kender, he dragged Tas al ong after the blacksmth.
Laurana renmai ned standi ng, alone. That she would follow was settl ed.
She had no choice. She wanted to trust Theros's words. One tinme, she
woul d have believed the world ran that way. But now she knew much she
had believed in was false. Wiy not |ove?

Al'l she could see in her mind were the swirling colors of the dragon
orb.

The conpani ons travel ed east, into the gl oom of gathering night.
Descendi ng fromthe high nountain pass, they found the air easier to
breathe. The frozen rocks gave way to scraggly pines, then the forests
closed in around themonce nore. Silvara confidently led them at |ast
into a fog-shrouded vall ey.

The Wlder elf no longer seenmed to care about covering their tracks.
Al'l that concerned her now was speed. She pushed the group on as if
raci ng the sun across the sky. Wien night fell, they sank into the
tree-ri mmed darkness, too tired even to eat. But Silvara allowed them
only a few hours restless, aching sleep. Wen the noons rose, the
silver and the red, nearing their fullness now, she urged the

conmpani ons on.

VWhen anyone questioned, wearily, why they hurried, she only answered,
"They are near. They are very near."

Each assuned she nmeant the elves, though Laurana had | ong ago | ost the
feeling of dark shapes trailing them

Dawn broke, but the light was filtered through fog so thick Tassl ehoff
t hought he mi ght grab a handful and store it in one of his pouches. The
conpani ons wal ked cl ose together, even hol ding hands to avoid bei ng
separated. The air grew warner. They shed their wet and heavy cl oaks as
they stunbled along a trail that seened to naterialize beneath their
feet, out of the fog. Silvara wal ked before them The faint |ight
shining fromher silver hair was their only guide

Finally the ground grew |l evel at their feet, the trees cleared, and
they wal ked on snooth grass, brawn with winter. Although none of them
could see nore than a few feet in the gray fog, they had the inpression
they were in a wide clearing.

"This is Foghaven Vale;' Silvara replied in answer to their questions.
"Long years ago, before the Cataclysm it was one of the npbst beautifu
pl aces upon Krynn . . . so ny people sad.:"

"It mght still be beautiful;' Flint grunbled, "if we could see it
through this confounded mst:"

"No;' said Silvara sadly. "Like nmuch else in this world, the beauty of
Foghaven has vani shed. Once the fortress of Foghaven fl oated above the
mst as if floating an a cloud. The rising sun colored the msts pink
in the nmorning, burned them off at midday so that the soaring spires of
the fortress could be seen for mles. In the evening, the fog returned
to coven the fortress like a blanket. By night, the silver and the red
nmoons shone on the mists with a shinmering light. Pilgrins cane, from

all parts of Krynn-" Silvara stopped abruptly. "W will nmake canp here
toni ght: "

"What pilgrins?" Laurana asked, letting her pack fall

Silvara shrugged. "I do not know, she said, averting her face. "It is

only a | egend of nmy people. Perhaps it is not even true. Certainly no
one comes here now

She's lying, thought Laurana, but she said nothing. She was too tired
to care. And even Silvara's |low, gentle voice seened unnaturally | oud
and jarring in the eerie stillness. The conpanions spread their

bl ankets in silence. They ate in silence, too, nibbling wthout



appetite on the dried fruit in their packs. Even the kender was
subdued. The fog was oppressive, weighting them down. The only t hing
they could hear was a steady drip, drip, drip of water plopping onto
the mat of dead | eaves on the forest floor bel ow
"Sleep now,' said Silvara softly, spreading her blanket near

G lthanas's, "for when the silver noon has neared its zenith, we mnust

| eave: "

"What difference will that make?" The kender yawned. "We can't see it
anyway: "
"Nonet hel ess, we nust go. | wll wake you.
"When we return from Sancrist-after the Council of Whitestone-we can be
married;' Glthanas said softly to Silvara as they |lay together,
wr apped in his blanket.
The girl stirred in his arms. He felt her soft hair rub against his
cheek. But she did not answer.

"Don't worry about ny father;' Glthanas said, smling,
stroking the beautiful hair that shone even in the darkness.
"He'll be stern and grimfor a while, but |I amthe younger

brot her-no one cares what beconmes of me. | Porthioss will rant
and rave and carry on. But we'll ignore him W don't have to
live with ny people. I'"'mnot sure howl'd fit in with yours, but
could learn. I'ma good shot with a bow. And I'd Iike our chi
dren to grow up in the wilderness, free and happy
Si | vara-why, you're crying!"
G I thanas held her close as she buried her face in his shoul der
sobbing bitterly. "There, there;" he whispered soothingly, smling in
t he darkness. Wnen were such funny creatures. He wondered what he'd
said. "Hush, Silvara," he murnmured. "It will be all right:" And
G lthanas fell asleep, dream ng of silverhaired children running in the
green woods.

.. what . .
"It is time. W nust | eave:

Laurana felt a hand on her shoul der, shaking her. Startled, she woke
froma vague, frightening dreamthat she could not remenber to find the
W der elf kneeling above her.
"I"l'l wake the others" Silvara said, and di sappeared

Feeling nore tired than if she hadn't slept, Laurana packed her things
by reflex and stood waiting, shivering, in the darkness. Next to her,
she heard the dwarf groan. The danp air was making his joints ache
pai nfully. This journey had been hard on Flint, Laurana realized. He

was, after all, what-al nost one hundred and fifty years ol d? A
respectabl e age for a dwarf. His face had | ost sone of its color during
his illness on the voyage. His |lips, barely visible beneath the beard,

had a bluish tinge, and occasionally he pressed his hand agai nst his
chest. But he always stoutly insisted he was fine and kept up with them
on the trail.

"All set!" cried Tas. H's shrill voice echoed weirdly in the fog, and
he had the distinct feeling he'd disturbed sonmething. "I"'msorry;" he
said, cringing. "Gee;" he muttered to Flint, "it's like being in a
tenmple: "

"Just shut up and start noving!" the dwarf snapped.

A torch flared. Tine conpanions started at the sudden, blinding |ight
that Silvara hel d.

"We nust have light," she said before any could protest. "Do not fear
The vale we are in is sealed shut. Lang ago, there were two entrances:
one led to human | ands where the knights had their outpost, the other
led east into the |ands of the ogres. Both passes were |ost during the



Catacl ysm We need have no fear. | have led you lay a way known only to
mysel f:"

"And to your people;' Laurana rem nded her sharply.

"Yes-ny people . ;' Silvara said, and Laurana was surprised to see
the girl grow pale.

"Where are you taking us?" Laurana insisted.

"You will see. W will be there within the hour:"

The conpani ons gl anced at each other, then all of them | ooked at

Laur ana.

Dam them she thought. "Don't look to me for answers!" she said
angrily. "Wat do you want to do: Stay out here, lost in the fog-"

"I won't betray you!" Silvara murnmured despondently. "Please, just
trust ne a little further:"

"CGo ahead." said Laurana tiredly. "We'll fallow"

The fog seened to close around themmare thickly, until all that kept
the darkness at bay was the light of Silvara's torch.

No one had any idea of the direction they travel ed. The | andscape did
not change. They wal ked t hrough tall grass. There were no trees.
Cccasionally a large boul der | oomed out of the darkness, but that was
all. O night birds or aninals, there was no sign. There was a sense of
urgency that increased as they wal ked until all of themfelt it, and
they hurried their steps, keeping ever within the light of the torch.
Then, suddenly, w thout warning, Silvara stopped.

"We are here;" she said, and she held the torch aloft.

The torch's light pierced the fog. They could all see a shadowy
sonet hi ng beyond. At first, it was so ghostly materializing out of the
fog that the conpanions could not recognize it.

Silvara drew cl oser. They foll owed her, curious, fearful.

Then the silence of the night was broken by bubbling sounds |ike water
boiling in a giant kettle. The fog grew denser, the air was warm and
stifling.

" Hot sp?ings!" said Theros in sudden understanding. "OF course, that
expl ains the constant fog. And this dark shape-"

"The bridge which | eads across them' Silvara replied, shining the
torchlight upon what they could see was a glistening stone bridge
spanning the water boiling in the streams bel ow them filling the night
air with its warm billow ng fog.

"We're supposed to cross that!" Flint exclainmed, staring at the black
boiling water in horror. "W're supposed to cross-"

"It is called the Bridge of Passage;" said Silvara.

The dwarf's only answer was a strangl ed gul p.

The Bridge of Passage was a |ong, smooth arch of pure white marble.
Along its sides-carved in vivid relief-long colums of knights wal ked
synbolically across the bubbling streanms. The span was so hi gh that
they could not see the top through the swirling nmists. And it was old
so old that Flint, reverently touching the worn rock with his hand,
coul d not recognize the craftsmanship. It was not dwarven, not elven,
not human. Who had done such narvel ous work?

Then he noticed there were no hand-rails, nothing but the marble span
itself, slick and glistening with the mi st rising constantly fromthe
bubbl i ng springs beneath.

"We cannot cross that;" said Laurana, her voice trenbling. "And now we
are trapped-"

"We earl cross;" Silvara said. "For we have been sumoned:' "Sunmoned?"
Laurana repeated in exasperation. "By what? \Were?"

"Wait;" commanded Silvara.

They waited. There was nothing left for themto do. Each stood staring



around in the torchlight, but they saw only tile mist rising fromthe
streans, heard only the gurgling water.

"It is the tine of Solinari;" Silvara said suddenly, andsw nging her
arm she hurled her torch into !the water.

Dar kness swal | owed them Involuntarily, they crept closer together.
Silvara seened to have vanished with the light. Glthanas called for
her, but she did not answer.

Then the m st turned to shimrering silver. They could see once nore,
and now they could see Silvara, a dark, shadowy outline against the
silvery mst. She stood at the foot of the bridge, staring up into the
sky. Slowy she raised her hands, and slowy the msts parted. Looking
up, the companions saw the mists separate |like |ong, graceful fingers
to reveal the silver noon, full and brilliant in the starry sky.
Silvara spoke strange words, and the noonlight poured down upon her,
bathing her in its light. The noon's |ight shone upon the bubbling

wat ers, nmaking them come alive, dancing with silver. It shone upon the
marbl e bridge, giving life to the knights who spent eternity crossing
the stream

But it was not these beautiful sights that caused the conpanions to
clasp each other with shaking hands or to hold each other closely. The
moon's light on the water did not cause Flint to repeat the nanme of
Reorx in the nost reverent prayer he ever uttered, or cause Laurana to
| ean her head agai nst her brother's shoul der, her eyes dimed with
sudden tears, or cause G lthanas to hold her tightly, overwhel med by a
feeling of fear and awe and reverence.

Soaring high above them so tall its head m ght have torn a nmoon from
the sky, was the figure of a dragon, carved out of a nmountain of rock,
shining silver in the noonlight.

"Where are we?" Laurana asked in a hushed voice. "Wat is this place?"
"When you cross the Bridge of Passage, you wall stand before the
Monument of the Silver Dragon;" answered Silvara softly. "It guards the
Tonb of Huma, Knight of Solammia.''’

The tonb of Huna.

In Solinari's light, the Bridge of Passage across the bubbling streans
of Foghaven Val e gl eaned |ike bright pearls threaded on a silver chain
"Do not fear;" Silvara said again. "The crossing is difficult only for
those who seek to enter the Tonmb for evil purposes:”

But the conpani ons renmai ned unconvi nced. Fearfully they clinbed the
stairs leading themup to the bridge itself. Then, hesitantly, they
stepped upon the marble arch that rose before them glistening wet with
the steamfromthe springs. Silvara crossed first, walking lightly and
with ease. The rest followed her nore cautiously, keeping to the very
center of the marble span.

Across fromthem on the other side of the bridge, |ooned the Monunent
of the Dragon. Even though they knew they nmust watch their footing,
their eyes seenmed constantly drawn up to it. Many tinmes, they were
forced to stop and stare in awe, while bel ow themthe hot springs
boi |l ed and st eamned.

"Why-1 bet that water's so hot you could cook nmeat in it!" Tassl ehoff
said. Lying flat on his stomach, he peered over the edge of the highest
part of the arched bridge.

"Il b-bet it c-could c-cook you;"' stuttered the terrified dwarf,
craw i ng across on his hands and knees.

"Look, Flint! Watch. |'ve got this piece of neat in ny pack. 1'll get a



string and we'll lower it in the water-"

"Get noving!" Flint roared. Tas sighed and cl osed his pouch.

"You're no fun to take anywhere;" he conpl ai ned, and he slid down the
other side of the span on the seat of his pants.

But for the rest of the conpanions, it was a terrifying journey, and
all of themsighed in heartfelt relief when they cane down of f the
mar bl e bri dge onto the ground bel ow.

None of them had spoken to Silvara as they crossed, their ninds being
too occupied with getting over the Bridge of Passage alive. But when
they reached the other side, Laurana was the first to ask questions.
"Why have you brought us here?"

"Do you not trust nme_yet?" Silvara asked sadly.

Laurana hesitated. Her gaze went once again to the huge stone dragon,
whose head was crowned with stars. The stone nmouth was open in a silent
cry, and the stone eyes stared fiercely. The stone wi ngs were carved
out of the sides of the nmountain. A stone claw stretched forth, .as
massive as the trunks of a hundred vall enwood trees.

"You send the dragon orb away, then bring us to a nonunent dedicated to
a dragon!" Laurana said afters nonent, her voice quivering. "Wat am|
to think? And you bring us to this place you call |-luma's Tonb. W do
not even know if Huma lived,. or if he was |egend. Wat is to prove
this is his resting place? Is his body wthin?"

"N-no;" Silvara faltered. "Hi s body di sappeared, as did-"

"As di d what?"

"As did the |ance he carried, the Dragonl ance he used to destroy the
Dragon of Al Colors and of None:" Silvara sighed and | owered her head.
"Cone inside;' she begged, "and rest for the night. In the norning, al
will be nmade clear, | promse:"

"I don't think-" Laurana began.

"We're going inside!" Glthanas said firmy. "You' re behaving like a
spoiled child, Laurana! Wiy would Silvara |ead us into danger? Surely,
if there was a dragon living here, everyone on Ergoth would know it! It
coul d have destroyed everyone on the island |long ago. | sense no evi
about this place, only a great and ancient peace. And it's a perfect

hi di ng pl ace! Soon the elves will receive word that the orb has reached
Sancri st safely. They'll quit searching, and we can |leave. Isn't that
right, Silvara? Isn't that why you brought us here?"

"Yes;' Silvara said softly. "Th-that was ny plan. Now, come, cone

qui ckly, while the silver noon still shines. For only then can we
enter:"

G I thanas, his hand holding Silvara's hand, wal ked into the shinmmering
silver fog. Tas skipped ahead of them his pouches bouncing. Flint and
Theros foll owed nore slowy, Laurana nmore slowy still. Her fears were
not eased by Glthanas's glib explanation, nor by Silvara's reluctant
agreenent. But there was no place else to go and-as she adnmitted-she
was intensely curious.

The grass on the other side of the bridge was smooth and flat with the
steany clouds of npisture, but the ground began to rise as they
approached the body of the dragon carved out of the cliff. Suddenly
Tassl ehoff's voice floated back to them fromthe m st where he had run
far ahead of the group

"Raistlin!" they heard himcry in a strangled voice. "He's turned into
agiant!"”

"The kender's gone nad;' Flint said with gloony satisfaction. "I always
knew it-"

Runni ng forward, the conpani ons found Tas junping up and down and

poi nting. They stood by his side, panting for breath.



"By the beard of Reorx," gasped Flint in awe. "It is Raistlin!"

Loom ng out of the swirling mist, rising nine feet in the air, stood a
stone statue carved in a perfect |ikeness of the young nage. Accurate
in every detail, it even captured his cynical, bitter expression and
the careen eyes with their hourglass pupils.

"And there's Caramon!" Tas cri ed.

A few feet away stood another statue, this tinme shaped like the mage's
warrior twn.

"And Tanis . . . " Laurana whispered fearfully. "Wat evil magic is
t hi s?"
"Not evil;" Silvara said, "unless you bring evil to this place. In that

case, you would see the faces of your worst enemes within the stone
statues. The horror and fear they generate would not allow you to pass.
But you see only your friends, and so you may pass safely:"

"1 wouldn't exactly count Raistlin anong nmy friends,” nuttered Flint.

"Nor |;" Laurana said. Shivering, she wal ked hesitantly past the cold
i mage of the mage. The nage's obsidi an robes gl eaned black in the
noons' light. Laurana renenbered vividly the nightmare of Silvanesti,

and she shuddered as she entered what she saw now was a ring of stone
st at ues- each of them bearing a striking, alnost frightening resenbl ance
to her friends. Wthin that silent ring of stone stood a snmall tenple.
The sinple rectangular building thrust up into the fog froman

oct agonal base of shining steps. It, too, was nade of obsidian, and the
bl ack structure glistened wet with the perpetual fog. Each feature
stood as if it had been carved only days before; no sign of wear marred
the sharp, clean lines of the carving. Its knights, each bearing the
dragonl ance, still charged huge nonsters. Dragons screaned silently in
frozen death, pierced by the long, delicate shafts.

"Inside this tenple, they placed Huma's body," Silvara said softly as
she led themup the stairs.

Col d bronze doors swung open on silent hinges to Silvara's touch. The
conpani ons stood uncertainly on the stairs that encircled the col umed
tenple. But, as G lthanas had said, they could sense no evil coning
fromthis place. Laurana renenbered vividly the Tonb of the Royal Guard
in the SlaMori and the terror generated by the undead guards left to
keep eternal watch over their dead king, Kith-Kanan. In this temple,,
however, she felt only sorrow and | oss, tenpered by the know edge of a
great victory-a battle won at terrible cost, but bringing with it
eternal peace and sweet restful ness.

Laurana felt her burden ease, her heart becone lighter. Her own sorrow
and | oss seened dinini shed here. She was rem nded of her own victories
and triunphs. One by one, all the conpanions entered the tomb. The
bronze doors swung shut behind them |eaving themin total darkness.
Then light flared. Silvara held a torch in her hand, apparently taken
fromthe wall. Laurana wondered briefly how she had nanaged to |ight

it. But the trivial question left her mnd as she stood gazi ng around
the tonb in awe.

It was enpty except for a bier carved out of obsidian, which stood in
the center of the room Chiseled inmages of knights supported the bier
but the body of the knight that was supposed to have rested upon it was
gone. An ancient shield lay at the foot, and a sword, simlar to Sturn
s, lay near the shield. The conpanions gazed at these artifacts in
silence. It seenmed a desecration to the sorrowful serenity of the place
to speak, and none touched them not even Tassl ehoff.

"I wish Sturmcould be here;" murmured Laurana, |ooking around, tears
conming to her eyes. "This must be Huma's resting place . . .yet-" She
couldn't explain the growi ng sense of uneasiness that was creepi ng over



her. Not fear, it was nore like the sensation she had felt upon
entering the val e-a sense of urgency.

Silvara lit nore torches along the wall, and the conpani ons wal ked past
the bier, gazing around the tonb curiously. It was not |large. The bier
stood in the center and stone benches lined the walls, presunably for
the nmourners to rest upon while paying their respects. At the far end
stood a small stone altar. Carved in its surface were the synbols of
the orders of the Knights-the crown, the rose, the kingfisher. Dried
rose petals and herbs lay scattered on the top, their fragrance stil
lingering sweetly in the air after hundreds of years. Below the altar,
sunk into the stone floor, was a large iron plate.

As Laurana stared curiously at this plate, Theros cane over to stand
besi de her.

"What do you suppose this is?" she wondered. "A well?"

"Let's see;' grunted the smith. Bending over, he lifted the ring on top
of the plate in his huge, silver hand and pulled. At first nothing
happened. Theros pl aced both hands on the ring and heaved with all his
strength. The iron plate gave a great groan and slid across the floor
with a scraping, squeaking sound that set their teeth on edge

"What have you done?" Silvara, who had been standing near the tonb
regarding it sadly, whirled to face them

Theros stood up in astonishnent at the shrill sound of her voice
Laurana involuntarily backed away fromthe gaping

hole in the floor. Both of themstared at Silvara

"Do not go near that!" Silvara warned, her voice shaking.

"Stand clear! It is dangerous!"”

"How do you know?" Laurana said coolly, recovering herself. "No one's
cone here for hundreds of years. O have they?"

"No!" Silvara said, biting her Iip. "I-1 know fromthe . . . |egends of
my people . . :'

Ignoring the girl, Laurana stepped to the edge of the hole and peered
inside. It was dark. Even holding the torch Flint brought

her fromthe wall, she could see nothing down there. A faint nusty odor
drifted fromthe hole, but that was all.
"I don't think it's a well;' said Tas, crowding to see.

"Stay away fromit! Please!" Silvara begged

"She's right, little thief!" Theros grabbed Tas arid pulled himaway
fromthe hole. "If you fell in there, you nmight tunble through to the
other side of the world:"

"Real | y?" asked Tassl ehoff breathlessly. "Wuld | really fall through
to the other side, Theros? | wonder what it would be

like? Wuld there be people there? Like us?"

"Not |ike kenders hopefully!" Flint grunbled. '-Or they'd all be dead
of idiocy by now Besides, everyone knows that the world rests of the
Anvil of Reorx. Those falling to the other side are caught between his

hamrer bl ows and the world still being forged. People on the other side
i ndeed!" He snorted as he watched Theros unsuccessfully try to repl ace
the plate. Tassel hoff was still staring at it curiously. Finally Theros

was forced to give up, but he glared at the kender until Tas heaved a
si gh and wandered away to the stone bier to stare with |onging eyes at
the shield and sword.

Flint tugged Laurana' s sl eeve.

"What is it?" she asked absently, her thoughts el sewhere

"I know stonework;' the dwarf said softly, "and :here's sonething
strange about all this:' He paused, glancing to see if Laurana m ght

| augh. But she was paying serious attention to him "The tonb and the
statues built outside are the work of men. It is old. o



"ad enough to be Huna's tonb?" Laurana interrupted.

"Every bit of it:" The dwarf nodded enphatically. "But yon great beast
outside"-he gestured in the direction of the huge stone dragon-"was
never built by the hands of man or elf or dwarf:’

Laurana blinked, unconprehendi ng.

"And it is older still;' the dwarf said, his voice growi ng husky. "So
old it nakes this"-he waved his hand at the tonb-"nodern:"

Laurana began to understand. Flint, seeing her eyes w den, nodded
slowy and sol emml y.

"No hand of any being that wal ks upon Krynn with two | egs carved the
side out of that cliff;' he said.

"I't nust have been a creature with awesone strength-" Laurana mnurmnured
"A huge creature-"

"Wth wngs-"

"Wth wngs;" Laurana nurmured.

Suddenly she stopped tal king, her blood chilled in fear as she heard
wor ds bei ng chanted, words she recogni zed as the strange, spidery

| anguage of magic.

"No!" Turning, she lifted her hand instinctively to ward off , the
spell, knowing as she did so that it was futile.

Silvara stood beside the altar, crunbling rose petals in her hand,
chanting softly.

Laurana fought the enchanted drowsi ness that crept over her. She fel
to her knees, cursing herself for a fool, clinging to ;' the stone
bench for support. But it did no good. Lifting her .3 sleep-glazed
eyes, she saw Theros topple over and G lthanas slunp to the ground.
Besi de her, the dwarf was snoring even before his head hit the bench.
Laurana heard a clattering sound, the sound of a shield

crashing to the floor, then the air was filled with the fragrance

of roses.

The kender's startling discovery.

Tassl ehof f heard Silvara chanting. Recognizing the words of a magic
spell, he reacted instinctively grabbed hold of the shield that lay on
the bier, and pulled. The heavy shield fell on top of him striking the
floor with a ringing clang, flattening the kender. The shield covered
Tas conpl etely.

He lay still beneath it until he heard Silvara finish her thank. Even
then, he waited a few nmonents to see if he was going to turn into a
frog or go up in flames or sonmething interesting like that. He didn't-
rather to his disappointnent. He couldn't even hear Silvara, Finally,
growing bored Iying in the darkness on the cold stone floor, Tas crept
out from beneath the heavy shield with the silence of a falling

f eat her.

Al'l his friends were asleep! So that was the spell she cast. But where
was Sil vara? Gone somewhere to get a horrible nonster to cone back and
devour then?

Cautiously, Tas raised his head and peered over the bier. To his
astoni shnent, he saw Silvara crouched on the floor, near the tonb
entrance. As Tas watched, she rocked back and forth, meking small,
nmoani ng sounds.

"How can | go through with it?" Tas heard her say to herself. "I've
brought them here. Isn't that enough? No!" She shook her head in



msery. "No, |'ve sent the orb away. They don't know how to use it. |
must break the oath. It is as you said, sisterthe choice is nine. But
it is hard! I love him"

Sobbing, muttering to herself |ike one possessed, Silvara buried her
face in her knees. The tender-hearted kender had never seen such
sorrow, and he longed to go confort her. Then he realized what she was
tal ki ng about didn't sound good. "Choice is a hard one, break the oath

No; fas thought, | better find a way out of here before she realizes
her spell didn't work on ne.
But Silvara blocked the entrance to the tonb. He might try to sneak

past her .... Tas shook his head. Too risky.

The hole! He brightened. He'd wanted to examine it nore carefully
anyway. He just hoped the |id was still off.

The kender tiptoed around the bier until he cane to the altar. There
was the hole, still gaping open. Theros lay beside it, sound asl eep

his head pillowed upon his silver arm d ancing back at Silvara, Tas
sneaked silently to t he edge.

It would certainly be a better place to hide than where he was now.
There were no stairs, but he could see handholds on the wall. A deft
kender-such as hinmsel f-should have no trouble at all clinbing down.
Perhaps it | ed outside. Suddenly Tas heard a noise behind him Silvara
sighing and stirring ....

Wt hout another thought, Tas lowered hinself silently into the hole and
began his descent. The walls were slick with nmoisture and noss, the
handhol ds were spaced far apart. Built for hunmans, he thought
irritably. No one ever considered little peopl el

He was so preoccupied that he didn't notice the gens until he was
practically on top of them

"Reorx's beard!" he swore. (He was fond of this oath, having borrowed
it fromFlint.) Six beautiful jewels-each as big around as his hand-
were spaced in a horizontal ring around the walls of the shaft. They
were covered with noss, but Tas could tell at a glance how val uabl e

t hey were.
"Now why woul d anyone put such wonderful jewels down here?" he asked
aloud. "I'Il bet it was sone thief. If I can pry themloose, |'lI

return themto their rightful owner:" H's hand cl osed over a jewel.

A trenmendous blast of wind filled the shaft, pulling the kender off the
wall as easily as a winter gale rips a leaf off a tree. Falling, Tas

| ooked back up, watching the Iight at the top of the shaft grow smaller
and snmaller. He wondered briefly just how big the Hanmer of Reorx was,
and then he stopped falling.

For a nonment, the wind tunbled himend over end. Then it switched
directions, blow ng himsideways. |'mnot going to the other side of
the world after all, he thought sadly. Sighing, he sailed al ong through
anot her tunnel. Then he suddenly felt hinself start to risel A great
wind was wafting himup the shaft! It was an unusual sensation, quite
exhilarating. Instinctively, he spread his arns to see if he could
touch the sides of whatever it was he was in. As he spread his arns, he
noticed that he rose faster, borne gently upward on swi ft currents of
air.

Per haps |'m dead, Tas thought. |I'm dead and now I'mlighter than air.
How can | tell? Putting his arns down, he felt frantically for his
pouches. He wasn't certain-the kender had very vague ideas as to the
afterlife-but he had a feeling they wouldn't |et himtake his things
with him No, everything was there. Tas breathed a sigh of relief that
turned into a gulp when he discovered hinsel f slow ng down and even



starting to fall!

VWhat ? he thought wildly, then realized he had pulled both his arns in
close to his body. Hurriedly he thrust his arns out again and, sure
enough, he began to rise. Convinced that hey wasn't dead, he gave
hinsel f up to enjoying the flight.

Fluttering his hands, the kender rolled over on his back in. mdair,
and stared up to see where he was goi ng.

Ah, there was a light far above him growi ng brighter and brighter. Now
he could see that he was in a shaft, but it was nmuch | onger than the
shaft he had tunbl ed down.

"Wait until Flint hears about this!" he said wistfully. Then he caught
a glinpse of six jewels, like the ones he'd seen in the other shaft.
The rushing wi nd began to | essen.

Just as he decided that he could really enjoy taking up flying as a way
of life, Tas reached the top of the shaft. The air currents held him
even with the stone floor of a torch-lit chanber. Tas waited a nonent
to see if he mght start flying again, and he even flapped his arns a
bit to help, but nothing happened. Apparently his flight had ended.

I might as well explore while I'mup here, the kender thought with a
sigh. Junping out of the air currents, he |anded lightly on the stone
floor, then began to | ook around.

Several torches flared on the walls, illumnating the chanber with a
bright white radiance. This roomwas certainly much larger than the
tomb! He was standing at the bottom of a great curving staircase. The
huge fl agstones of each step-as well as all the other stone in the
roomwere pure white, nmuch different fromthe black stone of the tonb.
The staircase curved to the right, leading up to what appeared to be
anot her | evel of the chanber. Above him he could see a railing

over|l ooking the stairs-apparently there was sone sort of bal cony up
there. Nearly breaking his neck trying to see, Tas thought he could
make out swirls and splotches of bright colors shining in the
torchlight fromthe opposite wall

Who lit the torches, he wondered? What is this place? Part of Huma's
tomb? O did |l fly up into the Dragon Mountai n? Who |ives here? Those
torches didn't |ight thensel ves!

At that thought-just to be safe-Tas reached into his tunic and drew out
his little knife. Holding it in his hand, he clinbed the grand stairs
and came out onto the balcony. It was a huge chanber, but he could see
little of it in the flickering torchlight. G gantic pillars supported
the massive ceiling overhead. Another great staircase rose fromthis
bal cony | evel to yet another floor. Tas turned around, |eaning agai nst
the railing to look at the walls behind him

"Reorx's beard!" he said softly. "Look at that!"

That was a painting. A nmural, to be nore precise. It began opposite
where Tas was standing, at the head of the stairs, and extended on
around the balcony in foot after foot of shimrering color. The kender
was not nuch interested in artwork, but he couldn't recall ever seeing
anything quite so beautiful. O had he? Sonmehow, it seened faniliar.
Yes, the nore he | ooked at it, the nore he thought he'd seen it before.
Tas studied the painting, trying to remenber. On the wall directly
across fromhimwas pictured a horrible scene of dragons of every col or
and description descendi ng upon the | and. Towns bl azed in flanes-1ike
Tar si s- bui | di ngs crunbl ed, people were fleeing. It was a terrible
sight, and the kender hurried past it.

He continued wal ki ng al ong the bal cony, his eyes on the painting. He
had just reached the central portion of the mural when he gasped.

"The Dragon Mountain! That's it-there, on the wall!" he whispered to



hi nsel f and was startled to hear his whi sper cone echoing back to him
d ancing around hastily, he crept closer to the other edge of the

bal cony. Leaning over the rail, he stared closely at the painting. It

i ndeed showed t he Dragon Mountain, where he was now. Only this showed a
view of the nountain as if some giant sword had chopped it conpletely
in half vertically!

"How wonderful!" The map-1oving kender sighed. "OF course;" he said.
"It is a map! And that's where | anml |'ve gone up into the nountain:"
He | ooked around the roomin sudden realization. "I"min the throat of

the dragon. That's why this roomis such a funny shape:" He turned back
to the map. "There's the painting on the wall and there's the bal cony
I"m standing on. And the pillars. :' He turned conpletely around

"Yes, there's the grand staircase:' He turned back. "It leads up into
the head! And there's how | came up. Some sort of w nd chanber. But who
built this . . . and why?"

Tassl ehof f continued on around the bal cony, hoping to find a clue in
the painting. On the right-hand side of the gallery; another battle was
portrayed. But this one didn't fill himwth horror. There were red
dragons, and bl ack, and blue, and white-breathing fire and ice-but
fighting them were other dragons, dragons of silver and of gold ...

"I remenber!" shouted Tassl ehoff.

The kender begin junping up and down, yelling like a wild thing. "I
remenber! | remenber! It was in Pax Tharkas. Fizban showed me. There
are good dragons in the world. They'|ll help us fight the evil ones! W
just have to find them And there are the dragonl ancesl”

"Confound it!" snarled a voice below the kender. "Can't a person get
sonme sl eep? What is all this racket? You' re maki ng noi se enough to wake
t he dead!"

Tassl ehoff whirled around in alarm his knife in his hand. He could
have sworn he was alone up here. But, no. Rising up off a stone bench
that stood in a shadowy area out of the torchlight was a dark, robed
figure. It shook itself, stretched, then got up and began to clinb the
stairs, nmoving swiftly toward the kender. Tas could not have gotten
away, even if he had wanted to, and the kender found hinself intensely
curious about who was up here. He opened his nouth to ask this strange
creature what it was and why it had chosen the throat of a Dragon
Mountain to nap in, when the figure enmerged into the light. It was an
old man. It was

Tassl ehoff's knife clattered to the floor. The kender sagged back
against the railing. For the first, last, and only tine in his life,
Tassl ehof f Burrfoot was struck speechl ess.

"F-F-F . . :'"Nothing canme out of his throat, only a croak.

"Well, what is it? Speak up!" snapped the old man, |oom ng over him
"You were naking enough noise a mnute ago. What's the matter?
Somet hi ng go down the wong way?"

"F-F-F . . :" stuttered Tas weakly.

"Ah, poor boy. Afflicted, eh? Speech inpedinment. Sad, sad. Here-"The
old man funbl ed in his robes, opening nunerous pouches while Tassl ehoff
stood trenbling before him

"There;" the figure said. Drawing forth a coin, he put it in the
kender's nunmb pal mand closed his snall, |ifeless fingers over it.
"Now, run along. Find a cleric . . "

"Fi zban!" Tassl ehoff was finally able to gasp.

"Where?" The ol d man whirled around. Raising his staff, he peered
fearfully into the darkness. Then sonething seemed to occur to him
Tur ni ng back around, he asked Tas in a |oud whisper, "I say, are you
sure you saw this Fizban? Isn't he dead?"



"I know I thought so . . . ''Tas said miserably.

"Then he shoul dn't be wandering around, scaring people!"™ the old man
declared angrily. "I'lIl have a talk with him Hey,you!" he began to
shout .

Tas reached out a trenbling hand and tugged at the old man's robe. "I -
I"mnot sure, b-but | think you're Fizban :'

"No, really?" the old man said, taken aback. "I was feeling a bit under
the weather this norning, but I had no idea it was as bad as al
that."" His shoul ders sagged. "So |I'm dead. Done for. Bought the farm

Ki cked the bucket:' He staggered to a bench and pl opped down. "Was it a
nice funeral ?" he asked. "Did |ots of people cone? Was there a twenty-
one gun salute? | always wanted a twenty-one gun salute:’

"l -uh.." Tas stanmered, wondering what a gun was. "Well, it was . .
more of a . . . nenorial service you mght say. You see, we-uh-couldn't
find your-how shall | put this?"

"Renmi ns?" the old man said hel pfully.

"Uh . . . remains:" Tas flushed. 'We |ooked, but there were all these
chicken feathers . . . and a dark elf . . . and Tanis said we v.-ere

| ucky to have escaped alive ..

"Chicken feathers!" said the old man indignantly. "Wat have chi cken
feathers got to do with ny funeral ?"

"We-uh-you and me and Sestun. Do you renmenber Sestun, the gully dwarf?
Well, there was that great, huge chain in Pax Tharkas. And that big red
dragon. We were hanging onto the chain and the dragon breathed fire on
it and the chain broke and we were falling"-Tas was warmng up to his
story; it had beconme one of his favorites-"and I knew it was all over.
W were going to die. There must have been a seventy-foot drop (this

i ncreased every tinme Tas told the tale) and you were beneath ne and |
heard you chanting a spell-"

"Yes, I'mquite a good mmgi cian, you know '
"Uh right" Tas stammered, then continued hurriedly. "You e chanted this
spell -Featherfall or something like that. Anyway, you only said the

first word" 'feather' and suddenly'-the kender spread his, hands, a
| ook of awe on his face as he renenbered what happened then-"there were

mllions and nmillions and mllions of chicken feathers. . . ~'

"So what happened) next?" the old nan denanded, poking Tas.

"Ch, uh, that's where it gets a bit-uh-rnvuddl ed;' Tas said. "~ heard a
scream .and a thunp. Well, it was nore like a splatter actually, and

f-E-figured the splatter was you.'

"Me?" the old man shouted. "Splatter!" He glared at the kender
furiously. "I never innmy life splattered!"

"Then Sestun and | tunbled down into the chicken feathers, along with
the chain. | looked-1 really did:" Tas's eyes filled with tears as he
remenbered his heartbroken search for the old man's body. "But there
were too many feathers . . . and there was this terrible comotion
out si de where the dragons were fighting. Sestun and | made it to the
door, and then we found Tanis, and | wanted to go back to | ook for you
sone nore, but Tanis said no

"So you left ne buried under a mound of chicken feathers?"

"It was an awfully nice nenorial service;' Tas faltered. "Gol dnoon
spoke, and Elistan. You didn't neet Elistan, but you renmenber ol dnoon,
don't you? And Tani s?"

"Goldmoon . . :' the old man murmured. "Ah, yes. Pretty girl. Big,
stern-1ooking chap in love with her:"

"Riverwind!" said Tas in excitenent. "And Raistlin?"

"Skinny fellow. Damn good nmmgician;" the old man said solemly, "but



he' Il never amount to anything if he doesn't do sonething about that
cough:'

"You are Fizban!" Tas said. Junping up gleefully, he threw his arns
around the old man and hugged himti ght.

"There, there;' Fizban said, enmbarrassed, patting Tas an the back.
"That's quite enough. You'll crunple ny robes. Don't sniffle. Can't
abide it. Need a hankie?"

"No, |'ve got one-"

"Now, that's better. Ch, | say, | believe that handkerchi efs m ne
Those are ny initials-"

"I's it? You rmust have dropped it:

"I remenber you now" the old man said loudly. "You' re Tassle, Tassle-
sonet hi ng- or- ot her:'

"Tassl ehof f. Tassl ehoff Burrfoot;' the kender replied

"And I'm" The old man stopped. "Wat did you say the nanme was?"

"Fi zban. "

"Fi zban. Yes. . :' The old man pondered a nonent, then he shook his
head. "I sure thought he was dead..."

Silvara's secret.

How di d you survive?' Tas asked; pulling some dried fruit froma pouch
to share with Fi zban.

The ol d man appeared wistful. "I really didn't think I did;" he
sai d apologetically. '"I"'mafraid | haven t the vaguest notion. But,
cone to think of it, |I haven"t been able to eat a chicken since. Now'-

he stared at the kender shrewdly- "what are you doi ng here?
"I came with same of ny friends. The rest are wandering around

sonmewhere, if they're still alive:" Fie sniffed again.

"They are. Don't worry:" Fizban patted himon the back

"Do you think so?" Tas brightened. "Well, anyway, we're here with
Silvara-"

"Silvara!"The old man | eaped to his feet, his white hair flying out
wildly. The vague | ook faded fromhis face

"Where is she?" the old man demanded sternly. "And your friends, where
are they?"

"D-downstairs;" stamered Tas, startled at the old man's
transformation. "Silvara cast a spell on them"

"Ah, she did, did she?" the old nman nuttered. "We'l| see about that.
Cone on:" He started off along the bal cony, walking so rapidly Tas had
to run to keep up.

"Where'd you say they were?" the old man asked, stopping near the
stairs. "Be specific;" he snapped.

"Uh-the tomb! Huma's tonb! | think it's Huma's tonb. That's what
Silvara said:

"Hunmpf. Well, at |east we don't have to walk:"'

Descending the stairs to the hole in the floor Tas had come up through,
the old man stepped out into its center. Tas, gulping a little, joined
him clutching at the old man's robes. They hung suspended over not hing
but darkness, feeling cool air waft up around them

"Down;' the old nman stated.

They began to rise, drifting toward the ceiling of the upper gallery.
Tas felt the hair stand up on his head.

"I said down!" the old man shouted furiously, waving his staff

menaci ngly at the hol e bel ow him



There was a sl urping sound and both of them were sucked into the hole
so rapidly that Fizban's hat flew off. It's just |ike the hat he | ost
in the red dragon's lair, Tas thought. It was bent and shapel ess, and
apparently possessed of a mind of its own. Fizban nade a wild grab for
it, but mssed. The hat, however, floated down after them about fifty
feet above.

Tassl ehof f peered down, fascinated, and started to ask a question, but
Fi zban shushed him Gipping his staff, the old nage began whi spering
to hinmsel f, making an odd sign in the air

Laur ana opened her eyes. She was |ying on a cold stone bench, staring
at a black, glistening ceiling. She had no idea

where she was. Then nmenmory returned. Silvara

Sitting up swiftly, she flashed a gl ance around the room Flint was
groani ng and rubbing his neck. Theros blinked and | ooked around,
puzzled. Glthanas, already an his feet, stood at the end of Huma's
tonb, gazing down at something by the door. As Laurana wal ked over to
him he turned around. Putting his finger to his |lips, he nodded in the
direction of the doorway.

Silvara sat there, her head in her arns, sobbing bitterly.

Laurana hesitated, the angry words on her lips dying. This certainly
wasn't what she had expected. What had she expected? she asked herself.
Never to wake again, nost |likely. There had to be an expl anation. She
started forward.

"Silvara-" she began.

The girl |eaped up, her tear-stained face white with fear.

"What are you doi ng awake? How did you free yourself fromny spell ?"
she gasped, falling back against the wall.

"Never mind that!" Laurana answered, though she hadn't any idea how she
had wakened. 'Tell us-"

"I't was ny doing!" announced a deep voice, Laurana and the rest turned
around to see a white-bearded old man in nousecol ored robes rise up
solemly out of the hole in the floor.

"Fi zban!" whi spered Laurana in disbelief.

There was a dunk and a thud. Flint toppled over in a dead faint. No one
even | ooked at him They sinply stared at the old nage in awe. Then,
with a shrill shriek, Silvara flung herself flat on the cold stone
floor, shivering and whinpering softly.

Ignoring the stares of the others, Fizban wal ked across the floor of
the tonb, past the bier, past the comatose dwarf, to come to Silvara
Behi nd him Tassl ehoff scranbled up out of the hole.

"Look who | found" the kender said proudly. "Fizban! And | flew,
Laurana, | junped into the hole and just flew straight up into the air.
And there's a pain ting up there with gold dragons, and then Fizban sat
up and yelled at nme and-1 nust adnmit | felt really queer there for a
while. My voice was gone and . . . what happened to Flint?"

"Hush, Tas;' Laurana said weakly, her eyes on Fizban. Kneeling down, he
shook the W/ der el fmaid.

"Silvara,. what have you done?" Fizban asked sternly.

Laurana t hought then that perhaps she had nmade a mistake-this rmust be
sone other old man dressed in the old magician's clothes. This stern-
faced, powerful man was certainly not the befuddl ed old mage she
remenbered. But no, she'd recogni ze that face anywhere, to say nothing
of the hat!

Watching the two of them Silvara and Fi zban-before her, Laurana felt
great and awesone power |ike silent thunder surging between the two.
She had a terrible longing to run out of this place and keep running
until she dropped with exhaustion. But she couldn't nove. She could



only stare.

"What have you done, Silvara?" Fizban denanded. "You have broken your
oat h!'"

"No!" The girl mpaned, withing on the ground at the old nage's feet.
"No, | haven't. Not yet-"

"You have wal ked the world in another body, nmeddling in the affairs of
men. That al one would be sufficient. But you brought them herel
Silvara's tear-stained face was twi sted in angui sh. Laurana felt her
own tears sliding unchecked down her cheeks.

"All right then!" Silvara cried defiantly. "I broke ny oath, or at
least | intended to. | brought themhere. | had to! |I've seen the
m sery and the suffering. Besides"-her voice fell, her eyes stared far

away-"they had an orb . . .

"Yes;" said Fizban softly. "A dragon orb. Taken fromlce Wall Castle.
It fell into your possession. What have you done with it, Silvara?
Where is it now?"

"I sent it away . Silvara said al nost inaudibly.

Fi zban seened to age. H s face grew weary. Sighing deeply, he | eaned
heavily upon his staff. "Wuere did you send it, Silvara? Were is the
dragon orb now?"

"St-Sturmhas it;" Laurana interrupted £eorfclly. "He took it to
Sancrist. What does this nean? Is Sturmin danger?"

"Who?" Fi zban peered around over his shoulder. "Ch, hullo there, ny
dear:' He beaned at her. "So nice to see you again.. How s your

f at her ?"

"My father-" Laurana shook her head, confused. "Look, old man, never
mnd ny father! 'Wo -’

"And your brother:" Fizban extended a hand to G lthanas. "Good to see
you, son. And you, sir:' He bowed to am astoni shed Theros. "Silver arn®
My, nmy"-he stole a | ook back art Silvara"what a coi nci dence. Theros
Ironfeld, isn't it! Heard a | ot about you. And ny nane is. o

The ol d magi ci an paused, his brow furrowed.

"My name is . .

"Fi zban:' supplied Tassl ehof f hel pful ly.

"Fi zban ." The old nman nodded, smling.

Laurana t hought she saw the ol d magi cian cast a warning gl ance at
Silvara. The girl |owered her head as if to acknow edge sone sil ent,
secret signal passed between them

But before Laurana could sort out her whirling thoughts, Fizban turned
back to her again. "And now, Laurana, you wonder who Silvara is? It is

up to Silvara to tell you. For | nust |eave you now. | have a | ong
journey ahead of ne:'
"Must | tell thenP" Silvara asked softly. She was still on her knees

and, as she spoke, her eyes went to G lthanas. Fizban foll owed her

gaze. Seeing the elflord's stricken face, his own face softened. Then
he shook his head sadly.

Silvara raised her hands to himin a pleading gesture. Fizban wal ked
over to her. Taking her hands, he raised her to her feet. She threw her
arns around him and he held her close.

"No, Silvara," he said, his voice kind .and gentle, "you do not have to
tell them The choice is yours that was your sister's. You can neke
them forget they were ever here:"

Suddenly the only color left in Silvara's face was the deep blue of her

eyes. "But, that will nean-"
"Yes, Silvara;' he said. "It is up to you." He kissed the girl on the
forehead. "Farewell, Silvara."

Turning, he | ooked back at the rest. "Good-bye, good-bye. N ce seeing



you again. I'ma bit mffed aback the chicken feathers, but-no hard
feelings." He waited inpatiently a mnute, glaring at Tasslehoff. "Are
you com ng? | haven't got all night!"

"-Com ng? Wth you?" Tas, cried, dropping Flint's head back onto the
stone floor with a Chunk. The kender stood up. "OF course, let ne get

my pack . :" Then he stopped, glancing down at the unconsci ous dwarf.
"lint=

"He'll be fine;' Fizban prom sed, "you won't be parted from your
friends long. W'll see theni"-he frowned, nuttering to hinself-"seven
days, add three, carry the one, what's seven tunes four? Ch well,
around Famine Tine. That's when they' Il hold the Council neeting. Now,
cone along. |'ve got work to do. 'lour friends are in good hands.

Silvara will take care of them won't you, ny dear?" He turned to the
Wl der elf.
"I will tell them™"™ she prom sed sadly, eyes on G |thanas,
The elflord was staring at her and at Fizban, his face pale, fear
spreadi ng through his soul

Silvara sighed. "You are right. | broke the oath Iong ago. |

must finish what | set out to do:'

"As you think best:' Fizban laid his hand upon Silvara's

head, stroking her silver hair. Then he turned away.

"WIl | be punished?" she asked, just as the old nan stepped

into the shadows.

Fi zban stopped. Shaking his head, he | ooked back aver his

shoul der. "Sane woul d say you are being puni shed right now,
Silvara;' he said softly. "But what you do, you do out of I ove.

As the choice was up to you, so is your punishnent:

The ol d man stepped into the darkness. Tassl ehoff ran after

him his pouches bounci ng behind him "Good-bye, Lauranal!l

Good- bye, Theros! Take care of Flint,!" In the silence that fo

| owed, Laurana could hear the old man's voi ce.

"What was that name agai n? Fi zbut, Furball =

r

"Fizban!" said Tar, shrilly. vy

"Fizban . . . Fizban . " nmuttered the old nman.

Al'l eyes turned to Silvara.

She was cal m now, at peace with herself. Although her face

was filled with sorrow, it was not the tormented, bitter sorrow
they had seen earlier. This was the sorrow of |oss, the quiet,
accepting sorrow of one who has nothing to regret. Silvara

wal ked toward G |thanas. She took hold of his hands and

| ooked up into his face with so nuch love that Glthanas felt

bl essed, even as he knew she was going to tell him good- bye.

"I amlosing you, Silvara: he murmured in broken tones. "I
see it in your eyes.. Hut | don't know why! You |ave ne-"
"l love you, elflord: Silvara said softly.. "I laved you when | saw you
lying injured upon the sand. Wen you | ooked up and sniled at ne, |
knew that the fate which had befallen ny sister was to be nmine, too."
She sighed. "But it is a risk we take when we choose this form Far

t hough we bring our strength intoit., .. the forminflicts its
weaknesses upon us. O is it a weakness? To

| ove .

"Silvara, | don't understand!" G lthanas cried.

"You will;" she prom sed, her voice soft. Her head bowed.

G | thanas took her in his hands, holding her. She buried her face in
his chest. He kissed her beautiful silver hair, then clasped her with a
sob.



Laurana turned away. This grief seened too sacred for her eyes to

i ntrude upon. Swal |l owi ng her own tears, she | ooked around and then
renenbered the dwarf. She took some water from his waterskin and
sprinkled it on Flint's face.

H s eyes fluttered, then opened. The dwarf stared up at Laurana for a
nmonment and reached out a trenbling hand.

"Fi zban!" the dwarf whispered hoarsely.

"1 know," Laurana said, wondering how the dwarf woul d take the news
about Tas's | eaning.

"Fi zban's dead!" Flint gasped. "Tas said so! In a pile of chicken
feathers!" The dwarf struggled to sit up. "Were is that rattle-brained
kender ?"

"He's gone, Flint;" Laurana said. "He went with Fizban:'

"CGone?" The dwarf | ooked around blankly. "You let himgo? Wth that old
man?"

"I''mafraid so-"

"You let himgo with a dead old marl ?"

"I really didn't have nuch choice:" Laurana smiled. "It was his
decision. He'll be fine-

"Where'd they go?" Flint stood and shoul dered his pack.

"You can't go after them' Laurana said. "Please, Flint:" She put her
arm around the dwarf's shoulders. "I need you. You' re Tanis's ol dest
friend, nmy advisor-"

"But he's gone wi thout ne
| eave? | didn't see himgo?"

"You fainted

"l did no such thing!' the dwarf roared.

"You-you were out cold;" Laurana stammered.

"I never faint!" stated the dwarf indignantly. "It nust have been a
recurrence of that deadly disease | caught on board that boat-" Flint
dropped his pack and slunped down beside it. "ldiot kender, Running off
with a dead old man:'

Theros canme aver to Laurana, drawing her to one side. "Wo was that old
man?" he asked curiously

"It's a long story:" Laurana sighed. "And |'mnot certain | cculd
answer that. question anyway."

"He seens familiar:' Theros frowned and shook his head. "But | can't
remenber where |'ve seen himbefore, though he puts ne in nmind of

Sol ace and the Inn of the Last Home. And he knew nme. . :" The

bl acksmth stared at his silver hand. "I felt a shock go through ne
when he | ooked at ne, like lightning striking a tree:" The big

bl acksm th shivered, then he glanced over at Silvara and G I thanas
"And what of this?"

"I think we're finally about to find out," Laurana said.

"You were right;' Theros said. "You didn't trust her-'

"But not for the right reasons;" Laurana admitted guiltily.

Wth a small sigh, Silvara pushed herself away from G |thanas's
enbrace. The elflord let her go reluctantly.

"G lthanas," she said, drawi ng a shuddering breath, "take a torch off
the wall and hold it up before ne.”

G I thanas hesitated. Then, alnpost angrily, he followed her directions.
"Hold the torch there . . :' she instructed, guiding his hand so that
the Iight blared right before her. "Now-look at ny shadow on the wall
behind nme;' she said in trenbling tones.

The tonb was silent, only the sputtering of the flanming torch made any
sound. Silvara's shadow sprang into life on the cold stone wall behind
| ever. The conpanions stared at it and-for an instant-none of them

Flint said plaintively. "How could he



could say a word.

The shadow Silvara cast upon the wall was not the shadow of a young
el f mai d.

It was the shadow of a dragon.

"You're a dragon!"' Laurana said in shocked dishbelief. She laid her
hand on | ever sword, but Theros stopped her.
"No!" he said suddenly. "I remenber. That old man-" tie | ooked at his

arm "Now | remenber. He used to conme intro the Inn of the Last Hone!
He was dressed differently. He wasn't a mage, but it was him ['1l]

swear it! He told stories to the children Stories about good dragons.
ol d dragons and="

"Silver dragons;' Silvara said, |ooking at Theros. "I ama silver
dragon. My sister was the Silver Dragon who | owed Huma and fought the
final great battle with him"

",No!," Glthanas flung the torch lea the ground. It lag flickering for
a nonent at his feet, themhe stamped an it angrily, putting out its
light. Silvara, watching himw th sad eyes, reached out her hand to
confort him

THE DRAGONS OF W NTER NI GHT

G I thanas shrank from her touch, staring at her in horror

Silvara | owered her hand slowy. Sighing gently, she nodded. "I
understand;" she murnmured. "I'msorry."

G | t hanas began to shake, then doubl ed over in agony. Putting his
strong arms around him Theros led Glthanas to a bench and covered him
with his cloak.

"1"I'l be all right;' Glthanas rmunbl ed. "Just |eave nme alone, let ne
think. This is madness! It's all a nightmare. A dragon!"” He closed his
eyes tightly as if he could blot out their sight forever, "A dragon.

:" he whi spered brokenly. Theros patted himagently, then returned to

t he ot hers.

"Where are the rest of the good dragons?" Theros asked. "The old man
said there were many. Silver dragons, gold dragons-"

"There are many of us;" Silvara answered reluctantly.

"Like the silver dragon we saw in Ice Wall!" Laurana said. "It was a
good dragon. If there are many of you, bind together! Help us fight the
evil dragons!"

"No!" Silvara cried fiercely. Her blue eyes flared, and Laurana fel
back a pace before her anger.

"Why not ?"

"1 cannot tell you:' Silvara'sflands cl enched nervously.

"I: has sonething to do with that oath!" Laurana persisted. "Doesn't
it? The oath you've broken. And the punishment you asked Fi zban about -"
| cannot tell you!" Silvara spoke in a | ow, passionate voice. "Wuat |
have done is bad enough. But | had to do sonething! |I could no |onger
live in this world and see the suffering of innocent people! | thought
perhaps | could help, so | took elven form and | did what | could I
wor ked tang, trying to get the elves to loin together. | kept themfrom
war, but matters were growi ng worse. Then you canme, and | saw that we
were in great peril, greater than any of us |lead ever inmagined. For you
brought with you-" Her voice faltered

"The dragon orb!" Laurana said suddenly.

"Yes." Silvara's fists clenched in msery. "I knewthen | had to nake a
deci sion. You had the orb, but you also had the |ance. The |lance and
the orb coming to ne! Both, together! It was a sign. | thought, but |
didn't t know what to do. | decided to bring the orb here and keep it
safe forever. Then, as we traveled, | realized the kni ghts would never
allowit to remain here. There would be trouble. So, when | saw ny



chance, | sent it away." Her shoul ders sagged. "That was apparently the
wrong deci sion. But how was | to know?"

"Way?" Theros asked severely. "Wat does the orb do? Is it evil? Have
you sent those knights to their doonP"

"Great evil;" Silvara murnured. "Great good. Who can say? Even | do not
understand the dragon orbs. They were forged | ong ago by the nost
power ful of magic-users:"”

"But the book Tas read said they could be used to control dragons?"
Flint staked. "He read it with sone kind of glasses. d asses of true
seeing, he called '"em He said they don't lie-"

"No," said Silvara sadly. "That is true. It is too true-as | fear your
friends. may discover to their bitter regret:”

The conpani ons, fear closing around them sat together in silence
broken only by G lthanas's choking sobs. The torches sent shadows
dodgi ng and danci ng around the quiet tonmb |i ke undead spirits. Laurana
renenbered Huma and the Silver Dragon. She thought of that final,
terrible battle-the skies filled with dragons, the |and erupting

i nflame and in bl ood.

"Way have you brought us here, then?" Laurana asked Silvara quietly.
"Why not just let us all take the orb away?"

"Can | tell then? Do | have the strength?" Silvara whispered to an
unseen spirit.

She sat quietly for a long tine, her face expressionless, her hands
twisting in her lap. Her eyes closed, her head bowed, her |ips noved.
She covered her face with her hands and sat quite silly. Then;
shuddering, she made her deci sion.

Rising to her feet, Silvara wal ked over to Laurana's pack. Kneeling
down, she slowly and carefully unw apped the broken shaft of wood that
t he conpani ons had carried such a | ong and wean, distance. Silvara
stood, her face once nmare filled with peace. Gut now there was al so
pride and strength. Far the first tine, Laurana began to believe this
girl was sonething as powerful and magnificent as a dragon, Wl ki ng
proudly, her silver hair glistening in the torchlight, Silvara wal ked
aver to strand before Theros Ironfeld.

"' To Theros of the Silver Arm' she said; "I give the power to forge
the draganl ance:" the . Red Wzard and His wonderful II1lusions

Shadows crept across the dusty tables of the Pig and Wistle tavern.
The sea breeze off the Bay of Balifor made a shrill whistling sound as
it blewthrough the ill-fitting front w ndowsthat distinctive whistle
giving the inn the last part of its nane. Any guesses as to how the
tavern got the first part ended on sight of the innkeeper. A jovial,

ki nd-hearted man, W/IIiam Sweetwater had been cursed at birth (so town
| egend went) when a wandering pig overturned the baby's cradle, so
frightening young Wlliamthat the mark 4f the pig was forever
inprinted on his face.

This unfortunate resenbl ance had certainly not inpaired Wlliams

tenper, however. A sailor by trade until he had retired to fulfill a
life-long anbition of keeping an inn, there was not a nore respected or
wel |l -l1iked man in Port Balifor than WIliam Sweetwater. No one | aughed

more heartily at pig jokes than did WIlliam He could even grunt quite
realistically and often did pig imtations for the amusenent of his
custoners. taut no one ever-after the untinely death of Peg-Leg
Alcalled WIlliamby the nane "Piggy".)

Wlliamrarely grunted for his custoners these days. The atnosphere of
the Pig and Wi stle was dark and gl oonmy. The few ol d custoners that
carne sat huddl ed together, talking in | ow voices. For Port Balifor was
an occupi ed town-overrun by the arm es of the highlords, whose ships



had recently sailed into the Bay, disgorging troops of the hideous
dragonmen.

The people of Port Balifor-nostly humans-felt extremely sorry for

t hensel ves. They had no know edge of what was going on in the outside
wor | d, of course, or they would have counted their blessings. No
dragons cane to burn their town. The draconians generally left the
citizens alone. The Dragon Highlords were not particularly interested
in the eastern part of the Ansal on continent. The | and was sparsely
popul ated: a few poor, scattered conmunities of humans and Kender nore,
the honel and of the kenders. A flight of dragons could have | eveled the
countryside, but the Dragon H ghl ords were concentrating their strength
in the north and the west. As long as the parts renmained opened, the

Hi ghl ords had no need to devastate the |ands of Balifor and Goodl und.

Al t hough not many ol d custoners cane to the Pig and Wi stle, business
had i nproved for WIliam Sweetwater. The draconi an and goblin troops of
the Hi ghlord were well paid, and their one weakness was strong drink.
But WIIliam had not opened his tavern for noney. He |oved the

conpani onship of old friends and new. He did not enjoy the

conpani onshi p of the Highlord s troops. Wen they came in, his old
custoners left Therefore, WIlliam pronptly raised his prices for
draconians to three tinmes higher than in any other inn in town. He al so
wat ered the ale. Consequently, his bar was nearly deserted except: for
a fewold friends. This arrangenent suited WIlliamfine

He was talking to a few of these friends-sailors nostly, with brown,
weat hered skin and no teeth-on the evening that the strangers entered
his tavern. Wlliamglared at them suspiciously for a nonent, as did
his friends. But, seeing roadweary travelers and not the Highlord's
soldiers, he greeted themcordially and showed themto a table in the
corner.

The strangers ordered ale all around-except far a red-robed nman who
ordered nothing but hot water. Then, of tar a subdued discussion
centering around a worn | eather purse and the nunber of coins therein
they asked Wlliamto bring them bread and cheese.

"They're not fromthese parts;" Wlliamsaid to his friends in a | ow
voi ce as he drew the ale froma special keg he kept beneath the bar
(not the keg for draconians). "And poor as a sailor after a week
ashore, if | nmake my guess:"

"Refugees;" said his friend, eyeing them specul atively.

"Odd m xture, though;' added the other sailor. "Yon redbearded fellow s
a half-elf, if ever | saw one. And the big one's got weapons enough to
take on the Highlord s whole arny."

"I'I'l wager he's stuck a few of themwi th that sword, too," WIIiam

grunted. "They're on the run fromsonething, 1'll bet. Look at the way
that bearded fell ow keeps his ages on the door. Well, we can't help
themfight the Highlord, but I'Il see they don't want for anything:" He

went to serve them.

"Put your noney away;" WIlliamsaid gruffly, plunking down not only
bread and cheese but also a tray full of cold neats as well. He shoved
the coins away. "You re in trouble of sone kind, that's plain as this
pig's snout upon ny face."

One of the wonen sniled at him She was the nost beautiful wonan

Wl liamhad ever seen. Her silver-gold hair gleanmed frombeneath a fur
hood, her blue eyes were |like the ocean on a cal mday. Wen she sniled
at him WIlliamfelt the warnth of fine brandy run through his body.
But a stern-faced, darkhaired man next to her shoved the coins back to



t he innkeeper.

"We'll not accept charity,” the tall, fur-cloaked man sai d.

"W wolf t?" asked the big man wistfully, staring at the snoked mneat
with | onging eyes.

"Riverwind;' the woman renonstrated, putting a gentle hand on his arm
The hal f-elf, too, seened about to interpose when the red-robed man
who had ordered the hot water, reached out and picked up a coin from
the table.

Bal anci ng the coin on the back of his bony, nmetallic-colored hand, the
man suddenly and effortlessly sent it dancing al ong his knuckles.
WIlliams eyes opened wide. H's two friends at the bar came closer to
see better. The coin flickered in and out of the red-robed marls
fingers, spinning and junping. It vanished high in the air, only to
reappear above the mage's head in the form of six coins, spinning
around his hood. Wth a gesture, he sent themto spin around Wllianis
head. The sailors watched i n open-nouthed wonder.

"Take one for your trouble;' said the nage in a whisper.

Hesitantly, WIlliamtried to grab the coins that whirled past his eyes,
but his hand went right through them Suddenly all six coins

di sappeared. One only renmi ned now, resting in the palmof the red-
robed wage.

"I give you this in paynent;' the nmage said with a sly snmile, 'but be
careful. It may burn a hole in your pocket:

W liamaccepted the coin gingerly. Holding it between two fingers, he
gazed at it suspiciously, Then the coin burst into flane! Wth a
startled yelp, WIliamdropped it to the floor, stonping one it with
his foot. Hs two friends burst out |aughing. Picking up the coin

Wl liamdiscovered it to be perfectly cold and undanaged

"That's worth the neat!" the innkeeper said, grinning.

"And a night's |odgings;" added his friend, the sailor, slapping down a
handf ul of coins.

"l believe;" said Raistlin softly, glancing around at the others, "that
we have sol ved our problens."”

Thus was born The Red Wzard and His Wonderful Illusions, a traveling
road show that is still tal ked of today as far south as Port Balifor
and as par north as the Ruins.

The very next night the red-robed nage began to performhis tricks to
an admring audi ence of Wlliams friends. The word spread rapidly.
After the mage had perforned in the Pig and Wistle for about a week,

Ri verwi nd-at first opposed to the whale idea-was forced to adnmit that
Rai stlin's act seened likely to solve not only their financial problens
but other, nore pressing problens as well. The shortage of noney was
the .mast urgent. The conpani ons ni ght have been able to live off the

| and-even in the winter, both Riverwi nd and Tanis being skilled
hunters. But they needed noney to buy passage on a ship to take themto
Sancrist. Once they had the noney, they needed to be able to travel
freely through eneny-occupi ed | ands.

In his youth, Raistlin had often used his considerable talents at

sl eight of hand to earn bread far hinmself and his brother. Al though
this was frowned on by his master, who threatened to expell the young
mage fromhis school, Raistlin had becone quite successful. Now his
growi ng powers in magi c gave hima range not possible before. He
literally kept his audiences spellbound with tricks and phant asns.

At Raistlin's command, white-w nged ships sailed up and down the bar at
the Pig and Wiistle, birds flew out of soup tureens, while dragons
peered through the wi ndows, breathing fire upon the startled guests. In
the grand finale, the mageresplendent in red robes sewn by Tika-



appeared to be totally consumed in raging flames, only to walk in
through the front door nonents later (to tumultuous appl ause) and
calmy drink a glass of white wine to the health of the guests.

Wthin a week, the Pig and Wi stle did nore business than WIliam had
done in a year. Better still-as far as he was concerned-his friends
were able to forget their troubles. Soon, however, unwanted guests
began to arrive. At first, he had been angered by the appearance of
draconi ans and goblins in the crowd, but Tanis placated him and

Wl liamgrudgingly permtted themto watch.

Tanis was, in fact, pleased to see them It worked out well fromthe
hal f-elf's point of view anti solved their second problem If the

Hi ghlord's troops enjoyed the show and spread the word, the conpani ons
could travel the countryside unnol ested

It was their plan-after consulting with WIlliamto nmake; for Flotsam a
city north of Poet Balifor, |ocated on the Bl ood

Sea of Istar. Here they hoped to find a ship. No one in Port Bali-for
woul d gi ve them passage, W/IIiam expl ained. AL :he |ocal""’

shi powners were in the enploy of (or their vessels had been
confiscated by) the Dragon Hi ghlords. But Flotsameras a; known haven
for those nere interested in noney than politics:; The conpani ons
stayed at the Pig and Wiistle far a nonth..?

Wl liam provided free roomand board and even allowed themto keep all
the noney they nmade. Though Riverwi nd protested this generosity,
Wlliamstated firmy that all he cared about was seeing his old
custoners cone back.

During this time, Raistlin refined and enlarged his act which, at first
consisted only of leis illusions. But the mage tired rapidly, so Tika
of fered to dance and give himtinme to rest between acts. Raistlin was
dubi ous, but Tika sewed a costune for herself that was so alluring
Caranmon was-at first-totally opposed to the schene. But Tika only

| aughed at him Her dancing was a success and increased the noney they
collected dramatically. Raistlin added her i mrediately to the act.

Fi nding the crowds enjoyed this diversion, the mage thought of others.
Caranmon - bl ushing furiously-was persuaded to performfeats of strength,
the highlight comng when he lifted stout WIlliamover his head with
one hand. Tanis amazed the crowd with his elven ability to "see" in the
dark. But Raistlin was startled one day when Gol dnoon canme to himas he
was counting the noney fromthe previous night's performance.

"l would like to sing in the show tonight;' she said.

Rai stlin | ooked up at her incredulously. Hs eyes flicked to R verw nd.
The tall Plainsman nodded reluctantly.

"You have a powerful voice;' Raistlin said, sliding the nmoney into a
pouch and drawing the string tightly. | remenber quite well. The | ast
song | heard you sing in the Inn of the Last Hone touched off a riot
that nearly got us killed:'

ol dnoon fl ushed, remenbering, the fateful song that had introduced her
to the group. Scowing, Riverwind laid his hand on her shoul der.

"Conme away!" he said harshly, glaring at Raistlin. "I warned You-"

But Col dnoon shook her head stubbornly, lifting her chinin a fanmliar,
i nperious gesture. "I will sing;" she said coolly, "and Riverwind will,
acconpany nme. | have witten a song:

"Very well,"” the mage snapped, slipping the noney pouch into I-is
robes. "We will try it this evening."

The Pig and Wiistle was crowded that night. It was a diverse audi ence-
smal |l children and their parents., sailors, draconians, .,goblins and
several kender, who caused everyone to keep an ere on his bel ongi ngs.
WIlliamand two hel pers bustled about, serving drinks and food. Then



t he show began

The crowd appl auded Raistlin's spinning coins, |aughed when an illusory
pi g danced upon the bar, and scranmbled out of their chairs in terror
when a giant troll thundered in through a wi ndow. Bow ng, the nage |eft
to rest. Tika cane on.

The crowd, particularly the draconians, cheered Tika's danci ng, bangi ng
their mugs on the table.

Then Gol dnoon appeared before them dressed in a gown of pale blue. Her
silver-gold hair flowed over her shoulders like water shinmmering in the
nmoonl i ght. The crowd hushed instantly. Saying nothing, she sat down in
a chair on the raised platformWIIliamlead hastily constructed. So
beauti ful was she that not a nurnur escaped the crowmd. Al waited
expectantly.

Ri verwi nd sat upon the floor at her feet. Putting a handcarved flute to
leis lips, he began to play and, after a few nonents, Gol dnbon's voice
bl ended with the flute. Her song was sinple, the nelody sweet and

har noni ous, yet haunting. But it was the words that caught Tanis's
attention, causing himto exchange worried gl ances w th Caranon.

Rai stlin, sitting next to him grasped hold of Tanis's arm

"l feared as nuch!" the nage hissed. "Another riot'"

"Perhaps not," Tanis said, watching. "Look at the audience:"
Wonen | eaned their heads onto their husband's shoul ders, children were
qui et and attentive. The draconi ans seenmed spel |l bound-as a wild anima
will sonetinmes beheld by music. Only the goblins shuffled their
flapping feet, seem ngly bored but so in awe of the draconi ans that
they dared not protest.

ol dnoon' s song was of the ancient gods. She told how the gods had sent
the Cataclysmto punish the Kingpriest of Istar and the people of Krynn
for their pride. She sang of the terrors of that night and those that
foll oned. She remi nded them of how the people, believing, thenselves
abandoned, had prayed to fal se gods. Then she gave them a message of
hope: the gods had runt abandoned them The true gods were here,
waiting only for soneone to listen to them

After her song ended, and the plaintive wailing of the flute died,

nost in the crowm shank their treads, seem ng to wake froze a pl easant
dream . Wen asked what the song had been about, they couldn't say. The
draconi ans shrugged and called far mare al e. The goblins shouted for Ti
ka to dance again. But, here and there, Tanis noticed a face stil
hol di ng the wonder had warn during the song. And he was not surprised
to see, young, dark-skinned woman approach Gol dnoon shyly.

"I ask your pardon for disturbing you, ny |lady;' Tanis aheard the wonan
say, "but your song touched ne deeply, |I. want to |l earn of the ancient
gods, to learn their ways."

Gol dnoon smiled. "Come to nme tonorrow,' she said,
shall teach you what | know "
And thus, slowy, word of the ancient gods began to spread
Jay the tinme they left Port Balifor, the dark-skinned wonman soft-voi ced
young man, and several other people wore the bl nedallion of M shakal
Goddess of Healing. Secretly they w< forth, bringing hope to the dark
and troubl ed I and.

By the end of the nonth, the conpanions were able to by
wagon, horses to pull it, horses to ride, and supplies. What wleft
went toward purchase of ship's passage to Sancrist. The

pl anned to add to their noney by performing in the small fan ing
conmuni ti es between Port Balifor and Fl ot sam
When the Red Wzard left Port Balifor shortly before t
Yul eti de season, |eis wagon was seen on its way by enthusiast' crowds.

an



Packed with their costunes, supplies for two nmonth

and a keg of ale (provided by WIllian), the wagon was enough for
Raistlin to sleep and travel inside. It also held t

mul ti-colored, striped tents in which the others would Iive

Tani s gl anced around at the strange sight they made, shaking his head.
It seened tleat-in the midst of everything else that had happened to
themthis was the nost bizarre. He loot: at Raistiin sitting beside his
brot her, who drove the wagon. T

mage' s red-sequi ned robes blazed like flame in the bright win sunlight.
Shoul ders hunched agai nst the wind, Raistlin star

strai ght ahead, wapped in a show of nystery that delighted the crowd.
Caranon, dressed in a bearskin suit (a present

WIlliams), had pulled the head of the bear over his own, r:

ing it look as though a bear drove the wagon. The child cheered as he
growed at themin nock ferocity.

They were nearly out of town when a draconi an comand stopped them
Tanis,, his heart caught in his throat, rode f ward, his hand pressed
agai nst his sword. But the command only wanted to nmake certain they
passed through Bl oodwa

where draconi an troops were | ocated. The draconi an had nentioned the
show to a friend. The troops were |ooking forward to seeing it. Tanis,
inwardly vowi ng not to set foot near the place, promised faithfully
that they woul d certainly appear.

Finally they reached the city gates. dinbing down fromtheir nounts,
they bid farewell to their friend. WIIliam gave them each a hug,
starting with Tika and ending with Tika. He was going to hug Raistlin,
but the nmage's gol den eyes wi dened so alarm ngly when WIIliam
approached that the innkeeper backed away precipitously.

The conpani ons clinbed back onto their horses. Raistlin and Caranon
returned to the wagon. The crowd cheered and urged themto return f or
the spring Harrowi ng cel ebration. The guards opened the gates, bidding
them a safe journey, and the conpani ons rode through. The gates shut
behi nd t hem

The wind blew chill. Gay clouds above them began to spit snow
fitfully. The road, which they were assured was wel |l travel ed,
stretched before them bleak and enpty. Raistlin began to shiver and
cough. After awhile, he said he would ride inside the wagon. The rest
pull ed their hoods up over their heads and clutched their fur cloaks
nmore cl osely about them

Caranmon, guiding the horses along the rutted, nuddy road, appeared
unusual Iy thoughtful .

"You know, Tanis"' he said solemly above the jingling of the bells
Tika had tied to the horses' manes, "I'mnore thankful than | can tel

t hat none of our friends saw this. Can you hear what Flint would say?
That grunbling old dwarf would never let nme |ive this down. And can you
i magine Sturm " The big man shook his head, the thought being beyond
wor ds.

Yes, Tanis sighed. | .can imgine Sturm Dear friend, | never realized
how much | depended on you-your courage, your ' noble spirit. Are you
alive. ny friend? Did you reach Sancrist safely? Are you now t he kni ght
in body that you have al waysbeen in spirit? WIl we nmeet again, or have
we parted never toneet in this life-as Raistlin predicted?

The group rode on. 'The day grew darker, the stormw lder. ° Riverw nd
dropped back :o ride beside Goldnoon. Tika tied her horse behind the
wagon and crawled up to sit near Caranon. Inside the wagon. Raistlin
sl ept.

Tani s rode al one, his head bowed, has thoughts far away.
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the Knights trials.

d-finally," said Derek in a |law and nmeasured voice, "l accuse Sturm
Bri ght bl ade of cowardice in the face of the eneny:

A low nmurnmur ran through the assenbl age of knights gathered in the
castle of Lord Gunthar. Three knights: seated at the massive bl ack oak
table in front of the assenbly. |eaned their heads together to confer
in |ow tones.

Gong ago, the three seated'' at this Knights Trials-as pre

scri bed by the Measure-woul d have beer the Grand bl aster, the High
Clerist, and the H gh Justice. But at this tinme there was no G and
Master. There had not been a High Cerist since the tinme of the

Catacl ysm And while the Hi gh Justice-Lard Al fred MarKeni n-was present,
his hold on that position was tenuous at best. \Woever becane the new
Grand Master had | eave to replace him

Despite these vacancies in the Head of the Order, the business of the
Kni ghts rmust conti nue. Though not strong enough to claimthe coveted
position of Grand Master, Lord Gunthar Uh Wstan was strong enough to
act in that role. And so he sat here today, at the beginning of the

Yul eti de season, in judgnent on this young squire, Sturm Brightbl ade.
To his right sat Lord Alfred, to his left, young Lord M chael JeofErey,
filling in as High Cerist.

Facing them in the Geat Hall of Castle Uth Wstan, were twenty other
Kni ghts of Sol ammi a who had been hastily gathered fromall parts of
Sancrist to sit .as witnesses to this Knights Trials-as prescribed by
the Measure. These now nuttered and shook their heads as their |eaders
conf erred.

Froma table directly in (rant of the three Knights Seated in Judgnent,
Lord Derek rose and bowed to Lord Qunthar.H s testinony had reached its
end. There renai ned now only the Knight's Answer and the Judgnent
itself. Derek returned to his place anong the other knights, |aughing
and talking with them

Only one person in the hall was silent. Sturm Brightblade sat unnovi ng
t hroughout all of Lord Derek Crownguard' s dammi ng accusati ons. He had
heard charges of insubordination, failure to obey orders, nasquerading
as a knight-and not a word or murmur had escaped him Hi s face was
careful | y expressionl ess, his hands were cl asped an the top of :he

t abl e.

Lord Gunthar's eyes were on Sturm now, as they had been throughout the
Trials. He began to wonder if the man was even still alive, so fixed
and white was his face, so rigid his posture. Qunthar had seen Sturm
flinch only once. At the charge of cowardice, a shudder convul sed the
man's body. The loos on his face . . . well, Gunthar recalled seeing

t hat same | ook once previously-on a man who had just been run through
by a spear. But Sturm quickly regained his conposure.

Gunt har was so interested in watching Brightblade that 6.e nearly | ost
track of the conversation of the two knights next to him He caught
only the end a6 Lord Alfred' s sentence.

" not allow Knight's Answer:'

."Why not?" Lord CGunthar asked sharply, though keeping his voice | ow
"It is his right according to the Measure:'

"We have never had a case |like this;" Lord Al fred, Knight of the Sword,
stated flatly. "Always before, when a squire has been brought up before
the Council of the Order to attain his knighthood, there have been

Wit nesses, nmany witnesses. He is given an opportunity to explain his
reasons far his actions. No one ever questions that he commtted the
acts. But Brightblade's only defense-"



"I's to tell us that Derek lies;" finished Lord M chael Jeoffrey Knight
of the CGrowmn. "Arid that is unthinkable. To take the word of a squire
over a Knight of the Rose!"

"Nonet hel ess, the young man will have his say;" Lord Gunthar said,
glancing sternly at each of the nmen. "That is the Law according to the
Measure. Do either of you question it?"

"No, of course not. But-"

-very well:' @unthar snoothed his noustaches and, |eaning forward
tapped gently on the wooden table with the hilt of the sword-Sturn s
sword-that |ay upon it. The other two knights exchanged | ooks behind
his back, one raising his eyebrows; the other shrugging slightly.

Gunt har was aware of this, as he was aware of all the covert schem ng
and plotting now pervasive in the Knighthood. He chase to ignore it.

Not yet strong enough to claimthe vacant position of Gand Master, but
still the strongest and nost powerful of the knights currently seated
an the Council, Qunthar had been forced to ignore a great deal of what
he woul d have-i n another day and age- quashed without hesitation.. He
expected this disloyalty of Al fred MarKenin-the knight had | ong been in
Derek's canpbut he was surprised at Mchael, whom he had t hought | oyal
to him Apparently Derek had gotten to him too.

Gunt har watched Derek C.rownguard as the knights returned to their

pl aces. Derek was the only rival with the rroney and backi ng capabl e of
claimng the rank of Grand Master. Hoping to earn additional votes,
Derek had eagerly volunteered to undertake the perilous quest in search
of the | egendary dragon orbs. Gunthar was given little choice but to
agree. If he had refused, he woul d appear frightened of Derek's grow ng
power. Derek was undeniably the nost qualified-if one strictly foll owed
the Measure. But Gunthar, who had known Derek a long time, would have
prevented his going if he could have-not because he feared the kni ght
but because he truly did not trust him The man was vaingl ori ous and
power hungry, and-when it came down to it-Derek's first loyalties lay to
Der ek.

And now it appeared that Derek's successful return with a dragon orb
had won the day. It had brought many knights into his canmp who had been
headi ng that direction anyway and actually enticed away sone in
GQunther's s own faction. The only ones who opposed himstill were the
younger knights in the | owest order of the Knighthood-Knights of the

Cr own.

These young nmen had little use for the strict and rigid interpretation
of the Measure that was life's blood to tire older knights. They pushed
far change-and had been severely chasr tened by Lard Derek Crownguard.
Sone cane close to losing their knighthood. These young knights were
firmy behind Lord Gunthar. Unfortunately, they were few in nunber and
for the nost part, had nore loyalty than noney. The young kni ghts had,
however, adopted Sturm s cause as their own.

But this was Derek crownguard's master stroke, Gunthar thought

bitterly. Wth one slice of his sword, Derek was going to get rid of a
man he hated and his chief rival as well.

Lord Gunthar was a well-known friend of the Briightblade fanmly, a
friendship that traced back generations. It was Gunthar who had
advanced Sturm s clai mwhen the young man appeared out of nowhere five
years before to seep his father and his inheritance. Sturm bad been
able, with letters fromhis nother, to prove his right to the

Bri ght bl ade name. A few insinuated this had been acconplished on the
wrong side of the sheets, but Gunthar quickly squel ched those runors
The young man was obviously the son of his old friend-that nuch coul d
be se-en in Sturms face. By backing Sturm however;, the lord was



risking a great deal

Gunt har's. gaze went to Derek, wal king anong the kni ghts= smiling and
shaki ng hands. Yes, this trial was making hinmord Gunthar Ugh W stan-
appear a foal.

Worse still, @unthar thought sadly, his eyes returning to= Sturm it
was probably going to destroy the career of what he believed to be a
very fine man, a man worthy o$ wal king his father's path.

"Sturm Brightbl ade; " Lord Gunthar said when silence descended on the
hal |, "you have heard the accusati ons nmade agai nst you?"

"I have, my lord," Sturm answered. Hi s deep voice echoed eerily in the
hall. Suddenly a log in the huge fireplace behind Gunthar split,
sending a flare of heat and a shower of sparks up the chimmey. Gunthar
paused while the servants hustled in efficiently to add nmore wood. Wen
the servants were gone, he continued the ritual questioning

"Do you, Sturm Brightblade, understand the charges nade agai nst you,
and do you further understand that these are grievous charges and coul d
cause this Council to find you unfit for the kni ght hood?"

"I do;" Sturmstarted to reply. Hi s voice brake. Coughi ng, he repeated
nore firmy, "I do, ny lord:'

Gunt har snoot hed his noustaches, trying to think howto | ead into thus,
knowi ng that anything the young man sai d agai nst Derek was going to
refl ect badly upon Sturm hi nsel f.

"How ol d are you, Brightblade?" Gunthar asked.

Sturm bl i nked at this unexpected question

"Csier thirty | believe?" Cunthar continued, nusing.

"Yes, ny lard," Sturm answered.

"And. fromwhat Derek tells us about your exploits in Ice Wall Castle,
a skilled warrior-"

I newer denied that, ny lord;' Derek said, rising to his feet once
again. H s voice was tinged with inpatience

"Yet you accuse himof cowardice;' Gunthar snapped. "If nmy nmenory
serves ne correctly, you stated that when the clue

attacked" he refused to obey your order to fight."

Derek's face was flushed. "May | rem nd your :lordship that I amnot on
trial-"

"You charge Brightblade with cowardi ce an the face of the eneny;’
Gunthar interrupted. "It has been nmany years since the elves ware our
enem es: "

Derek hesitated. The other knights appeared unconfortable. The el ves
were menbers of the Council of Wites-tone, but then were not allowed a
vote. Because of the discovery of the dragon orb, the elves woul d be
attendi ng the upcoming Council, and it would never do to have word get
back to themthat the kni ghts considered them enem es.

"Perhaps 'eneny is too strong a word, nmy lord:"' Derek recovered
snoothly. "If | amat fault, it is sinply that | am being forced to go
by what is witten in the Measure. At the tine | speak of, the el ves-

t hough not our enemies in point of fact-were doing everything in their
power to prevent us frombringing the dragon orb to Sancrist. Since
this was ny mssion-and the el ves opposed it-1 therefore amforced to
define themas 'enem es' -according to the Measure.”

Slick bastard, Gunthar thought grudgingly.

Wth a bow to apol ogi ze for speaking out of turn, Derek sat down again.
Many of the ol der knights nodded in approval.

"It also says in the Measure;' Sturmsaid slowy, "that we are not to
take life needlessly, that we fight only in defense-either our own or

t he defense of others. The elves did not threaten our lives. At no tine
were we in actual physical danger."”



"They were shooting arrows at you, man!" Lord Alfred struck the table
with his gloved hand

"True, ny lord;" Sturmreplied, "but all know the elves are expert
mar ksnen. |f they had wanted to kill us, they would not have been
hitting trees!"

"What do you believe woul d have happened if you had attacked the

el ves?" Gunt har questi oned.

"The results woul d have been tragic in my view, ny lord;"

Sturmsaid, his voice soft and low. "Far the first tinme in generations,
el ves and humans woul d be killing each other. | think the Dragon

Hi ghl ords woul d have | aughed:"

Several of the young kni ghts appl auded.

Lord Alfred glared at them angry at this serious breach of the
Measure's rules of conduct. "Lard Gunthar, may | rem nd: you that Lord
Derek Crownguard is not on trial here. He has proven his valor tinme and
again upon the field of battle. I think we may safely take his word for
what is an eneny action anti , what isn't. Sturm Brightbl ade, do you
say that the charges

made agai nst you by Lord Derek Crownguard are fal se?"

"My lord,” Sturm ~began, licking his lips which were cracked; and dry,
"I do nor. say the knight has lied. | saga however. that: he has

m srepresented ne:’

"To what purpose?" Lord M chael asked.

Sturm hesitated. "I would prefer not to answer that, ny lord;" he said
so quietly that many knights in the (back row could not hear and call ed
for Gunthar to repeat the question. He did so and received the same
reply-this tinme |ouder.

"' On what grounds do you refuse to answer that question, Brightblade?"
Lord Gunt har asked sternly.

' Because-according to the Measure-it inpinges on the honor of the

Kni ght hood;"' Sturm repli ed.

Lord Gunthar's face was grave. "That is a serious charge. Making it,
you realize you have no one to stand with you in evidence?

"I do, ny lord;" Sturmanswered, "and that is why | prefer not to
respond. "

"I'f I conmand you to speak?"

"That, of course, would be different:’

"Then speak, Sturm Brightblade. This is an unusual situation, and | do
not see haw we can make a fair judgnment without hearing everything. Wy
do you believe Lord Derek Crownguard m srepresents you?"

Sturm s face flushed. O asping and uncl aspi ng has hands, he raised his
eyes and | ooked directly at the three knights who sat in judgment on
him H's case was | ost, he knew that. He woul d never be a knight, never
attain whal e had been dearer to himthan life itself. To have lost it
through fault of his own would have been bitter enough, but to lose it
|l ake this was a festering wound. And so he spoke the words that he knew
woul d make Derek his hitter enemy for the rest of his days.

"l believe Lord Derek Crownguard misrepresents ne in an effort to
Further his own ambition, ny lord:"

Turmult broke out. Derek was on his Feet. His friends restrained him
forcibly, or he would have attacked Sturmin the Council Hall. Gunthar
hanged the sword hilt for artier and eventually the assenbly quieted
down, but :not before Derek had challenged Sturmto test his honor in
the field..

Gunt har stared at the knight coldly.

"You know, Lord Derek, that in this-a declared time of war-the contests



of honour are forbidden: Conme to order or I'Il have you expelled from
this assenbly."

Breat hing heavily, his face splotched with red, Derek rel apsed back
into his seat.

GQunt har gave the Assenbly a few nore nonents to settle down, then
resunmed. "Have you anything nore to say in your defense, Sturm

Bri ght bl ade?"

"No, ny lord;' Sturm said.

"Then you may withdraw while this matter i s considered:

Sturmrose and bowed to the lords. Turning, he bowed to the Assenbly.
Then he left the room escorted by two knights who Ied himto an

ant echanber. Here, the two knights, not unkindly, left Sturmto

hi nsel f. They stood near the closed door, talking softly of matters
unrelated to the trial

Sturmsat on a bench at the far end of the chanber. He appeared
conposed and calm but it was all an act. He was determ ned not to |let
these knights see the tunult in his soul. It was hopel ess, he knew.
Gunt har's grieved expression told himthat nuch. But what would the

j udgrment be? Exile, being stripped of |ands and wealth? Sturmsmled
bitterly. He had nothing they could take fromhim He had |ived outside
of Sol arnnia so long, exile would) be neaningl ess. Death? He woul d

al nost wel cone that. Anything was better than this hopel ess existence,
this dull throbbing pain.

Hours passed. The nurnur of three voices rose .and fell fromw thin the
corridors .around the hall, sonetinmes angrily. Mst of the other

kni ghts had gone out, since only the three as Heads of the Counci
coul d pass judgnent. The other knights were split into differing
factions.

The young kni ghts spoke openly of Sturm s noble bearing, his acts of
courage, which even Derek could not suppress. Stu rmwas right in not
fighting the elves. The knights of Sol amia needed all the friends they
coul d get these days. Wiy attack < needlessly, and so forth. The ol der
Kni ghts had only one

answer -t he Measure. Derek had given Sturman order. [-9e y had refused
to obey. The Measure said this was inexcusabl e.

Argunents raged nost of the afternoon.

Then, near evening, a small silver bell rang.

"B rightblade;" said one of the knights.

Sturmraised )his head. "lIs it tinme?" The kni ght nodded

Sturm bowed hi=_ head for a nonent asking Pal adi ne for courage. Then
the rose to his feet. He and )his guards waited for the other knights
to reenter and be seated. He knew that they were |earning the verdict
as soon as they entered.

Finally, the two knights detailed as escort opened the door and
nmotioned for Sturmto enter. He walked into the Hall, the knights
foll owi ng behind. Sturm s gaze went at once to the table before Lord
Gunt har .

The sword of his father-a sword that |egend said was passed down from
Berthel Brightblade hinmself; a sword that would break only if its
master brake-lay an the table. Sturm s eyes went to the sword. Hi s head
dropped to hide the burning :ears in his eyes.

W eat hed around the bl ade was the ancient synbol of guilt-black roses.
"Bring the man, Sturm Brightblade, forward," called Lord Gunthar.

The man, Sturm Brightblade, not the knight! thought Sturmin despair
Then he renmenbered Derek. H's head cane up swiftly, proudly, as he

bl i nked away his tears. Just as he woul d have hidden his pain fromhis
eneny an the field of battle, so he was deternmined to hide it now from



Derek. Throwi ng back his head defiantly; his eyes an Lord Gunthar and
an no one el se, the disgraced squire wal ked for-ward to stand before
the three officers of the Order to await his fate.

"Sturm Brightbl ade, we have found you guilty. W are prepared to render
judgnment. Are you prepared to receive it?"

"Yes, my lord:' Sturmsaid tightly.

Gunt har tugged his moustaches a sign that the nen who had served with
hi m recogni zed. Lord Gunthar al ways tugged his ntustaches just before
riding into battle.

"Sturm Brightblade, it is our j-a.dgnent that you henceforth cease
wearing any of the trappings or accoutrements of a Knight of Solammia-'
"Yes, nmy lord;" Sturmsaid softly, swallow ng.

"And; henceforth, you will not draw pay fromthe ccffers of the

Kni ghts, nor obtain any property or &t fromthem.. :"

The knights in the hall shifted restlessly. This was ridicul ous! No one
had drawn pay in the service of the Order since the Catacl ysm

Sonet hi ng was up. They snelled thunder before the storm

"Finally-" Lord @unthar paused. He | eaned forward,. his hands toying
with the black roses that graced the antique

sword. H's shrewd eyes swept the Assenbly, gathering up his audience,
allowing the tension to build. By the tine he spoke, even the fire

behi nd hi m had ceased to crackle.

"Sturm Brightbl ade. Assenbl ed Kni ghts. Never before has a case such as
this conme before the Council. And that, perhaps, is not as add as it
may seem for these are dark and unusual days. W have a young squire-
and | remnd you that Sturm Brightblade is young by all standards of
the Order-a young squire noted for his skill and valor in battle. Even
his accuser admits that. A young squire charged with di sobeying orders
and cowardice in the face of the eneny. The young squire does not deny
this charge, but states that he has been m srepresented.

"Now, by the Measure, we are bound to accept the word of a tried and
tested kni ght such as Derek Crownguard over the . ward of a man who has
not yet wan his shield. But the Measure also states that this nan shall
be able to call witnesses in his own behalf. Due to the unusual
circunstances occasioned by these dark times, Sturm Brightblade is not
able to call witnesses. Nor, for that matter, was Derek Crownguard abl e
to produce wi tnesses to support his own cause. Therefore, we have
agreed on the following, slightly irregular, procedure:”

Sturm stood before Gunthar, confused and troubl ed. What was happeni ng?
He gl anced at the other two knights. Lard Al fred was not bothering to
conceal his anger. It was obvious, t therefore, that this "agreenent”
of Gunther's had been hard won.. '

"It is the judgment of this Council;" Lord Gunthar continued, . "that

t he young man, Sturm Brightbl ade, be accepted into the' |owest order of
the knights.-'"the Order of the Crown-on nmy Honour. o

There was a uni versal gasp of astoni shnent.

"And that, furthernore, he be placed as third in command of the arny
that is due to set sail shortly for Palanthas. As prescribed by the
Measure, the H gh Command nust have a representative from each of the
Orders. Therefore, Derek Crownguard will be H gh Commander,
representing the Order of the Rose. Lord Alfred MarKenin will represent
the Order al® the 'Sword, and Sturm Brightblade will act-on nmy honer-a
comander for the Order of the Crown:'

Anmid the stunned silence, Sturmfelt tears course down his cheeks, but
now he need hide themnno |onger. Behind him he heard the sound of
soneone rising, of a sword rattling in anger. Derek stal ked furiously
out of the Hall, the other knights of his faction following him There



were scattered cheers, too. Sturm saw through his tears that about half
the knights in the roonparticularly the younger knights, the knights he
woul d command- were applauding. Sturmfelt swift pain well deep from

i nside his soul. Though he had won his victory, he was appal | ed by what
t he kni ght hood had becorne-divided into factions by power-hungry nmen. It
was nothing nore than a corrupt shell of a once-honored brotherhood.
"Congratul ations, Brightblade;' Lord Alfred said stiffly. "I hope you
realize what Lord Gunthar has done for you."

"l do, ny lard;' Sturmsaid, bowing, "and | swear by nmy father's
sword"-he laid his hand upon it-"that I will be worthy of his trust:"
"See to it, young man;' Lord Alfred replied and | eft. The younger | ard,
M chael , acconpani ed himw thout a word to Sturm

But the ot her young knights canme forward then, offering their

ent husi asti c congratul ati ons. They pl edged his health in wi ne and woul d
have stayed for an all -out chinking bout if Gunthar had not sent them
on their way.

When the two of themwere alone in the Hall, Lord Gunthar smiled
expansively at Sturm and shook his hand. The young kni ght returned the
handshake warmy, if nor. the snile. The pain was too fresh.

Then, slowy arid carefully, Sturmtook the black roses fromhis sword.
Laying theman the table, he slid the blade back in the scabbard at his
side. He started to brush the roses aside, but paused, then picked up
one .and thrust it into his belt.

"I must thank you, ny lord," Sturm began, his woke quivering.

"You have nothing to thank one for, son;' Lord Gunthar said. d ancing
around the room he shivered. "Let's, get out -of this place and go
somewhere warm Ml |l ed w ne?"

The two kni ghts wal ked damm the stone corridors of Gurnthar's ancient
castle; the sounds of the young knights leaning drifting up from bel ow
-horses's hooves clattering err the cobbl estone, voices shouting, sone

even raising in a nlitary song. "I must thank you, ny lord;' Sturm
said firmly. "The risk you take is very great. | hope | will prove
wor t hy-"

"Ri sk! Nonsense, ny boy:" Rubbing his hands to restore the circulation,
Gunthar led Sturminto a small room decorated for the approaching Yule
celebration-red winter roses, grown indoors, kingfisher feathers, and
tiny, delicate golden crowns. A fire blazed brightly. At Gunthar's
command, servants brought in two nmugs of steaming liquid that gave off
a warm spicy odor. "'Many were the tinmes your father threw his shield
in front of nme and stood aver ne, protecting ne when | was down."
"And you did the sane for him' Sturmsaid. "You awe hire nothing.

Pl edgi ng your honor for ne neans that, if | fail, you will suffer. You
will be stripped of your rank, your title, your |lands. Derek would see
to that," he added gl oonmly
As Gunthar took a deep drink of his wi ne, he studied the young man
before him Sturmnerely sipped at his wine out of politeness, holding
the mug with a hand that trenbled visibly. Gunthar laid his hand kindly
on Sturm s shoul der, pushing the young man down gently into a chair.
'Have you failed in the past, SturnP" Gunthar asked.

Sturm | ooked up, his brown eyes flashing. "No, nmy lord; he:'

answered. "'l have not. | swear it!" |

"Then | have no fear for the future,” Lord Gunthar said, Em!| ing. He
raised his nug. '"l pledge your good fortune in battle; Sturm

Bri ght bl ade: '

Sturm shut his eyes. The strain had been too nmuch. Drop' ping his head
an his arm he wept-his body shaking with pain ful sobs. Gunthar
gri pped his shoul der.



"l understand . he said, his eyes | ooking back to a tine' Solamia
when this young man's father had broken down an cried that sane way-the
ni ght Lord Brightbl ade had sent h' young wife and infant son an a
journey into exile-a journey. from which he would neuter see then
return.

Exhausted, Sturmfinally fell asleep, his head lying an t table.

Gunthar sat with him sipping the hot wine, lost in mcries off the
past, until he, too, drifted into slunber

The few days left before the arny sailed to Pal anthas passed swiftly
for Sturm He had to find arnor-used; he couldn't afford new. He packed
his father's carefully, intending to carry it since he had been
forbidden to wear it. Then there were neetings to attend, battle

di spositions to study, information on the eneny to assimlate.

The battle for Pal anthas would be a bitter one, determ ning control of
the entire northern part of Sol ammia. The | eaders were agreed upon
their strategy. They would fortify the city walls with the city's arny.
The kni ghts thensel ves would occupy the High Clerist's Tower that stood
bl ocki ng the pass through the Vingaard Mountains. But that was all they
agreed upon. Meetings between the three | eaders were tense, the air
chill

Finally the day canme for the ships to sail. The knights gathered on
board. Their families stood quietly on the shore. Though faces were
pale, there were few tears, the wonen standing as tight-1ipped and
stern as their nmen. Sone wi ves wore swords buckl ed around their own

wai sts. Al knew that, if the battle in the north was | ost, the eneny
woul d conme across the sea

Gunt har stood upon the pier, dressed in his bright arnmor, talking with
the knights, bidding farewell to his sons. He and Derek exchanged a few
ritual words as prescribed by the Measure. He and Lord . Al fred enbraced
perfunctorily. At |last, Gunthar sought out Sturm The young kni ght,
clad in plain, shabby arnmor, stood apart fromthe crowd.

"Brightblade;" Gunthar said in a |l ow voice as he cane near him "I have
been nmeaning to ask this but never found a nonent in these |ast few
days. You nentioned that these friends of yours would be coming to
Sancrist. A -a there any who could serve as wi tnesses before the
Counci | ?"

Sturm paused. For a wild nmonment the only person he could think of was
Tanis. E-its thoughts had been with his friend during these last trying
days. He'd even had a surge of hope that Tanis might arrive in
Sancrist. But the hope had died. Wherever Tanis was, he had his own
probl ems, he faced his own dangers. There was another person, too, whom
he had hoped agai nst hope he night see. Wthout conscious thought,
Sturm Pl aced his hand over the Starjewel that hung around his neck

agai nst his breast. He could alnost feel its warmh, and heDRAGONLANCE
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knew-wi t hout knowi ng howthat though far away, Al hana was with him
Then

"Laurana!" he said.

"A wonman?" Gunt har frowned

"Yes, but daughter of the Speaker of the Suns, a nenber of the royal
househol d of the Qualinesti. And there is her brother, G lthanas. Both
woul d testify for ne:"

"The royal household . . :' Qunthar nused. Hi s face brightened. "That
woul d be perfect, especially since we have received word that the
Speaker hinmself will attend the Hi gh Council to discuss the dragon orb.
If that happens, nmy boy, sonehow I'll get word to you, and you can put
that arnmor back on! You'll be vindicated! Free to wear it w thout



shane! "
"And you will be free of your pledge;' Sturm said, shaking hands with
the kni ght gratefully.
"Bah! Don't give that a thought:' Gunthar laid his hand on Sturms
head, as he had laid his hand on the heads of his own sons. Sturm knelt
before himreverently. "Receive ny blessing, Sturm Brightblade, a
father's blessing | give in the absence of your own father. Do your
duty, young man, and remain your father's son. May Lord Huma's spirit
be with you:"’

"Thank you, my lord;" Sturmsaid, rising to his feet. "Fare
wel | ~:

"Farewel |, Sturm" Qunthar said. Enbracing the young knight swiftly, he
turned and wal ked away.
The kni ghts boarded the ships. It was dawn, but no sun shone in the
wi nter sky. Gray clouds hung over a | ead-gray se There were no cheers,
the only sounds were the shouted con nands of the captain and the
responses of his crew, the creak ing of the wi nches, and the fl apping
of the sails in the w nd.

Slowy the white-w nged ships wei ghed anchor and sails north. Soon the

|l ast sail was out of sight, but still no one left the pier, not even
when a sudden rain squall struck, pelting t ha with sleet and icy
drops, drawing a fine gray curtain across the chill waters.
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t he dragon orb. Caranon's pledge.

Rai stlin stood in the snmall doorway of the wagon, his gol den eyes
peering into the sunlit woods. Al was quiet. It was past Yuletide. The
countryside was held fast in the grip of winter. Nothing stirred in the
snowbl anketed | and. Hi s conpani ons were gone, busy about various tasks.
Rai stlin nodded grimy. Good. Turning, he went back inside the wagon
and shut the wooden doors firmy.

The conpani ons had been canped here for several days, on the outskirts
of Kendernore. Their journey was nearing an end. It had been
unbel i evably successful. Tonight they would
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| eave, traveling to Flotsam under the cover of darkness. They had noney
enough to hire a ship, plus sonme |eft over for supplies and paynent for
a week's lodging in Flotsam This afternoon had been their final

per f or mance.

The young nage nmade his way through the clutter to the back of the
wagon. Hi s gaze lingered on the shimering red robe that hung on a
nail. Tika had started to pack it away, but Raistlin had snarled at her
viciously. Shrugging, she let it remain, going outside to walk in the
woods, knowi ng Caranpbn-as usual -would find her.

Rai stlin's thin hand reached out to touch the robe, the slender fingers
stroki ng the shining, sequined fabric wistfully, regretting that this
period in his Iife was over.

"1 have been happy" he murnured to hinself. "Strange. There have not
been many times in ny life | could nake that claim Certainly not when
I was young, nor in these past few years, after they tortured ny body
and cursed me with these eyes. But then |I never expected happi ness. How
paltry it is, conpared to my magic! Still . . . still, these last few
weeks have been weeks of peace. Weeks of happiness. | don't suppose any



will conme again. Not after what | nust do-"

Rai stlin held the robe a nonent |onger, then, shrugging, hey' tossed it
in a corner and continued on to the back of the wagon which he had
curtained off for his own private use. On inside, he pulled the
curtains securely together.

Excel l ent. He woul d have privacy for several hours, until nightfall, in
fact. Tanis and Ri verwi nd had gone hunting. Cars. mon had, too,
supposedl y, though everyone knew this was just

an excuse for himto find tine alone with Ti ka. Gol dnmoon watt preparing
food for their journey. No one woul d bother him The nage nodded to
himsel f in satisfaction.

Sitting down at the small drop-|eaf table Caranon had cotta structed
for him Raistlin carefully withdrew fromthe ve .

i nnernost pocket of his robes an ordinary-looking sack, t sack that
contai ned the dragon orb. His skeletal fingers tre bled as he tugged on
the drawstring. The bag opened. Reach' in, Raistlin grasped the dragon
orb and brought it forth.

held it easily in his palm inspecting it closely to see if there h
been any change.

No. A faint green color still swirled within. It still felt as co
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to the touch as if he held a hailstone. Smiling, Raistlin clasped the
orb tightly in one hand while he funbled through the props beneath the
table. He finally found what he sought-a crudely carved, three-Iegged
wooden stand. Lifting it up, Raistlin set it on the table. It wasn't
much to | ook at-Flint would have scoffed. Raistlin had neither the |ove
nor the skill needed to work wood. He had carved it laboriously, in
secret, shut up

i nsi de the jouncing wagon during the |ong days on the road. No, it was
not much to | ook at, but he didn't care. It would suit

hi s purpose.

Pl acing the stand upon the table, he set the dragon orb on it. The

mar bl e-si zed orb | ooked | udicrous, but Raistlin sat back,

wai ting patiently. As he had expected, soon the orb began to grow. O

did it? Perhaps he was shrinking. Raistlin couldn't tell. He knew only
that suddenly the orb was the right size. If anything was different, it
was he that was too snmall, too insignificant to even be in the sane

roomw th the orb.

The mage shook his head. He nust stay in control, he knew, and he was

i Mmedi ately aware of the subtle tricks the orb was playing to underm ne
drat control. Soon these tricks would not be subtle. Raistlin felt his
throat tighten. He coughed, cursing

his weak lungs.. Drawing a shuddering breath, he forced hinmself to
breat he deeply and easily.

Rel ax, he thought. Z nust relax. | do not fear. | amstrong. Look what

I have done! Silently he called upon the orb: Look at the power | have
attai ned" Wtness what | did in Darken Wod.

Wtness what | did in Siivanesti. | amstrong. | do not fear.

The orb's colors swirled softly. It did not answer.

The mage cl osed his eyes for a nonent, blotting the orb

fromsigh t. Regaining control, he opened them again, regarding the orb
with. a sigh. The norment approached.

The dragon orb was now back to its original size. He could al nost see
Lorac's wi zened hands grasping it. The young mage shuddered
involuntarily. No! Stop it! he told hinself firmy, and innmediately
bani shed the vision fromhis m nd



Once nore he rel axed, breathing regularly, his hourglass eyes focused
on the orb. Then-slowl y-he stretched forth his slender, netallic-
colored fingers. After a nmonent's final hesita

tion, Raistiin placed his hands upon the cold crystal of the dragon orb
and spoke the ancient words.
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"Ast bilak npiparal an; Suh akvl ar tantangusar:"

How di d he know what to say? I-low did he know what anci ent words woul d
cause the orb to understand him to be aware of his presence? Raistlin
did not know. He knew only thatsomehow, somewhere-inside of him he did
know t he words! The voice that had spoken to himin Silvanesti?
Perhaps. It didn't matter.

Again he said the words al oud

"Ast bilak rnoi paralan: Sub akvlar tantangusar.!"

Slowy the drifting green color was submerged in a myriad swirling,
gliding colors that nmade himdizzy to watch. The crystal was so cold
beneath his palnms that it was painful to touch. Raistlin had a
terrifying vision of pulling away his hands and | eaving the flesh
behind, frozen to the orb. Gritting his teeth, he ignored the pain and
whi spered the words again.

The colors ceased to swirl. Alight glowed in the center, a |ight
neither white nor black, all colors, yet none. Raistlin swall owed,
fighting the choking phlegmthat rose in his throat.

Qut of the light cane two hands! He had a desperate urge to w thdraw
his own, but before he could nove, flue two hands grasped his in a grip
both strong and firm The orb vani shed! The room vani shed! Raistlin saw
not hing around trim No |ight. No darkness. Nothing? Nothing. . .but two
hands, bal ding his. Qut of sheer terror, Raistlin concentrated on those
hands.

Human? El ven? A d? Young'' He could not tell. The fingers,
were |l ong and slender, but their grip was the grip of death. Let
go and he would fall into the void to drift until nerciful dark

ness consumed him Even as he clung to those hands with F

strength lent himby ?ear, Raistlin realized the hands were

slowy draw ng, himnearer, drawing himinto . . . into...

Rai stlin came to hinself suddenly, as i £ someone had dashed cold water
in his face. No! he told the nind that he sensed cone trolled the
hands. | will not go! Though he feared losing t ha saving grip, he
feared even nore being dragged where he did not want to go. He woul d
not let loose. | will maintain control he told the mind of the hands
savagel y. Tightening, has own grip, the nage summoned & of his
strength, all of his will, and pulled flue hands toward him

The hands stopped. Fair a nmonent, the two wills vied
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together, locked in a life-or-death contest, Raistlin felt the strength
ebb from his body, his hands weakened, the pal ns began to sweat. He
felt the hands of the orb begin to pull himagain; ever so slightly. In
agony, Raistlin sumoned every drop of blood, focused every nerve
sacrificed every muscle in his frail body to regaining control

Slowmy . . . slowy . . , just when he thought his pounding heart woul d
burst fromhis chest or his brain explode in fireRaistlin felt the
hands cease their tug. They still maintained their firmgrip on himas

he maintained his firmgrip on them But the two were no longer in



contest. Hi s hands and the hands of the dragon orb renuained | ocked

t oget her, each concedi ng respect, neither seeking dom nance.

The ecstasy of the victory; the ecstasy of the magic flowed through
Rai stlin and burst forth, wapping himin a warm

golden light. H's body relaxed. Trenbling, he felt the hands hold him
gently, support him Ilend himstrength.

What are you' he questioned silently. Are you good? Evil?

I amneither. | amnothing. | ameverything. The essence of dragons
captured long ago is what | am

How do you work? Raistlin asked. How do you control the dragons?

At your command, | will call themto nme. They cannot resist ny call
They -fill obey.

W Il they turn upon their masters? WIIl they fall under nmy ¢ command?
That depends on the strength of the master and the bond

between the two. In sone instances, this is so strong that the master
can nmaintain control of the dragon. But nost will do what you ask of
them They cannot hel p thensel ves.

| rust study this, Raistlin murmured, feeling hinself grow ng weaker. |
de5 not understand .

,Be easy. | will aid you. Now that we have joined, you may

seek ny help often. I knows.. of nmany secrets long forgotten. They can
be yours.

What secrets' . . . Raistlin felt hinself |osing consciousness. The

strain had been too much. He struggled to keep his hold on the hands,
but he felt his grip slipping.

The hands held onto himgently, as a nother holds a child. relax:
will not let you fall. Sleep. You are weary.
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Tell me! | nmust know Raistlin cried silently.
This only I will tell you, then you nust rest. In the library of
Astinus of Pal anthas are books, hundreds of books, taken there by the
mages of old in the days of the Lost Battle. To al! who | ook at these
books, they seem nothing nore than encycl opedias of magic, dul
histories of mages who died in the taverns of tine.

Rai stlin saw darkness creeping toward him He clutched at the hands.
What do the books really contain? he whispered.
Then he knew, and with the know edge, darkness crashed over himlike
the wave of an ocean.

In a cave near the wagon, hidden by shadows, warned by the heat of
their passion, 'Tika and Caranmon lay in each other's arms.. Tika's red
hair clung around her face and forehead in tight curls, her eyes were
closed, her full lips parted. Her raft r body clad in her gaily-col ored
skirt and puffy-sleeved white ' bl ouse pressed agai nst Caranon. Her
| egs twined around his, her hand caressed his face, her |ips brushed
his.
"Pl ease, Caranon;' she whispered. "This is torture. W want each other
I"mnot afraid. Please |ove ne!"

Caranon closed his eyes. His face shone with sweat. Thepain of his
| ove seened inpossible to bear. He could end it, end
it



all in sweet ecstasy. For a noment he hesitated. Tika's fro . grant
hair was in his nostrils, her soft Iips on his neck. It would; be so
easy. . . so wonderful....

Caranon sighed. Firmy he closed his strong hands around: Tika's
wists. Firmy he drew them away from his face

pushed the girl fromhim

"No;" he said, his passion choking him (?0iling over, he stood up.

"No;' he repeated. "I'msorry. | didn't nean to . . , t
let things get this far:"
"Well, | did!'" Tika cried. "I"'mnot frightened! Not anynore.

No, he thought, pressing his hands against his poun ' head. | feel you
trenbling in my hands |ike a snared rabbit.

Ti ka began to tie the string an her white bl ouse. Unable see it through
her tears, she jerked at the drawstring viciously it snapped.

"Now! See there!"™ She hurled the broken silken tw ne act
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the cave. "lI've ruined nmy blouse! I'll have to mend it. They'll all
know what happened, of course! O think they know I-1 . . . Ch, what's
the use!"™ Weping in frustration, Tika covered her face with her hands,
rocki ng back and forth.

"l don't care what they think!" Caranon said, his voice echoing in the
cave. He did not confort her. He knew if he touched her again, he would
yield to his passion. "Besides, they don't think anything at all. They
are our friends. They care for us-"

I know! " Tika cried brokenly. "lIt's Raistlin, isn't it? He doesn't
approve of ne. He hates ne!"

"Don't say that, Tika." Caranon's voice was firm "If he did and if he
were stronger, it wouldn't matter. | wouldn't care what anyone said or
t hought. The others want us to be happy. They don't understand why we-
we don't becone-erlovers. Tanis even told me to ny face | was a fool -
"He's right:" Tika's voice was nuffled by tear-danp hair

"Maybe. Maybe not:'’

Sonmet hing in Caranon's voice nmade the girl quit crying. She | ooked up
at himas Caranmon turned around to .face her.

"You don't know what happened to Raist in the Towers of High Sorcery.
None of you know. None of you ever will. But | know. | was there.

saw. They nade nme see!" Caranon shuddered, putting his hands over his
face. Tika held very still. Then, |ooking at :vet again he drew a deep
breath. "They said, 'his strength, will save the world.' What strength?
Inner strength? I"'mhis outer strength! |-1 don't understand, but Raist
said to ne in the dreamthat we were one whol e person, cursed by the
gads and put into two bodies. 4"k need each otherright now at |east."
The big man's face darkened. "Maybe sone day that will change. Maybe
sone day he'll fend the outer strength-"

Caravan fell silent. Tika swallowed and wi ped her hand across her face.
"'T-' she began, but Caranon cut her off.

"Wait a mnute;" he sand. "Let ne finish. |I love you, Tika, as truly as
any mar, loves any worman in this world. | want to nmake love to you. If
we weren't involved in this stupid war, |'d make you mine today. This
mnute. But | .can't. Because if | dud, it ~Yculd be a conmitnent to

you that | would dedicate my life to keeping. You nust come first in
all ny thoughts. You deserve no less than that. Bud | can't nake that
conmitnrment, Tika. My First commitment is to nmy brother." Tika's tears
flowed againthis tinme not for herself, but for him "I nusk | eave you
free to find soneone who can-"

"Caranon!" A call split the afternoon's sweet silence. "Cararnon, cone
qui ckly!™ It was Tanis.



"Raistlin!" said the big man and, w thout another word, ran out of the
cave

Ti ka stood a nonent, watching after him Then, sighing, she tried to
conb her danp hair into place

"Whale is it?" Cararnon burst into the wagon. "Raist?"

Tani s nodded, his face grave.

"I found himlike this." The half-elf drew back the curtain to the
mages smal |l apartment. Caranon shoved hi m asi de.

Raistlin lay on the floor, his skin white, his breathing shallow Bl ood
trickled fromhis nouth. Kneeling dawn, Caranpon lifted himin his arns.
"Rai stlin?" he whispered. "What happened?”

That's what happened;' Tanis said grinly, pointing.

Car anon gl anced up, his gaze coming to rest on the dragon orb -now
grown to the size Caranon had seen in Silvanesti. It stand an the stand
Rai stlin had made for it, its swirling colors shifting endlessly as he
wat ched. Caranon sucked in his breath. in horror. Terrible visions of
Lorac flooded his nind. Lorac insane, dying ...

"Twi st!" he nmoaned, clutching his brother tightly.
Rai stlin's head nowed feebly. His eyelids fluttered, and he. opened his
nmout h.
"What ?" Caranon bent law, his brother's breath cold upon his skin.
"' What ?"
"Mule . . . ."Raistlin whispered. "Spells . . . of the ancients nine
. M ne. 2

The mage's head lolled his wards died. But his face calm placid,
rel axed, His breathing drew regul ar.
Raistlin's thin lips parted in a snmile.
Yul eti de guests.

.t took Lord Gunthar several W. Nane in time for Yule (allow ng
days of hard riding to reach
+++++ for Pal anthas. The reads were se foundered mare than once, .and
se nearly as -well as his sans, walked he tine he returned to his
castle, therefore, he was exhausted, drenched, and shivering. The sta
arge of the horse personally.
"Rub himdo-wn well:"' Qunther said, disnounting stiffly proceeded with
his instructions, the sta
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bl eman noddi ng patiently, as if he'd never cared for a horse before in
his life. Qunthar was, in fact, on the point of walking his horse to
the stables hinself when his ancient retainer cane out in search of
hi m

"My lord:" WIlls drew Gunthar to one side in the entryway. "You have
visitors. They arrived just a few hours ago:"

"Who?" Qunthar asked wi thout nuch interest, visitors being nothing new,
especially during Yule. "Lord Mchael ? He could not travel with us, but
| asked himto stop on his way hone-"

"An old man, ny lord;' WIIls interrupted, "and a kender"

"A kender?" Gunthar repeated in sone alarm



"“I"'mafraid so, ny lord. But don't worry;" the retainer added hastily.
"1"ve locked the silver in a drawer, and your |adyw fe has taken her
jewelry to the cellar:’

"You'd think we were under siege!" Gunthar snorted. He did, however, go
t hrough the courtyard faster than usual

"You can't be too careful around those critters, nmy lord;' WIls

munbl ed, trotting along behind.

"What are these two, then? Beggars? Wiy did you let themin?" Gunthar
dermanded, beginning to get irritated. All he wanted was his mull ed

wi ne, warm cl othes, and one of his wife's backrubs. "G ve them sone
food and noney, and send themon their way. Search the kender first, of
cour se:

"I was going to, nmy lord;" WIIls said stubbornly. "But there's
sonet hi ng about themthe old man in particular. He's crackers, if you
ask nme, but he's a smart crackers, for all that. Knows sonething, and
it may be nore than's good far himor us either:’

"What do you nean?"

The two had just opened the huge, wooden doors |eading into the |iving
quarters of the castle proper. Gunthar slopped and stared at WIIs,
knowi ng and respecting his retainer's keen power of observation. WII=
gl anced around, then | eaned cl ose.

"The old man said | was to tell you he had urgent news regarding the
dragon orb, mny lard!"

"The dragon orb!" Gunthar murmured. The orb was secret,

or he presuned it was. The Kni ghts knew of it, of course. Had Derek
told anyone el se? Was this one of has maneuvers?

"You acted wisely, WIlls, as always:' Gunthar said finally.

"Where are they?"
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"I put themin your war room ny lord, figuring they could cause little
m schief there:'

"1"I'l change cl othes before | catch ny death, then see themdirectly.
Have you made t hem confortabl e?"

"Yes, ny lard;'" WIls replied, hurrying after Gunthar, who was on the
nove again. "Hot wine, a bit of bread and neat. Though | mistrust the
kender's lifted the plates by now'

Gunthar and WIlls stood outside the door of the war roomfor a nonent,
eavesdropping on the visitors" conversation.

"Put that back!" ordered a stern voice

"I won"t! It's mne! Look, it was in mny pouch:

"Bah! | saw you put it there not five m nutes ago!"

"Well, you're wong;" protested the other voice in wounded tones. "It's
m ne! See, there's ny name engraved-"

"' Ta @unthar, my beloved husband an the Day of Life-Gft,"" said the
first voice

There was a nmonent's silence in the room WIIls turned pale. Then the

shrill voice spoke, nore subdued this tine.
"'l guess it must have fallen into ny pack, Fizban. That's it! See, ny
pack was sitting under that table. Wasn't that lucky'' It would have

broken if it had hit the floor-"

His face grim Lord Gunthar flung open the door.

"Merry Yuletide to you, sirs,” he said. WIIls popped in after him his
eyes darting quickly around the room

The two strangers whirled around, the old nan holding a crockery nug in
his hand. WIlls made a leap for the nmug, whisking it away. Wth an

i ndi gnant gl ance at the kender, he placed it upon the mantl epi ece, high
above the kender's reach.



"WIIl there be anything else, nmy lord?"" WIIs asked, glaring

meani ngfully at tine kender. "Shall | stay and! keep an eye on things?"
Gunt her opened his nouth to reply, but the old man waved a negli gent
hand.

"Yes,. thank you, my good man. Bring up sone nore ale.

And .don't bring any of that rotgut stuff fromtike servant's barrels,
either!" The old man :looked at WIlls steany. "Tap the barrel that's in
the dark cornea by the cellar stairs. You know he one that's all
cobwebby. "

WIlls stared at him open-nout hed-.
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"Well, go on. Don't stand there gaping like a |landed fish! A bit dim
witted, is he?" the old man asked Qunthar

"N-no," Qunthar stamered. "That"s all right, WIlls. I-1 believe |l
have a mug, too-of-of the ale fromthe cask by the-uh-stairs. How did
you know?" He demanded of the old man suspi ci ously.

"Ch, he's a mmgic-user," the kender said, shrugging arid sitting down
wi t hout being invited.

"A megi c-user?" The old man peered around. "Were?"

Tas whi spered sonet hi ng, poking the old nan.

"Real | y? Me?" he said. "You don't say! How remarkabl e. Now you know,
come to think of it, | do seemto renenber a spell . . . Fireball. How
did it go?"

The ol d nmage began to speak the strange wards. Al arned, the kender

| eaped out of his seek and grabbed the old nan.

"No, Od One!" he said, tugging himback into a chair. "Not now ,

"Z suppose not;' the old man said wistfully. "Wnderful spell, though-"
"I"mcertain;" murnmured Gunthar, absolutely nystified. Then he shook
hi s head, regaining his sternness. "Now, explain yourselves. Wwo are
you? Why are you here? WIlls sand sonet hing about a dragon orb-"

"f m" The nage stopped, blinking.

"'Fi zban;' said .he kender with a sigh. Standing, he extended his small
hand politely to Gunthar. "And | am Tassl ehoff Burrfoot He started to
sit dawn. "Oh;" he said, popping up again. "A Merry Yuletide to you
too, sir knight."

"Yes, yes,' @unthar shook hands, -nodding absently. "Now about the
dragon . orb?"

"Ah, yes, the dragon orb!" The befuddled lank | eft Fizban's face. He
stared at Gunthar with shrewd., cunning eyes. "Were is it? W' ve cone
a long way -n search of it:'

"I"mafraid | can"t tell you;' Qunthar said coolly. "If. indeed, such a
thing were ever here-"

"Ch, it was here," Fizban replied. "Brought to you by a Knight of the
Rose: one Derek Crownguard. And Sturm Brightblade was with him'
"Tlney're friends of mine," explain-:d Tassl ehoff, seeing GQunw thar's
jaw go slack. 'l helped get the orb, in fac:;' the kender
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added nodestly. "We took it away froman evil w zard in a pal ace made
of ice. It's the nost wonderful story-" He sat forward eagerly. "Do you
want to hear it?"

"No;" said Gunthar, staring at themboth in amazenent. "And if |
believed this swinming bird tale-wait-" He sank back in his chair.
"Sturmdid say sonething about a kender. Who were the others in your



party' "'

"Flint the dwarf, Theros the blacksmth, G I|thanas and Laurana-"

"It nust be!" Gunthar exclained, then he frowned. "But he never
mentioned a nmagi c- user. o

"Ch, that's because |I'mdead;' Fizban stated, propping his feet up on
the table.

Gunt har's eyes opened w de, but before he could reply, WIlIs cane in.
@ aring at Tasslehoff, the retainer set nmugs down on the :able in franc
of his |ordship.

"three nugs, here" ny lord. And one an the nmantl e nakes four. .end
there better be four when | cone back!"

He wal ked out, shutting the door with a thud.

"I'll keep an eye on them' Tas pronised solemly. "Do you have a
problemw th people stealing mugs:" he asked Gunthar.

"l-no.... Dead?" Gunthar felt he was rapidly losing his grip on the
situation.

"It's along story," said Fizban, downing the liquid in one swallow He
wi ped the foamfromhis lops with the tip of his beard. "Ah, excellent.
Now, where was |?"

"Dead;' said Tas hel pfully.

"Ah, yes. Along story. Too long for now. Must get the orb. Were is
it?"

Gunt har stood up angrily, intending to order this strange old man and
this kender from has chanber and his castle. He was going to tall his
guards to extract them But, instead, he found h nself caught by the
old norn's intense gaze

The Kni ghts of Sol ammi a have al ways feared magi c. Though they had not
taken part in the destruction of the Towers of High Sorcery-that would
have been agai nst the Measure-they had mat been sorry to see magic-
users driven from Pal ant has.

"Way do you want to know?" Gunthar faltered, feeling a cold fear seep
into his blood as he felt the old man's strange Power engulf him
Slowy, reluctant: y, Qunthar sat back down.

X85
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Fizban's eyes glittered. "I keep ny own counsel;" he said softly. "Let
it be enough for you to know that | have cane seeking the orb, It was
made by magic-users, long ago I | know of it. | know a great deal about
it:"

Gunt har hesitated, westling with hinmself. After all, there were

kni ghts guarding the orb, and if this old man really did know sonethi ng
about it, what harmcould there be in telling himwhew it was? Besi des,
he really didn't feel |ike he had any choice in the matter.

Fi zban absently picked up his enpty nmug again and started to drink. He
peered inside it nournfully as Qunthar answered.

"The dragon orb is with the gnones."

Fi zban dropped his nug with a crash. It broke into a hundred pieces
that went skittering across the wooden fl oor.

"There, what'd | tell you?" Tas said sadly, eyeing the shattered nug.
The gnones had lived in Mount Nevermind for as |Iong as they could
renenber -and since they were the only apes who cared, they were the
only ones who counted. Certainly they were there when the first knights
arrived in Sancrist, traveling fromthe newly created ki ngdom of
Solammia to build their keeps and fortress al ong the westernnost park



of their border

Al ways suspi ci ous of outsiders, the gnomes were alarned tosee a ship
arriving upon their shores, bearing hordes of tall
stern-faced, warlike humans. Deternined to keep what they
a nountai n paradi se secret fromthe hunmans,

ghones | aunched into action. Being the nost technol ogi cal mi nded of
tile races an Krynn (they are noted for ha ' invented the steam powered
engi ne and the coiled spring;, t gnones first thought of hiding wthin
their nountain cave

but :hen had a better idea. Hi de the nountain itself!

After several nonths of unending toil by their greatest mechanica

geni uses, the gnonmes were prepared. Tneir p They were going to nake
their nountain di sappear

It was at this juncture that one of the nmenbers of the get ish

| Phi |l osopher s Guild asked if it wasn't likely that the Knight would
have al ready noticed the nountain, the tallest on island. M ght not the
sudden di sappearance of the mcreate a certain anpunt of curiosity in
the humans'..
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consi der ed

This question threw the gnones into turnmoil, Days were spent in

di scussion. The question soon divided the Phil osopher gnones into two
factions: those who believed that if a tree fell in a forest and no one
heard it, it still nmade a crashing sound; and those who believed it

didn't. Just what this had to do with the original question was brought
up on the seventh day, but was pronptly referred to committee
Meanwhi | e, the mechani cal engineers-in a huff-decided to set off the
devi ce anyhow.

And thus occurred the day that is still renenbered in the annals of
Sancri st (when al nbst everything el se was |ast during the Cataclysm as
the Day of Rotten Eggs.

On that day an ancestor of Lord Gunthar woke up wondering sleepily if
his son had fallen through the roof of the hen house again. This had
happened only a few weeks before. The boy had been chasing a rooster.
"You take himdawn to the pond;' CGunthar's ancestor told his wife
sleepily, rolling over in bed and drawi ng the covers up over his head.
"I can't!" she said drowsily. "The chi mey"s snoking!"

It was then that both fully woke up, realizing that the snoke filling

t he house was not coming fromthe chimey and that the ungodly odor was
not com ng fromthe hen house

Along with every other resident of the new colony, the two rushed
out si de, choking and gagging with the snell that grew worse by the

m nute. They could see nothing, however. The | and was covered with a
thick yell ow snoke, redol ent of eggs that had been sitting in the sun
for three days.

Wthin hours, everyone in the colony was deathly sick fromthe snell
Packi ng up bl ankets and clothes, they headed for the beaches. Breathing
the fresh salt breezes thankfully, they wandered if they could ever go
back to their hones.

Whi | e discussing this and watching anxiously to see if the yell ow cloud
on the horizon might Iift, the colonists were considerably startled to
see what appeared to be an arny of short,

brown creatures stagger out of the snmoke to fall alnobst |lifel ess at
their feet

The kindly people of Solamia imediately went to the aid of the poor
gnhones, and thus did the two races oFpeople living on Sancrist neet..
zd7
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The neeting of the gnomes and the knights turned out to be a friendly
one. The Sol ammi c people had a high regard for four things: individua
honor, the Code, the Measure, and technol ogy. They were vastly

i npressed with the |abor-saving devices the gnones had invented at this
time, which included the pulley, the shaft, the screw, and the gear.

It was during this first neeting that Mount Nevermnd got its name as
wel | .

The kni ghts soon di scovered that, while gnones appeared to be rel ated
to the dwarves-being short and stocky-all sinmlarity ended there. The
gnones were a skinny people with brown skin and pale white hair, highly
nervous and hot -tenpered. They spoke so rapidly that the knights at
first thought they were speaking a foreign |anguage. Instead, it turned
out to be Common spoken at an accel erated pace. The reason for this
becane obvi ous when an el der nade the nistake of asking the gnones the
nanme of their nountain.

Roughly translated, it went sonething like this: A Geat, Huge, Tal
Mound Made of Several Different Strata of Rock of Wich W Have
Identified Granite, Cbsidian, Quartz Wth Traces of£ G her Rock W Are
Still Wrking On, That Has Its Owm Internal Heating System'Which W
Are Studying In Order to Copy Sonmeday That Heats the Rock Up to
Tenperatures That Convert It Into Both Liquid and Gaseous States \Wich
Cccasionally Cone to the Surface and Fl ow Dawn the Side of the Geat,
Huge, Tall Mound ....

"Nevermnd,"' the elder said hastily.

Neverrnind' . The.grvones were inpressed. To think that these humans
coul d reduce sonething so gigantic and marvel ous into something so

si npl e was wonderful beyond belief. And so, the mountain was called
Mount Nevermind fromthat day forth-to the vast relief of the gnom sh
Map- Makers Guil d.

The kni ghts on Sancrist and the gnones lived in harnony after that, the
kni ghts bringing the gnones any questions of a technol ogi cal nature
that rxeded solving, the gnonmes providing a steady flood oz new

i nventi ons.

Wew t he dragon orb arrived, the knights needed to know how the thing
wor ked. They gave it into the :keeping of the gnonmes, sending al ong
to”a young knights to guard it. The though: that the orb m ght be magic
did not occur to them

5
~'~ noneflinglers \ R o0 ors uses
\ ; -x.wes .a
''w
4

IN. renenmber. No gnone living or dead ever in his life conpleted a
sentence. The only way you get anywhere is to interrupt them Don"t
worry about being rude. They expect it:"

The ol d mage hinself was interrupted by the appearance of a gnome
dressed in | ong brown robes, who came up to them and bowed
respectful ly.

Tassl ehof f studied the gnone with excited .curiosity-the

kender had never seen a gnone before,, although old | egends concerning
the Graygern of Gargath indicated that the two

9
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races were distantly connected. Certainly there was sonething kenderish
in the young gnone-his slender hands, eager expression, and sharp

bri ght eyes intent on observing everything. But here the resenbl ance
ended. There was nothing of the kender's easy-goi ng manner. The gnhone
was nervous, serious, and businesslike.

"Tassl ehof f $urrfoot;'said the kender politely, extending his hand. The
gnone took Tas's hand, peered at it intently, thenfinding nothing of
interest-shook it linply. "And this-" Tas started to introduce Fizban
but stropped when the gnome reached out and calmy took hold of the
kender's hoopak.

"Ah . . :" the gnone said, his eyes shining as he grasped the weapon

" Sendf or amenber of t he WeaponsQui | d-"

The guard at the ground-|evel entrance to the great nmountain did not
wait far the gnome to finish. Reaching up, he pulled a lever and a
shriek sounded. Certain that a dragon had | anded behind him Tas

whirl ed around, ready to defend hinself.

"Whistle;' said Fizban. "Better get used to it!"

"Whi stle?" repeated Tas, intrigued. "I never heard one |ike that

bef ore. Snoke cones out of it! How does it war-Hey! Comeback! Bring
back nmy hoopak!" he cried as his staff gent speeding down the corridor
carried by three eager gnones.

"Exam nationroom'said the gnonme, "uponSki nbosh-"

"What ?"

"Exam nation Room" Fizban translated. "I missed the rest. You really
must speak slower," |-ie said, shaking his staff at the done.

The gnome nodded, but his bright eyes were fixed an Fizban's staff.
Then, seeing it was just plain, slightly battered wood, the gnone
returned his attention to the nage and kender.

"Qutsiders," he said. "rlltryand menber . . . | will try and renenber,
so do not worry because' -he nova spoke slowy and distinctly-"your
weapon wi Il not be harmed since we are nmerely going to render a

drawi ng-"

"Really." interrupted Tas, rather flattered. "I could give yarn a
dencnstration of howit works, if you like."

The gnone's ewes brightened. "' Thatwou; vdbeznuch-"

"And now. ' interrupted the kender again, feeling pleased chat he was

| earning to conmuni cate, "what is your name?e’

THE DRAGONS OF W NTER NI GHT

Fi zban made a quick gesture, but too late

"@Gnoshoshal | amari ani ninillisyyl phanitdi sdi sslishxdie-"

He paused to draw a breath.

"I's that your nane?" Tas asked, astounded.

The gnonme let his breath out. "Yes;" he snapped, a bit disconcerted.

"It's my first name, and now if you'll let ne proceed-"
"Wait!" cried Fizban. "What do your friends call you?"
The gnome sucked in a breath again. "Groshoshallamarioninillis-"

"What do the knights call you?"

"Ch" -t he gnone seened downcast-"Gnash, if you-"

"Thank you," snapped Fizban. "Now, Gnash, we're in rather a hurry. War
going on and all that. As Lord CGunthar staked in his communi que, we
must see this dragon orb:'



Ghosh's small, dark eyes glittered. H s hands tw sted nervously. "O
course, you mmy see the dragon orb since Lord Gunthar has requested it,
but-if | mght ask-what is your interest in the orb besides nornal

curi -?"

"I am a magi c-user=" Fi zban began.

"Magi cuser!" the gnone stated, forgetting, in his excitenent, to speak
sl owl y. "Conet hi swayi rmedi at el yt ot he Exami nation room

si ncet hedr agonor bwasr nadebymagi cuser

Bot h Tas and Fi zban bl i nked unconprehendi ngly,

"d,., just conme-" the gnone said inpatiently.

Before they quite knew what was. happeni ng; the gnone talking-hustl ed
them t hrough the nountain's entrance, setting off an inordinate nunber
of bells and whistles.

"Exam nation Room ?" Tas said in an under-tone to Fizban as the}e
hurried after Gnash. "Wat does that nean? They woul dn't have hurt it,
woul d t hey?"

"I don't think so" Fizban nmuttered, his bushy white eye

brows com ng together in an onmi nous V -shape over his nose. "Qunthar
sent knights to guard it, renenber:’

"Then what are you worried about?" Tas asked.

"The dragon orbs are strange things. Very powerful. _'"Ay fear;" said
Fi zban nore to himself than to Tas, "is that they may try to use it!"
"But the book | read in Tarsis said the orb could control dragons!" Tas
whi spered. "Isn't that good? | nean, the orbs aren't evil, are they?"

"1 don't suppose;" Fizban asked in a hopel ess tone, "that the

Exami nati on Room woul d be on the ground | evel ?"

Gnosh shook his head. "Exami nation Roomon |level fifteen-"

The ol d nmage heaved a heart-rendi ng sigh.

Suddenly there was a horrible grinding sound that set Tas's teeth on
edge.

"Aﬁ, they're ready for us. Conme along-" Gnosh said.

Tas | eaped after himgleefully as they approached a giant catapult. A
gnone gestured at themirritably, painting to a long |ine of gnomes
wai ting their turn. Tas junped into the seat of the huge sling
catapult, staring eagerly up into the shaft, Above him he could see
ghores peering down at himfromvarious bal conies, all of them
surrounded by great machi nes, whistles, rapes, and huge, shapel ess
things hanging fromthe sides of the wall |ike bats. Ghosh stood besi de
hi m scol di ng.

"El ders first, young man, so get outoftherethis instantandlet"-he
dragged Tassl ehof f out of the seat with remarkabl e strength="the

magi cuser gofirst="

"Unh that's quite all right." Fizban protested, stunbling backwards into
a pile of rape. "I-I seemto recall a spell of mine that will take ne
right to the tap. Levitate. How did that g-go? v Just give ne a
moment : "

"You were the one in a hung-" Gnosh said severely, glaring at Fizban
The gnones standing in |line began to shoat rudely, pushing and shoving
and jask:iing.

"t7h, vep,r well;' the old mage snarled, and file clinbed into'; the
seat, with Giosh's hel p. The gnone operating the lever that' |aunched
the catapult yelled something a': Gnosh which sounded |ike "whal evel ?"
Gnoshpai nted up, yelling, back. "SiFi nbos5~

The chi ef wal ked over to stand in front of the first of a series; of
five levers. An inordinate nunmber of ropes stretched upward info
infinity. Fizban sat miserably in the seat of the catapult stir trying



to recall his Spell

"Now; " yelled Gnosh, drawing Tas closer so he could have the advantage
of an excellent. view, "in just a nmoment, the chief will give the
signal, there it is-"

The chief pulled on one of the ropes.

"What does that do?" Tas interrupted.

"The rope rings a bell on Skinbosh-er-level fifteen, telling themto
expect an arrival-"

"What if the bell doesn't ring?" Fizban demanded | oudly.

"Then a second bell rings telling themthat the first bell didn t-"
"What happens down here if the bell didn't ring?"

"Not hing. It's Skinmbosh's problem not yours-"

"It's my problemif they don't know I'm com ng?" Fizban shouted. "Or do
I just drop in and surprise thenl,

"Ah;"' Gnosh said proudly, "yousee-

"I"mgetting out ;" stated Fizban.

"No,wait," Gnash said, talking faster and faster in his

angui sh, "tle.ey'reready

"Who's ready?" Fizban demanded irritably.

"Ski nbosh! Wththe net tacakchyou, yousee-"

"Net"." Fizban turned pale. "That does it!" He flung a foot over the
edge.

But before he could nmove, the chief reached out and pulled

on the first lever. The grinding sound started again as the catapult
began pivoting in its nooring. The sudden notion threw Fi zban back,
knocki ng his hat over his eyes.

"What' s happeni ng?" Tas shout ed

"They re getting himin position;' Gnosh yelled. 'The |ongitude and

| ati tude have been precal cul ated and the catapult set to cone into the
correct location to send the passenger-

"What about the net?" Tas yelled.

"*The magician flies up to Skinbash-oh. quite safely, L

assure you-we've done studies, in fact, proving gnat flying is safer

t han wal ki ng-and just when he's. at the height of his trajectory,
beginning to drop a bit, Skinbosh & rows a net out

underneath him catching himpost |ike this"-G nosh denpnstrated with
hi s hand, making a snapping notion |ike catching a fly-"and hauls him"
"What incredible timng that must take

-"The timng is ingenious since it all depends on a certain hack W' ve
devel oped, though"-Giosh pursed his lips, his

eyebrows drawi ng together-"sonmething is throwing the timng off a bit,
but there's a committee..

The gnone pull ed down on the | ever and Fizban-with a shriek-went
sailing through the air.

"Ch dear;' said Grhosh, staring, "it appears-"

"What) What?" Tas yelled, trying to see

"The net's opened too soon agai n"-Giosh shook his head"and that's the
second tinme today that's happened on Ski mbosh al one and

t hi sdefinitel ywi || bebroughtupatthe nextneetingoftheNet Guild-"

Tas stared, open-nouthed, at the sight of Fizban whizzing through the
air, propelled frombelow by the trenendous force of the catapult, and
suddenly the kender saw what Gnosh was tal king about. The net on |eve
fifteen-instead of opening after the mage had fl own past and then
catching himas he started to fall -opened before the nmage reached | evel
fifteen. Fizban hit the net and was flattened |i ke a squashed spider.
For a noment he clung there precariously-arnms and | egs aki nbo-then he
fell



Instantly bells and gongs rang out.

"Don't tell me;' Tas guessed miserably. "That's the al arm whi ch nmeans
the net failed:"

"Quite, but don't be alarned (small joke);' Giosh chuckl ed, "because
the alarns trip a device to open the net on level thirteen, just in

time-oops, a bit late, well, there's still level twelve-"
"Do somnething!" Tas shrieked.
"Don't get so worked up!" Gnosh said angrily. "And 1'Il finish what I

was about to say about the final energency backup systemand that is-
oh, here it goes-"

Tas watched in amazenent as the bottons dropped out of six huge barrels
hanging fromthe walls on level three, sending thousands of sponges
tumbling down onto the floor in the center of the chamber.. This was.
done-apparently-in case all they nets on every |evel fail ed.
Fortunately, the net on |level nine actually worked, spreading out
beneath the mage just in tinme: Then it fol ded up around hi mand whi sked
him over to the bal deny where the gnones, hearing the nage cursing and
swearing inside, appeared reluctant to |let himout.

"Sonowever gt hirg' sfineandit syourturn;' said Gnosh

"Just one last question!" Tas yelled at Giosh as he sat down in the
seat. "What happens if the energency backup system

with the sponges fails?"

"I ngeni ous-" said Gnhosh happily, "because you see if the sponges cone
down a little too late; the alarmgoes off, releasing a huge barrel of
water into the center, and-since the sponges are there already-its easy
to clean up the nmess-'

The chief pulled the |ever.

Tas had been expecting all sorts of fascinating things in the

Exam nati on Room but he found it-to his surprise-nearly enpty. It was
lighted by a hole drilled through the face of the nmountain which

adnmi tted the sunlight. (This sinple but ingenious device had been
suggested to the gnonmes by a visiting dwarf who called it a 'w ndow;'
the gnonmes were quite proud of it.) There were three tables, but little
else. On the central table, surrounded by gnomes, rested the dragon orb
and hi s hoopak.

It was back to its original size, Tas noted with interest. It | ooked
the sane-still a round piece of crystal, with a kind of mlky colored
m st swirling around inside. A young Knight of Solamia with an

i ntensely bored expression inn his face stood near the orb, guarding
it. His bored expression changed sharply at the approach of strangers.
"Quiteallright," Gnosh told the knight reassuringly, "these are the two
Lord Gunthar sent word about-" Still tal king, Grhosh hustled them over
to the central table. The gnonme's eyes were bright as he regarded the
orb. "A dragon orb;' he murmured happily, "after all these years-"
"What years?" Fizban snapped, stopping at sone di stance fromthe table.
"You see,'' Gnosh explained, "each gnome has a Life Quest assigned to
himat birth, and fromthen on his only anbition in life is to fulfill
that Life Quest, and it was ny Life Guest to study the dragon orb
since-"

"But the dragon orbs have been nissing for hundreds of years!" Tassaid
i ncredul ously. "No oneknew about theml Flow could it be your Life
Quest' "

"Ch, we knew about them" Gnosh answered, "because it was ny
grandfather's Life Quest. and then my f.athez's Life Quest. Both of
them di ed without ever seeing a dragon orb. | feared | might, too, but
now finally, one has appeared. and | can establish our fanmly's place
inthe afterlife-"



"You nmean you can't get to the-er-afterlife until you conplete the Life
Quest?" Tas asked. "But your grandfather and your father-"

"Probably nost unconfortable,” Giosh said, |ooking sad, "wherever they
are- My goodness!™

A renmar kabl e change had cone over the dragon orb. It began to swirl and
shimrer with many different colors-as if in agitation.

Muttering strange words, Fizban walked to the orb and set his hand upon
it. Instantly, it went black. Fizban cast a glance around the room his
expression so severe and frightening that even Tas fell back before
him The kni ght sprang forward.

"Get out!" the nmage thundered. "All of you!F

"I was ordered not to leave and |I'mnot-" The kni ght reached for his
sword, but Fizban whispered a Few words. The kni ght slunped to the
floor.

The gnomes vani shed fromthe roominstantly, |eaving only Giosh
wringing his hands, leis face tw sted in agony.

"Canme on, Grosh"" Tas urged. "lIve never seen himlike this. W better
do as he says. If we don't, he's liable to turn us into gully dwarves
or sonmething icky like that!"

VWi mpering, Grosh .allowed Tas to | ead himout of the
stared back at the dragon orb, the door slamed

room As he

shut .

"My Life Quest-" the gnome npaned

"I"'msure it will be alb right," Tas said, although he wasn't' sure,
not in the least. He hadn't |iked the | ook. on Fizban's face. , In

fact, it hadn't even seenmed to be Fizban's face at all-or anyone Tas
wanted to know '

Tas felt chilled and there was a tight knot in the pit of his
stomach. The gnones muttered anmong thensel ves and cast bal eful gl ances
at him Tas swallowed, trying to get a bitter taste out of his nouth.
Then he drew Gh .osh to one side.

"Gnosh, did you di scover anything about the orb when yo studied it?"
Tas asked in a | ow voice

"Well;" Gnosh appeared thoughtful, "I did find) out th

where's sonmething inside of it-or seems to be-because |I'd st

a2 it and stare at it wi thout seeing anything for the | ongest t

then, right when | was ready to quit, |'d sere words swi m

about in the m st

"Words7" Tas interrupted eagerly. "What did they say?"

Gnosh shook his head. "I don't know," he said solemly, "because I
couldn't read them no one could, not even a nmenber of the Foreign
Language Guild-"

"Magi c, probably," Tas nuttered to hinself.

"Yes;" Grosh said miserably, "that's what | decided-"

The door blew open, as if somethi ng had expl oded.

Gnosh whirled around, terrified. Fizban stood in the doorway, holding a
smal | black bag in one hand, his staff and Tassl ehoff's hoopak in the
ot her. Ghosh sprang past him

"The orb!" he screeched, so upset he actually conpleted a sentence
"You've got it!"

"Yes, Gnosh;' said Fizban.

The mage' s voi ce sounded tired, and Tas-l|ooking at himclosel y-saw that
he was on the verge of exhaustion. H's skin

was gray, his eyelids drooped. He | eaned heavily on his staff, "Cone
with me, ny boy," he said to the gnone. "And do not worry. Your Life
Quest will be fulfilled. But now the orb nust

be taken before the Council of Whitestone."



"Come with you;' Gnosh repeated in astonishnent, "to the Council"-he
clasped his hands together in e.xcitenment"where perhaps |I'll be asked
to make a report, do you chink-"

"I wouldn't doubt it in the |least;' Fizban ansWered.

"Ri ght away, just give nme tine to pack, where's ny papers-"

Gnosh dashed of f. Fizban whi pped around to fare the other gnones who
had been sneaking up behind himreaching out eagerly for his staff. He
scow ed so alarmingly that they stunbled backwards and vani shed into

t he Exami nati on Room

"What did you find out?" Tas asked, hesitantly approaching Fizban. The
ol d nmage seened surrounded by darkness. "The

ghonmes didn't do anything to it, did threy7"

"No, no:' Fizban, sighed. -Fortunately for them For it is still active
and very powerful. Mich will depend on the decisions a few nake- perhaps
the fate of the world.."

"What do you nean? Wn't the Council nake the decisions:
"You don't understand' my boy" Fizban said gently. "Stag a

monent, | must rest:' The nage oat dot~rn; |eaning against a

wal I . Shaking his head, he continued. "I concentrated nmy will on the
orb, Tas. Ch, not to control dragons;' he added, seeing the kender's
eyes widen. "I |ooked into the future:"

"What did you see?" Tas asked hesitantly, not certain fromthe nage's
sonber expression that he wanted to know.

"I saw two roads stretching before us. If we take the easiest” it wll
appear the best at the beginning, but darkness will fall at the end,
never to be lifted. If we take the other road, it will be hard and
difficult to travel. It could cost the lives of some we |ove, dear boy.
Worse, it might cost others their very souls. But only through these
great sacrifices will we find hope" Fizban cl osed his eyes.

"And this involves the orb?" Tas asked, shivering.

"Yes:"

"Do you know what nust be done to . . . to take the d-dark road?" Tas
dreaded the answer.

"'1 do," Fizban replied in a | aw voice. "But the decisions have not
been left in my hands. That will be up to others:"

"I see;' Tas sighed. "Inportant people, | suppose. People Iike kings
and el flords and knights." Then Fi zban's words echoed in his nmind. The
lives of some we |ave

Suddenly a lunp formed in Tas's throat, choking him H s head dropped
into his hands.. This adventure was turning out all wong! Were was
Tani s? And dear old Cararnon? . And pretty Tika? He had tried not to
thi nk about them particularly after that dream

And Flint-I shouldn't have gone wi thout him Tas thought m serably. He
m ght die, he mi ght be dead right now Thelives of some you love.! |
never thought about any of us dying-not really. | always figured that
if we were together we could beat anything! But now, we've gotten
scattered somehow. And ':kings are going all wong!

Tas felt Fizbari s hand stroke his topknot, his one great van-: iky.
And far the first time in his life, the kender felt very lost and=

al one and frightened. The wage's grip tightened around hima
affectionately. Burying his face in Fizban's sleeve, Tas began to. cry.
Fi zban patted himgently. " yes;' the wage repeated, "inmportant
people.'

300

the Council of "itestone. ?fin inportant person

he Council of 4h~'hitestone net upon the twenty-eighth day of Decenber,
a day known as



Famine Day in Salammia, for it commenorated the suffering of the people
during the first winter follow ng the Cataclysm

Lord Gunthar thought it fitting to hold the Council meeting on this
day, which was marked by fasting and neditation.

I had been over a nonth sine the armies sailed for Pal anthas. The news
Gunt har received fromthat city was snot good. A report had arrived
early an the rncrning of the twenkyeigh:h, :n fact. heading it tw ce
over, he sighed heavily,
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frowned, and tucked the paper into his belt.

The Council of Whitestone had net once before within the recent past, a
meeting precipitated by the arrival of the refugee elves in Southern
Ergoth and the appearance of the dragonarmies in northern Sol ami a.
This Council neeting was several nonths in the planning, and so, al
menber s-ei ther seated or advisory-were represented. Seated nenbers,

t hose who could vote, included the Knights of Solamia, the gnonmes, the
hill dwarves, the dark-skinned, sea-faring people of Northern Ergoth,
and a representative of the Solamic exiles living on Sancrist.,

Advi sory nenbers were the el ves, the mountain dwarves, and the kender
These nenbers were invited to express their opinions, but they could
not vote.

The first Council neeting, however, had not gone well. Sone of the old
feuds and ani nosities between the races represented burst into flane.
Arrnan Kharas, representative of the nountain dwarves, and Duncan
Hamerrock, of the hill dwarves, had to be physically restrained at one
point, or blood fromthat ancient feud m ght have fl owed agai n. Al hana
Sta.rL~reeze, representative of the Silvanesti in her Eatheis absence
refused to speak a ward during the entire session. Al hana had conme only
because Porthios of the Qualinesti was there. She feared an .alliance
bet ween the Qualinesti and the humans and was -rieternined to prevent
it.

Al hana need not have worried. Such was the distrust between humans and
elves, that they spoke to each other only out of politeness. Not even
Lord Gunthar's inpassioned speech., in which the had declared, "CQur
unity begi ns peace; our division ends hope!" made an i npression
Porthios's answer to this had been to bl ane the dragons' reappearance
on the humans. ' The hunmans, therefore, could'; extricate thenselves
fromthis disaster. Shortly after Porthiia

made his position clear, Al hana rose haughtily arid left, |eaving no
cane with any doubts about the position .of the ilvanesti.

The nmountain dwarf, Adman Kharas, had declared that ' people would be
willing to help, but that until tine Hanmer

ICtlaras was found, the npuntain dwarves could not be unit
knew at the tine that the conpani ons woul d

return the Hammer, so Gunthar was forced to discount the ' of the
dwarves. The only person; in fact, who offered help

was Kronin Thistleknott, chief of the kender. Since the |ast thing any
sane country wanted was the "aid" of an arny of kenders, this gesture
was received with polite smles, while the nmenbers exchanged horrified
| ooks behind Kronin's back.

The first Council disbanded, therefore, w thout acconplishing nuch of
anyt hi ng.

@un thar had hi gher hopes for this second Council neeting. The

di scovery of the dragon orb, of course, put everything in a nuch
brighter light. Representatives fromboth elven factions had arrived.
These included the Speaker of the Suns, who brought with hima hunman
claimng to be a cleric of Paladine. Gunthar had heard a great dea

No one



about Elistan from Sturm and he | ooked forward to neeting him Just
who woul d represent the Silvanesti, Gunthar wasn't certain. He assuned
it was the lord who had been decl ared regent follow ng A hana
Starbreeze's nysterious di sappearance.

The elves had arrived on Sancrist two days ago. Their tents stood out
inthe fields, gaily colored silk flags fluttering in brilliant
contrast to the gray, stormy sky. They were the only other race to
attend. There had not been tinme to send a nessage to the nountain
dwarves, and the hill dwarves were reported to be fighting for their
lives agai nst the dragonarnies; no nessenger could reach them

Gunt har hoped this neeting would unite the humans and the elves in the
great fight to drive the dragonarm es from Ansal on. Hut his hopes were
dashed before the neeting began.

After scanning the report fromthe arm es in Pal anthas, Gunthar |eft
his tent, preparing to make a final tour of the G ade of the Whitestone
to see that everything was in order. WIlls, his retainer, canme dashing
after him

"My lord;" the old man puffed" "return i nmedi ately:"

"What is it?" Gunthar asked. )gut the old retainer was too nuch out of
breath to reply.

Sighing, the Solamic lord went back to his tent where he found Lord
M chael, dressed in Eull arnor, pacing nervously.

"What's the matter?" Qunthar said, his heart sinking as he saw the
grave expression on the young lord's face

-M chael advanced quickly, seizing Gunthar by the arm "M lord, we
have received ward that the elves will demand the return of the dragon
orb. If we don't return it, they are prepared to go to war to recover
ite

"What ?" Gunt har dermanded i ncredul ously. "War! Against us! That's

| udi crous! They can't- Are you certain? Howreliable is this

i nformati on?"

"Very reliable, I'"'mafraid, Lord Gunthar"

"My lord, | present Elistan, cleric of Paladine;'" Mchael said. "I beg
pardon for not introducing himearlier, but ny mind has . been in a
turmoil since he first brought nme this news:"

"I have heard a great deal about you, sir;" Lord Qunthar said,
extending his hand to the man.

The knight's eyes studied Elistan curiously. Gunthar hardly knew what
he had expected to see in a purported cleric of Pal adi ne-perhaps a
weak-eyed aesthetic, pale and | ean from study. Gunthar was not prepared
for this tall, well-built nan who might have ridden to battle with the
best of the knights. The ancient synbol of Pal adine-a platinum
medal I i on engraved with a dragon-hung about his neck.

Gunt har reviewed all he had heard from Sturm concerning Elistan,
including the cleric's intention to try and convince the elves to unite
with the humans. Elistan smiled wearily, as if ; aware of every thought
gassing through Qunthar's mnd. They were the thoughts he answered.

"Yes, | have failed;' Eistan admtted. "It was all | could do to
persuade themto attend the Council neeting, and they have:,
conehere only, | fear, to give you an ultimatum return the orb.~
to the elves or fight to retainit:' ?

Gunt har sank into a chair,, gesturing weakly with his, hand for the
others to be seated. Before him an a table, were spread maps of the

| ands of Ansal on, show ng in shades of darkness,: the insidious advance
of the dragonarmnmies. CGunthar's gaa~, rested on the maps, then suddenly
he swept themto the flood

"We might as well give up right now" he snarled. ".'Send .~ nessage to



the Dragon Highlords: 'Don't bather to cone an wipe us out. W're
managi ng quite nicely on our own.

Angrily, he hurled on the table the nessage he had received "There''
That's from Pal ant! nas. The peopl e have insisted knights | eave the
city. The Palarrthians are negotiating with t . Dragon B-1ighl oa~3s,
and : he presence of the knights 'serio conprom ses their position.
They refuse to give us any ae And so an arny of a thousand
|'"alanthiarss sits idlel™

"What is Lord Derek doing, ny lord?" Mchael asked

"He and the knights and a thousand footnen, refugees fromthe occupied
lands in Throtyl, are fortifying the High Cerist"s tower, south of

Pal ant has;' Gunthar said wearily. "itguards the only pass through the
Vingaard Mountains. W'll protect Palanthas for a tinme, but if the
dragonarm es get through . . :' He fell silent. "Damm it;"' he

whi spered, beating his fist gently upon the table, "we could hold that
pass with two thousand nen! The fools! And now this?" He waved his hand
in the direction of the elven tents.

Gunt har sighed, letting his head fall into his hands. "Wll, what do
you counsel, cleric?"

Elistan .+,+as quiet far a nonent, before he answered. "It is witten
in the Disks of Mshakal that evil, by its very nature, wll always
turn in upon itself. Thus it becones self-defeating:' He laid his hand
upon Gunthar's shoulder. "I do not know what may cone of this meeting
My gods have kept this secret fromne. It could be they thensel ves do
not know, that the future of the world stands in bal ance, and what we
decide here will determine it. | do know this: Do not enter with defeat
in your heart, far that will be the first victory of evil:"

So saying, Elistan rose and left the tent quietly.

Gunthar sat in silence after the cleric had gone. It seened that the
whol e world was silent, in fact, he thought. The wi nd had died during
the night. The storm clouds hung | ow and heave, nuffling sound so that
even the clarion trunpet's call narking day's dawning seened flat. A
rustling broke his concentration. Mchael was slowy gathering up the
spilled maps. Gunthar raised his head, rubbing; his eyes.

"What do you think?" "'Of what? The elves?" "That cleric;" Gunthar
said, staring out the tent opening.

"Certainly nor. what | would have expected;" M chael answered, his gage
following Gunthar's, "Mre |like the stories

~n™' e've heard of the clerics of old, the ones that guided the KnigAts
in the days before the Cataclysm He's not much |ike these charl at ans
we've got now. Elistan is a man who woul d

stand beside you on the field of battle, calling dawn Pal adi ne's

bl essing with one hand while wielding his mace with the other. He wears
the nmedal lion that none have seen since the gods
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abandoned us. But is he a true cleric?" Mchael shrugged. "It will take
a lot nmore than a nedallion to convince ne:"

"I agree:' Gunthar rose to his feet and began to walk toward the tent

flap. "Well, it is nearly tine. Stay here, Mchael, in case any nare
reports came in:" Starting to | eave, he paused at the entrance to the
tent. "Haw odd it is, Mchael;' he nmurnured, his eyes foll ow ng

Eli stan, now no nore than a speck of white in the distance. "W have
al ways been a peopl e who | ooked to the gods for our hope, a people of
faith, who distrusted magic. Yet now we | ook to magic for that hope,
and when a chance cones to renew our faith, we question it:"

Lord M chael made no answer. Cunthar shook his head and, still
panderi ng, made his way to the G ade of the Whitestone.



As Gunt har said, the Sol amic people had al ways been f aith-

ffollowers of the gods, Long ago, in the days before the Cataclysm the
d ade of the Witestone had been one of the hole centers of worship.
The phenonenon of the white rock had attracted the attention of the
curious | onger than anyone renmenbered. The Kingpriest of Istar hinself
had bl essed the huge white rock that sat in the niddle of a perpetually
green gl ade, declaring it sacred to the gods and forbidding any nortal;
being to touch it.

):ven after the Cataclysm when belief in the old gads died, the G ade
remai ned a sacred place. Perhaps that was becausey not even the
Cataclysmlead affected it. Legend held that whew the fiery nountain
fell fromthe sky, the ground around the' Whitestone cracked and split
apart, but the Whitestone~ remained intact.

So awesone was the sight of the huge white rock that, even now none
dared either approach or touch it. Wat stan>=~ powers it possessed,
none could say. Al they knew -was that the air around the Witestone
eras always springlike and warm No matter how bitter the winter, the
grass in Wiitestone G a was al ways. green

Though his heart was, heavy. CGunthar rel axed as he step inside the

gl ade and breathed the warm sweet air. Far nonent, he felt once again
the touch of Elistan's hand upon shoul der, inparting a feeling of inner
peace. -~

d anci ng around quickly, he saw all in readiness, Mass wooden chairs
with ornately carved backs had been placed on the green grass. Five for
the voting nmenbers of the Council stood to the left side of the

Wit estone, three for the advisory nenbers stood on the right. Polished
benches for the wi tnesses to the proceedi ngs as demanded by the
Measure, sat facing the Whitestone and the Council nenbers.

Sone of the witnesses had already begun arriving, Gunthar noticed. Most
of the elven party traveling with the Speaker and the Silvanesti |ord
were taking their seats. The two estranged el ven races sat near each

ot her, apart fromthe humans who were filing in as well. Everyone sat
daiietly, some in remenbrance of Fam ne Day; others, |ike the gnones,
who did not celebrate that holiday, in awe of their surroundings. Seats
in the front row were reserved for honored guests or far those with

| eave to speak before the Council

Gunt har saw the Speaker's stern-faced son, Porthios, enter with a
retinue of elven warriors. They took their seats in the front. Gunthar
wonder ed where Elistan was. He'd intended to ask himto speak. He had
been inpressed with the man's words (even if he was a charl atan) and
hoped he woul d repeat them

As he searched in vain for Elistan, he saw three strange figures enter
and seat thenselves in the front row it was the old mage in his bent
and shapel ess hat, his kender friend, and a gnone they had brought back
with them from Mount Nevermi nd. The three had arrived back fromtheir
journey only last night.,

Gunthar was forced to turn his attention back to the Wi kestone. The
advi sory Council menbers were entering. There were only two, Lord
Quinath of the Silvanesti, and the Speaker of the Suns. Gunthar | ooked
at the Speaker curiously, knowi ng he was one of the few beings an Krynn
to still renmenber the horrors of the Cataclysm

The Speaker was so stooped that he seened al nbst crippled. His hair

was, gray; his face haggard. But as he took his seat and turned his
gaze to the witnesses, Gunthar saw the elf's eyes Wre bright and
arresting. Lord Quinath, seated next to him was known to Gunthar, who
consi dered himas arrogant and proud as Porthios of the Qualinesti, but
lacking in the intell gence Porthi os possessed.



As for Porthios, Gunthar thought he could probably comet o |like the
Speaker's el dest son quite well. Porthios had every characteristic the
kni ghts admired, with one exception-his quick tenper. Gunthar's
observations were interrupted, for nowit was tine for the voting
Council nenbers to enter and Gunthar had to take his place. First cane
Mr Kar-thon of Northern Ergoth, a dark-conpl exi oned man with iron-gray
hair and the arnms of | a giant. Next came Serdin MarThasal,
representing the Exiles i on Sancrist, and finally Lord Gunthar, Knight
of Sol ammi a. Once seated, Gunthar glanced around a final tinme. The huge
Wi t estone glistenedi behind him casting its own strange radiance, for
the sun world not shine today. On the other side of the Whitestone sat
t he Speaker, next to himLord Quinath. I Across fromthem facing the
Council, sat the w tnesses upon their benches. The kender was sitting
subdued, swi nging his short legs on his tall bench. The gnone shuffled
t hrough what | ooked |ike a ream of paper; Gunthar shuddered, w shing

there'd been tine to ask for a condensed report. The old nagi- . clan
yawned and scratched his head, peering around vaguely.
All was ready. At Gunthar's signal, two knights entered, . bearing a

gol den stand and a wooden chest. A silence that was al nost deathlike
descended on the crowd as they watched the entrance of the dragon orb
The knights carne to a halt, standing directly in (rant of the

Wi t estone. Here, one of the knights placed tl!'e golden s card” upon
the ground. The other set down the chest, unlocked it and carefully
brought forth the orb that was back to its origin site, over tw feet
in diameter.

A murmur went through the crowd. The Speaker of the Su shifted
unconfortably, scowing. H's son, Porthios, turned t_ say sonething to
an elflord near him Al of the elves., GQunth nuted, were arned. Not a
good sign, fromwhat little he kne of elven protocol.

He had no choice but to proceed. Calling the nmeeting . order, Lard

Gunt har Uth Wstan announced, "Let tine Coon cf V'dhitestane be:gin:'
After about two, minutes, it was obvious to Tasslehoff things were in a
real nmess.. Before Lord Gunthar had even c el uded his speech of

wel cone, the Speaker of the Suns rose-.

"My talk will be brief;' the elven | eader stated in a voice that

mat ched the steely gray of the storm clouds above him "The Silvanesti,
the Qualinesti, and the Kaganesti met in council shortly after the orb
was renoved fromour canp. It is the first tine the menbers of the
three communiti es have net since the Kinslayer wars." He paused, |aying
a heavy enphasis on those | ast words. Then he conti nued.

"We have decided to set aside our own differences in our perfect
agreenent that the dragon orb belongs in the hands of the elves, not in
t he hands of humans or any other race upon Krynn. Therefore, we cone
before the Council of Witestone and ask that the dragon orb be given
over to us forthwith., In return, we guarantee that we will take it to
our lands and keep it safe until such tine-if ever-it be needed:"

The Speaker sat down, his dark eyes sweeping aver the crowd, its
silence broken now by a murnmur of soft voices, The other Counci
menbers, sitting next to Lord Gunthar, shook their heads, their faces
grim The dark-skinned | eader of the Northern Ergoth peopl e whispered
to Lord Gunthar in a harsh voice, clenching his fist to enphasize his
wor ds.

Lord Gunthar, after l|istening and nodding for several nminutes, rose to
his feet to respond. H's speech was cool, calm conplinmentary to the
clues. But it said-between the |linesthat the Knights would see the
elves in the Abyss before they gave themthe dragon orb

The Speaker, understanding perfectly the nessage of steel couched in



the pretty phrases, rose to reply He spoke only one sentence, but it
brought the crowd of witnesses to their feet.

"Then, Lord Gunthar," the Speaker said, '"the elves declare that-from
this time on-we are at war!"

Hurmmans and el ves bath headed for the dragon orb that sat upon its

gol den stand, its nmilky white insides swirling gently within the
crystal. @unthar shouted For order tine and again, banging the hilt of
his sward upon the table. The Speaker spoke a ied4v words sharply in
elven, staring hard at his son, Porthios, and finally order was
restored.

)3u t the atnobsphere snapped | _ke the air before a storm Qunklrar

tal ked. The Speaker answered'. The Speaker tal ked. Gunthar answered.
The dark- ski nned mariner |lost his tenper and made a few cutting remarks
about elves. The lord of the

Silvanesti reduced himto quivering anger with his sarcastic
rejoinders. Several of the knights left, only to return arned to the
teeth. They cane to stand near Gunthar, their hands on their weapons.
The el ves, led by Porthios, rose to surround their own |eaders.

Gnosh, his report held fast in his hand, began to realize he warn"t
going to be asked to give it.

Tassl ehof f | ooked around despairingly for Elistan. He kept hoping
desperately the cleric would cone. Elistan could cal mthese people
down. O maybe Laurana. \Where was sheT There'd been no ward of his
friends, the elves had told the kender coldly. She and her brother had
apparently vani shed in the wilderness. | shouldn't lave left them Tas
thought. | shouldn't be here. Wiy, why did this crazy old mage bring
me7 1'musel ess! Maybe Fi zban coul d do sonet hi ng? Tas | ooked at the
mage hopeful |y, but Fizban was sound asl eep!

"Pl ease, wake up!" Tas begged, shaking him "Sonebody's got to do
sonet hi ng!"

At that nmonent, he heard Lord Gunthar yell, "The dragon orb is not
yours by right! Lady Laurana and the others were bringing it to us when
they were shi pwecked! You tried to keep it on Ergoth by force, and
your own daughter-"

",Mention not nmy daughter!" the Speaker said in a deep, . harsh voice
"I do not have a daughter:'

Sonet hi ng broke within Tassl ehoff. Confused nenories of

Laurana fighting desperately against the evil w zard whoj guarded the
orb, Laurana battling draconians, Laurana tiring her bow at the white
dragon;. Laurana ministering to himsari tenderly when bed been near
death. To be cast off by her owl people when she was working so
desperately to save them ~ when she had sacrificed so nuch ...

"Stop this!" Tasslehoff heard hinself yelling at the top of his voice.
"Stop this right now and listen to nme!" ~

Suddenly he saw, to his astoni shnent, that everrjone haac stopped

tal king and was staring at him

Now that he had his audience, Tas realized he didn.'t ha » any idea
what to say to all of these inportant pecVie.But knew he had to say
sonething. After all, he thought, this is fault-I read about these dam
orbs.. Qulping, he slid off ~~' bench and wal ked toward the Witestone
and the two host' groups clustered around it. He thought he saw-out of
the corner of his eye-Fizban grinning fromunder his hat.

"I-1 . . ." The kender stamrered, wondering what to say. He was saved
by a sudden inspiration.

"I demand the right to represent ny people;' Tasslehoff said proudly,
"and take mnmy place on the advisory council:'



Fl'i pping his tassle of brown hair over his shoul der, the kender cane to
stand right in front of the dragon orb. Looking up, he could see the
VWi testone towering over it and over him Tas stared at the stone,
shivering, then quickly turned his gaze fromthe rock to Gunthar and

t he Speaker of the Suns.

And t hen Tassl ehof f knew what he had to do. He began to shake with
fear. He-Tasslehoff Burrfoot-who' d never been afraid of anything in his
life! He'd faced dragons w thout trenmb;ing, but the know edge of what
he was going to do now appalled him H's hands felt as if he' d been
maki ng snowbal | s wi thout gloves on. His tongue seened to belong in somne
| arger person"s mouth. But Tas was resolute. He just had to keep them
tal ki ng, keep them from guessi ng what he pl anned.

"You' ve never taken us kenders very seriously; you know," Tas began,
hi s voi ce sounding too |l oud and shrill in his own ears, "and | can't
say | blanme you much. W don't have a strong sense of responsibility, |
guess, and we are probably too curious for own goad-but, | ask you, how

are you going to find out anything if you' re not curious?"

Tas could see the ; Speaker's face turn to steel, even Lord Gunthar was
scow i ng. The kender edged nearer the dragon orb.

"4lre cause | ots of trouble, | suppose, w thout neaning to, and
occasional ly sone of us do happen to acquire certain things which
aren't ours. But one thing the kender know is-'

Tassl ehof f broke into a run. Quick and Iithe as a nouse, he sipped
easily through the hands that tried to catch him reaching the dragon
orb within a matter of seconds. Faces blurred ar ound hinn, nouths
opened, shrieking and yelling at him But they were too |ate.

Ir, one swift srnocth novenent, Tasslehoff hurled the dragon ors at the
huge, gl eam ng Wit est one.

The round, gleanm ng crystal-its insides swirling in a3itation-hung
sus~ended in the air for long, long seconds. Tas wondered if the orb
had the power to halt its flight. But it
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was just a fevered inpression in the kender's m nd.

The dragon orb struck the rock and shattered, bursting into a thousand
sparkling pieces. For an instant, a ball of mlky white snoke hung in
the air, as if trying desperately to hold itself together. Then the
warm springlikebreeze of the glade caught it and swept it apart.
There was intense, awful silence.

' She kender stood, |ooking calmMy down at the shattered dragon orb

"We know;" he said in a small voice that dropped into the dreadful
silence like a tiny drop of rain, "we should be fighting dragons. Not
each other."

No one noved. No one spoke- Then there was a thunp.

Ghoeh had fainted

The sil ence broke-al nost as shattering as the breaking of the orb. Lord
Gunt har and the Speaker bath lunged at Tas. One caught hold of the
kender's | eft shoul der, one his .right.

"What have you done?" Lord Gunthar's :ace was livid, his; eyes wild as
he gripped the kender with trenbling hands.

"Yore have brought death upon us all!" The Speaker's finget bit into
Tas's flesh like the claws of a predatory bird. "You haves5 destroyed
our only hope!"

"And for that, he hinself will be the first to die!"

I3nrthios-tall, grimfaced el 5l ord-1 oomed above the cow Bring kender,
his sword glistening in his hand. The | end

stood his ground between the elven king .and the knight,
pal e, his expression. defiant. He had known when

smal | face



commited his crime ahat death would be the penalty.

Tanis will be unhappy over what |'ve done" Tas than sadly. But at |east
he'' 1l hear that | died bravely.
"Now, now, now. . :" said a sleepy voice. "No ones going t die!l At

|l east not at this nmonent. Quit waving that swo around, Porthi os!
Soneone |1 get hurt:"

Tas peered out fromunder a heaving sea of arns and shin arrnar to see
Fi zban, yawni ng, step over the inert body of

gname and totter toward them Elves and humans nade

Ecr [-,:m to pass, as if conpelled to do so by an unseen force
Porthios whirled to face Fizban, so angry that saliva bubbl or, his
Iips and his speech was nearly incoherent.

"Beware, old nman, or you will share in the punishment[’

"l said quit waving that sword around;" Fizban snapped irritably,
wiggling a finger at the sword.

Part hi os dropped his weapon with a wild cry. Clutching his stinging,
burni ng hand, he stared down at the sword in astonishment-the hilt had
grown thorns! Fizban cane to stand next to the elflord and regarded him
angrily.

"You're a fine young man, but you shoul d have been taught sone respect

for your elders. | said to put that sword down and | neant it! Maybe
you' Il believe ne next time!" Fizban's bal eful gaze switched to the
Speaker. "And you, Sol ostaran, were a good nan about two hundred years
ago. Managed to raise three fine children-three fine children, | said.

Don't give ne any of this nonsense about not having a daughter. You
have one, and a fine girl she is. Mre sense than her father. Mist take
after her nother's side. Where was 1? Ch, yes. you brought up Tanis

Hal f -El ven, too. You know, Sol astaran, between the four of these young
people, we night save this world get.

"Now | want everyone to take his seat. Yes, you, too, Lord Gunthar

Cone al ong, Solostaran, |I'Il help. W old nmen have to stick together
Tao bad you're such a damm fool :"

Muttering into his beard, Fizban |ed the astounded Speaker :a his
chair. Porthios, his face twisted inpain, stumbled back to his seat
with the help of his warriors.

Slowy the assenbl ed el ves and kni ghts sat down, nurnuring anong

t hensel ves-all casting dark | ooks at the shattered dragon orb that |ay
beneat h t he Whitestone.

Fi zban settled the Speaker in his seat, glowered at Lord Quinath, who

t hought he had sonething to say but quickly decided he didn't.
Satisfied, the old wage carne back to the front of the Witestone where
Tas stood, shaken and confused

"You;" Fizban | ooked at the kender as if he'd never seen him before,
"*'go and attend to that poor chap:' He Kaved a hand at the gnome, who
was still out cold.

Feeling his knees trenble, Tasslehoff walked slowy aver to Grhosh and
knelt down beside nice, glad to I ank at sonething other than the angel,
fear-filled faces.

“CGnash; he whispered niserably, patting the gnome on the cheek, "I'm
sorry. | truly am | mean about your Life Quest and your fat_Wer's sou
and everything. But there just didn't wean to be anything else to do:"
Fi zban turned around slowy and faced the assenbl ed group, pushing his
hat back on his head. "Yes, I'mgoing to | ecture you. You deserve it,
every one of you-so don't sit there | ooking self-righteous. That
kender' "-he pointed at Tassl ehoff, who cringed-"has nore brains beneath
that ridicul ous topknot of his than the Iot of you have put together.
Do you know what woul d have happened to you if the kender hadn't had



the guts to do what he did? Do you? "ell, 11l tell you. Just let ne

find a seat here. :' Fizban peered around vaguely. "Ah, yes, there.
:' Nodding in satisfaction, the old nmage toddl ed over and sat down on

the ground, |eaning his back against the sacred Wit estone!

The assenbl ed kni ghts gasped in horror. Qunthar |eaped to his feet,

appal l ed at this sacril ege.

"No nortal can touch the Wiitestone!" he yelled, striding forward.

Fi zban slowy turned his head to regard the furious knight. "One nore

word;" the old nage said solemmly, "and I'Il make, your noustaches fal

of f. Now sit down and shut up!"

Sputtering, Gunthar was brought up short by an inperious; gesture from

the old man. The knight coul d do nothing bu

return to his seat.

"Where was | before | was interrupted?" Fizban scow ed, d ancing

around, his gaze fell on the broken pieces of the orb" "Ch, yes. | was

about to tell you a story. One of you woul d have won the orb, of

course. And you would have taken it either to keep it 'safe' or to

‘save the world: And, ye, it is cap ble of saving the world, but only

if you know how to use'*, Who of you has this know edge? Who has true

strength? orb was created by the greatest, nost powerful nages of of

Al the nost powerful -do you understand? It was created b those of the

White Robes and these of the Black Robes. It h the essence of both evi

and good. The Red Robes brought bo essences together and bound t hem

with their force. Fewth are now with the power and strength to

understand the orb, fathomits secrets, and to gain nastery over it.

Few i ndeed" Fizban's eyes gl eaned-".and none who sit here!"

Silence had fallen now, a profound silence as they Ilis.tened the old

mage, whose voice was strong and carried above rising wind that was

bl owi ng the stormclouds from the sky,

"One of you would have taken the orb and used it, and you woul d have

found that you had hurled yourself upon disaster. You would have been

broken as surely as the kender broke the orb. As for hope being

shattered, | tell you that hope was lost for a tinme, but nowit has

been new born-"

A sudden gust of w nd caught the old nage's hat, blowing it

off his head and tossing it playfully away fromhim Snarling in

irritation, Fizban crawl ed forward to pick it up.

Just as the mage | eaned over, the sun broke through the clouds. There

was a blazing flash of silver, followed by a splin-

tering, deafening crack as though the land itself had split apart.

Hal f -bl i nded by the flaring light, people blinked and gazed in fear and

awe at the terrifying sight before their eyes.

The Whitestone had been split asunder.

The old magician lay sprawmled at its base, his hat clutched in his

hand, his other armflung over his head in terror. Above him piercing

the rock where he had been sitting, was a iong

weapon nmade of gleamng silver. It had been thrown by the silver arm of

a bl ack man, who wal ked over to stand beside it. Acconpanying himwere

three people: an elven wonan dressed in |eather arnor, an old, white-

bearded dwarf, and Elistan.

Am d the stunned silence of the crowd, !he black man reached out and

lifted the weapon fromthe splintered remains of the rock. He held it

hi gh above his head, and the silver barbed point glittered brightly in

the rays of the nidday sun.

"I am Theros Ironfeld ," the man called out in a deep voice,

"and for the last nmonth | have been forging these!" He shook the weapon

in his hand. "I have taken nolten silver fromthe well hidden deep



within the heart of the Monument of the Silver Dragon. Wth the .silver
armgiven ne by the gods,, | have

forged the weapon as | egend foretold. And this | -bring to youto al

the people of Krynn-that we nmay join together and defeat the great evil
that threatens to engulf us in darkness forever.

"l bring you-the Dragonl ance!"

Wth that, Theros thrust the weapon deep into the ground. It

stood, straight and shining, anm d 6e broken pieces of the dragon orb

An unexpected journey.

fished;' Laurana said. "I amfree to | eave" "Yes;'
"and

I'l,tknd now ny task is fig

I know why you | eave"Laurana flushed and | owered her eyes-"but where
will

an?,

"Silvanesti," she replied. "The last place | sawhim.' "Only in a
dream"” "No, that was nore than a dream' Laurana replied, shw dering.
"It was real. He was there. He is alive and | must fin him"

"Surely, ny dear, you should stay here, then;" Elistan suggested. "You
say that in the dream he had found a dragon orb. If he has it, he wll
cone to Sancrist "

Laurana did not answer. Unhappy and irresolute, she stared out the

wi ndow of Lard Gunthar's castle where she, Elistan, Flint, and

Tassl ehof f were staying as his guests.

She shoul d have been with the elves. Before they | eft TvNhitestone

G ade, her father had asked her to cone back with themto Southern
Ergoth . But Laurana refused. Al though she did not say it, she knew she
woul d never |ive anpbng her people again.

Her father had not pressed her, and-in his eyes-she saw that he heard
her unspoken words. Elves aged by years, not by days, as did humans.
For her father, it seenmed as if tune had accel erated and he was
changi ng even as she watched. She feet as though she were seeing him
through Raistlin's hourglass eyes, and the thought was terrifying. Yet
the news she brought himonly increased his bitter unhappiness.

G | thanas had not returned. Nor could Laurana tell her father where his
bel oved son had gone, for the journey he and Silvara nmade was dark and
fraught with peril. Laurana bold her father only that G |thanas was not
dead.

"You know where he is?" the Speaker asked after a pause.

"I do," Laurana answered, "or rather-1 know where he goes:'

"Acrd you cannot speak of this, even to ne-his father?"

Elistan said slowy;

Laurana shook her head steadfastly. "No, Speaker, | cannot. Forgive ne,
but we agreed when the deci sion was made to undertake this desperate
action that those of us who knew would tell no one. No one,." she

r epeat ed.

"So you do not trust me-"

Laurana sighed. Her eyes went to the shattered Witestone. "Father, .’
she said, "you nearly went to war . . . with the only People who pan
help save us . . . .

Her father had not replied, but-in his cool farewell arid in the way he
| eaned upon the armof his elder .child-he made it clear to Laurana
that he now had cn7y one child.

Theras went with the elves. Following his dramatic presentation of the
dragonl ance, the Council of Whitestone had voted unanirai.ously to nake
nmore of these weapons. and unite all races in the fight against the



dr agonar ni es.
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"At present;" Theros announced, "we have only those few |lances | was
able to forge by nmyself within a nonth's time, and | bring severa
ancient |ances the Silver Dragons hid at the tinme the dragons were
bani shed fromthe world. But we'll need nore-many nore. | need men to
help ne!™

The elves agreed to provide nmen to help nake the dragonl ances, but
whet her or not they would help fight-
"That remains a matter we nust discuss;
"Don't discuss it too long," Flint Fireforge snapped,
find yoursel f discussing it with a Dragon Highlord:
"The el ves keep their own counsel and ask far no advice from dwarves;
the Speaker replied coldly. "Besides, we do not even, know if these

| ances work! The | egend said they were to be forged by one of the
Silver Arm that is certain. But it also says that the Hammer of Kharas
.vas needed in the forging. Were ' the Hamrer now?" he asked Theros.
"The Hammer coul d not be brought here in time, even if ' could be kept
fromthe dragonarm es. The Hamrer of Khar

was required in days of old, because man's skill v.-~as not,

the Speaker said.
"or you night

cient by itself to produce the lances. Mne is;' he added proudl "You
saw what the lance did to that rock:"

"W shall see what it does to dragons;" the Speaker said, the Second
Council of Whitestone drewto a close. Gunth proposed at the |ast that
the |l ances Theros had brought w himbe sent to the knights in

Pal ant has.

These thoughts passed through Laurana's mind as she st out across the
bl eak wi nter |andscape. It woul d' ve snowi ng the valley soon, Lord
Gunt har sai d.

I cannot stay here, Laurana thought, pressing her f against the chil
glass. | shall go nad.

"1"ve studied Gunthar's maps;' she nmurnured, alnost s ing to herself,
"and |1've seen the location of the dragona ' Tanis will never reach
Sancrist, And if he does have the orb, may not know the danger' it
Poses. | must warn him"

"My dear, you're not talking sensibly,"” Elistan said mldly. Tanis
cannot reach Sancrist safely, howw |l you reach hl Think |ogically,
Laur ana-"

"I don't want to think logically!" Laurana cried, stoxrq her foot and

glaring angrily at the cleric, "I'"msick of being sible! I'mtired of

this whale war. |'ve done ny part-°~
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than my part. | just want to find Tanis!"

Seeing Elistan's synpathetic face, Laurana sighed. "lI'msorry, ny dear
friend. I know what you say is true;" she said, ashanmed. "But | can't

stay here and do not hing!"

Though Laurana didn't mention it, she had anot her concern. That human
worman, that Kitiara. Where was she? Were they together as she had seen
in the dreanf? Laurana realized now, suddenly, that the renenbered i mage
of Kitiara standing with Tanis's arm around her was nore disturbing
than the i mage she had see of her own death.

At that nmonent, Lord Gunthar suddenly entered the room

"Chl" he said, startled, seeing Elistan and Laurana. "I'm sorry, | hope
I am not di sturbing-"

"Pl ease, no, cone in;' Laurana said quickly.



"Thank you;" Qunthar said, stepping inside .and carefully shutting the
door -first glancing down the hallway to nmake certain no one was near.
He joined themat the window. "Actually |I needed to talk to you both,
anyway. | sent WIls |looking far you. This is best, however. No one
knows we're speaking."

More intrigue, Laurana thought wearily. Throughout their journey to
Gunt har's castle, she had heard about nothing but the politica
infighting that was destroyi ng the Kni ghthood.

Shocked and outraged at Gunthar's story of Sturnmis trial, i.aurana had
gone before a Council of Knights to speak in Sturm s defense. Although
t he appearance of a woman at a Caunci: was unheard of, the knights were
i mpressed by this vibrant, beautiful young worman's el oquent speech on
Sturm s behal f. The tact that Laurana was a nenber of the royal elven
househol d, and that she had brought the dragonl ances,, al so spoke
highly in her favor.

Even Derek's faction-those that remai ned-were hardpressed to fault her.
But the knights had been unable to reach a decision. The man appoi nted
to stand in Lord Alfred s place eras strongly in Derek's kept-as the
phrase went-and Lard M chael hoc vacillated to such a degree that

Gunt har had been forced to throw the matter to an open vote. The

kni ght s demanded a period of reflection and the neeting was adj our ned.
They had reconvened this afternoon. Apparently, Cunthar had just cane
fromthis neeting.

Laurana knew, fromthe |l ook on Qunthar's face, that things
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had gone favorably. But if so, why the maneuvering? "Sturm s been

par doned?" she asked. Gunthar grinned and rubbed his hands together.
"Not parcloned, ny dear. That would have inplied his guilt. No. He has

been conpl etely vindicated! | pushed for that. Pardon woul d not have
suited us at all. Hi s knighthood is granted. He has his command
officially bestowed upon him And Derek is in serious trouble!™ "I am

happy, f StUrm s sake;' Laurana said coolly, exchanging worried |ooks
with Elistan. Although she |iked what she had seen of Lord Gunthar, she
had been brought up in a royal household and knew Sturm was bei ng nade
a gane piece. Gunthar caught the edge of ice in her voice, and his face
becane grave. "Lady Laurana;' he said, speaking nore sonberly, "I know
what you are thanking that | amdangling Sturmfrom puppet strings. Let
us be brutally frank" |lady. The Knights are divided, split into two
factions-Derek's and ny own. And we both know what happens to a tree
split in two:' both si des wither and die. This b atkle between us
must end, or will have tragic consequences. Now, |lady and Elistan, for
have conme to trust and rely on your judgnent, | leave this it your
hands. You have nmet ne and you have net Lard Derelip" Crownguard, Wo
woul d you choose to head the Knights?"

"You, of course, Lord Gunthar," Elistan said sincerely.

Laurana nodded her head. "I agree. This feud is ruinous the Knightood.
| saw that nyself, in the Council neeti And-fromwhat |'ve heard of the
reports coming fr Palanthas-it is hurting our cause there as well. MW

first ¢ tern. nmust be for ny friend, however:"

"I quite understand, and | amglad to hear you say so;" Gthar said
approvingly, "because it makes the verve great favo am about to ask of
you easier' Gunthar tack Laurana's arm want you to go to Pal ant has:'
"tNhat ? Why? | don't. understand!"

"OfF course not. Let me explain. Please sit down. You, t Elistan. ']
pour some wi ne-"

I think not," Laurana sand, sitting near the w ndow.

"Very well" Gunthar's face becanme grave. He laid his over Laurana's.



"We knew pulitics,you and I, lady. 50 1 going to arrange all my gane

pi eces bedore you. You will be traveling to Palanthas to teach the
knights to use the dragonlances. It is a legitimte reason. Wt hout
Theros, you and the dwarf are the only ones who understand their usage.
And--let's face it-the dwarf is too short to handle one:'

Gunthar cleared his throat. "You will take the | ances to Pal anthas. But
more inmportantly, you will carry with you a Wit of Vindication from
the Council fully restoring Sturms honor. That will strike the death's
blow to Derek's anmbition. The nmonment Sturm puts on his arnor, all wll

know | have the Council's full support. | shouldn't wonder if Derek
won't go on trial when he returns'
"But why nme?" Laurana asked bluntly. "I can teach anyoneLord M chael

for exanple-to use a dragonl ance. He can take themto Pal anthas. He can
carry the Wit to Sturm™
"Lady-" Lard GQunthar gripped her hand hard" drawi ng near and speaki ng

barely above a whisper- "you still do not understand! | cannot trust
Lord Mchael! | cannot- | dare not

trust any one of the knights with this! Derek has been knocked from his
horse-so to speak-but he hasn't lost the tourney yet. | need someone
can trust inplicitly! Soneone who knows

Derek for what he is, who has Sturm s best interests at heart!"™ "I do
have Sturms interests at heart;' Laurana said coldly. "I put them

above the interests of the Knighthood:'

"Ah, but renmenber, Lady Laurana,"” Gunthar said, rising to his feet and
bowi ng as he kissed her hand, "Sturms only inter-

est is the Knighthood. What would happen to him do you think, if the
Kni ght hood should fall? What will happen to himif Derek seizes
control ?"

In the end of course Laurana agreed to go to Pal anthas, as Gunthar had
known she must. As the tine of her departure drew nearer, she began to
dream al nost nightly of Tanis arriv-

ing on the island just hour; after she left. Mdre than once she was on
the verge of refusing to go, but then site thought of facing Tanis, of
having to tell himshe had refrused to go to Sturmto warn himof this
peril. This kept her fromchanging her mnd. This - and her regard for
Storm1l t was during the lonely nights, when her heart arid her arns
ached for Tanis, and she had visions of himholding that human Wnman -
wi t ht hedark, curl y hair, Hashing brawneyes, and the charm ng, crooked
smle, that her soul was in turnoil

Her friends could give her little confort. One of them Elistan, |eft
when a nessenger arrived fromthe elves, requesting the cleric's
presence, and asking that an enmissary fromthe knights acconpany hi m
There was little time for farewells. Wthin a day of the arrival of the
el ven nmessenger, Elistan and Lord Alfred' s son-a sol emm, serious young
man nanmed Dougl as- began their journey back to Southern Ergoth. Laurana
had newer felt so alone as she bid her nentor goodbye

Tassl ehof f faced a sad parting as well.

In the midst of the excitenent over the dragonlance, everyone for got
poor Gnosh and his Life Quest, which lay in a thousand sparkling pieces
on the grass. Everyone but Fizban, The aid magician rose fromwhere he
lay cowering on the ground before the shattered Witestone and went to
the stricken gnonme, who was staring woefully at the shattered dragon
orb. t

"There, there, nmy boy;" said Fizban, "this isn't the end of everything"
"It isri t?" asked Giosh, so mserable he finished a sentence, |

"No, of course not | You' ve got to look at this fromthe proper-
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per spective. Wiy, now you've got a chance to study a drago
orb fromthe inside outs”

Gnosh' s eyes brightened. "You're right;’
"and, in fact, | bet I could glue-"
"Yes, yes;' Fizban said hurriedly, but Grash |unged forward, his speech
growi ng faster and Easter.

"We could tag the pieces, don'tyousee, andt hendr awadi a gram

of wher eeachpi ece wasl yi ngont hegr ound, whi ch-"'

"Quite, quite;" Fizban nuttered.

"Step aside, sleep aside;" Gnosh said inportantly, shoo'nj people away
fromthe orb. "M nd where you wal k, Lord Guy than and, yes, we're going
to study it fromthe inside out nosn~, and | should have a report in a
matter of weeks-"

Gnosh and Fi zban cordoned off the area and set to work. Fg the next two
days, Fizban stood on the broken Whitestari making di agrans, supposedly
mar ki ng the exact | ocation d each piece before it was picked up. (One
of Fizban's diagraru accidentally ended up in the kender's pouch, Tas,
di scoverd later that it was actually a gane known as "x's and zeroes"
whi ch the mage had been playing agai nst hinsel f andapparentlye-lost. )
Gnosh, nmeanwhile, crawl ed happily around on the grass, sticking bits of
par chment adorned with nunbers on pieces of glass smaller than the bits
of parchnment. He and Fizban finally collected the 2, 687 pieces of
dragon orb in a basket and transported them back to Mount Nevernind.
Tassl ehof f had been offered the choice of staying with Fizban or going
to Pal anthas with Laurana and Flint. The choice was sinple. The kender
knew two such innocents as the elfmaid and the dwarf coul d not survive
without him But it was hard |leaving his old friend. Two days before
the ship sailed, he paid a final visit to the .gnones and to Fi zban.
After an exhilarating ride in the catapult, he found Giosh in the

Exam nati on Roam The pieces of the broken dragon orbtagged and
nunber ed- were spread out across two tables.

" Absol ut el yf asci naki ng, ;' Ghosh spoke so fast he stuttered, "because
wehaveandyzedt hegl ass, curiousmaterial, unlikenothingwe' ve everseen,
greatestdi scovery, thiscentury-"

"So your Life Quest is aver?" Tas interrupted. "Your father's soul -"
Restingconfartably!" Gnosh beaned, then returned to, his work.

".4ndsogl adyaueaul dst opby andi fy. ou' reeveri nt he

nei ghbor hoodconebyandseeusagai n-"

"I will;" Tas said, smling.

Tas found Fi zban two | evel s down. (A fascinating journeyhe sinply
yell ed out the nane -of his level, then Leaped into the void. Nets
flapped and fluttered, bells went off, gongs sounded and whistles bl ew
Tas was finally caught one | evel above the ground, just as the area was
bei ng i nundated w th sponges.)

Fi zban was i n Weapons Devel opnent, surrounded by gnones, all gazing at
himw th unabashed admirati on.

"Ah, ny boy!" he said, peering vaguely at Tasslehofe. "You re just in
time to see the testing of our new ;weapon. Revol utionize warfare. Mke
t he dragonl ance obsol ete. "’

"Really ?" Tas asked in excitement.

"A fact!" Fizban confirmed. "Now, you stand over here-' He an.otioned
to a ,gnone who | eaped to do his bidding, running

to stand in the nmddle of the cluttered room

Fi zban picked up what | ooked, to the kender's confused mnd, like a
crossbow that had been attacked by an enraged fisherman. It was a
crossbow all right. But instead of an arrow, a huge net dangled froma
hook on the end. Fizban, grunbling and nuttering, ordered the gnomes to

he said after a short pause



stand behi nd hi mand give himroom

"Now, you are the eneny;' Fizban told the gnome in the center of the
room The gnonme i medi ately assuned a fierce, warlike expression. The
ot her gnones nodded appreciatively.

Fi zban .ainmed, then let fly. The net sailed out into the air, got
snagged on the hook at the end of crossbow, and snappedback |ike a

col lapsing sail to engulf the magician.

" Conf ounded hook!" Fi zban muttered

Bet ween t he gnomes and Tas, they got hi m di sentangl ed.

"l guess this is good-bye," Tas said, slowy extending hid small hand.
"It is?" Fizban | ooked amazed" "Am | goi ng somewhere? | one told rne".
I'"'mnot packed-'

"I'"m going sonewhere;' Tas said patiently, "with Laur We're taking the
| ances and-oh, | don't think |I'm supposed tbe telling anyone;' he
added, enbarrassed.

"Don't worry. Mumis the word.' Fizban said in a ho. whisper that
carried clearly through the crowded room "You |ove Pal ant has.
Beautiful city. Gve Sturmnmny regards. and Tassl ehoff"-the ol d magici an
| ooked at himshrewdly, "'you did the right thing, ny boy!"

"1 did?" Tas said hopefully. "I"'mglad:" He hesitated. ", w dered
about what you said-the dark path. Did I-?"
Fi zban's face grew grave as he gripped Tas firmly an shoulder. '"I'm

afraid so. But you have the courage to wailk
"I hope so;'Tas said with a small sigh. "Well, good- bge. be back. Just
as soon as the mar's over."

"Ch, | probably won't be there;' Fizban said, shaking |-~s so viol enay
his hat slid off. "Soon as the new weapon"s
fected, I'Il be leaving for-" he paused. "Where was that

supposed to gc? | can't seemto recall. But don't worry.
meet again. At |east you're not |eaving ne buried under a
of chicken feathers!" he nmuttered, searching for his hat,
Tas picked it up and handed it to him

" Good- bye;"' the kender said, a choke in his voice.

" Good- bye, good-bye!" Fizban waved cheerfully. Thengiving the gnones a
hunted gl ance-he pulled Tas over to him "Uh, | seemto have forgotten
sonet hi ng. What was my nane agai n?"

Soneone el se sai d good-bye to the old nagician, too, although not under
quite the same circunstances.

Eli stan was pacing the shore of Sancrist, waiting for the boat that
woul d take him back to Sout hern Ergoth. The young man, Dougl as, wal ked
al ong beside him The two were deep in conversation, Elistan explaining
the ways of the ancient gods to a rapt and attentive listener.

Suddenly Elistan | ooked up to see the old, befuddl ed nmagi ci an he had
seen at the Council neeting. Elistan had tried for days to neet the old
mage, but Fizban al ways avoided him Thus it was w th astoni shnent
Elistan saw the old man conme wal ki ng toward t hem now al ong the
shoreline. H's head was bowed, he was nuttering to hinself. For a
monent, Elistan thought he woul d pass by wi thout noticing them when
suddenly the ol d nmage rai sed his head.

"Ch, | say! Haven't we met?" he asked, blinking.

For a nonent Elistan could not speak. The cleric's face turned deathly
white beneath its weathered tan. He was finally able to answer the old

mage, his voice was husky. "Indeed we have, sir. | did not realize it
bef ore mow. And though we were
but lately introduced, | feel that | have known you a long, long tine."

"I ndeed?" The old man scow ed suspiciously. "You re not making sone
sort of comment on ny age, are you?"



"No, certainly not!" Elistan sml ed.

The old man's face cl eared,

"1"Vell, have a pleasant journey. And a safe one. Farewel|l:"'

Leaning on a bent and battered staff, the old man toddl ed an past them
Suddenly he stopped and turned around. "Ch, by the way, the name's

Fi zban. "

"I''l'l renmenber;" Elistan said gravely, bow ng, "Fizban."

Pl eased, the ol d magi ci an nodded and continued on his way al ong the
shoreline while Elistan, suddenly thoughtful and quiet, resur-,eG his
wal kK with a sigh.

The Per echan.

Menories o, f |ong ago.

his is crazy, | hope

realize that!" Caranon hissed

,-We wouldn't be here it we were sane, would we?" |'a~ responded,
gritting his teeth.

"No," Cararnon nmuttered., "l suppose you're right:

The two nmen stood an the shadows of a dark alleyway, '~ town where

generally the only things ever found in alley we rats drunks and dead
bodi es.

e,

The nane of the wretched town was Flotsam and it well-nanmed, far :it

| ay upon the shores of the Blood Sea of

THE DRAGONS OF W NTER NI GHT

li ke the weckage of a broken vessel tossed upon the rocks. Peopled by
the dregs of nbst of the races of Krynn, Flotsamwas, in addition, an
occupi ed town now, overrun with draconi ans, goblins, and nercenaries of
all races, attracted to the Hi ghlords by high wages and the spoils of
war .

And so, "like the other scum' as Raistlin observed, the conpani ons

fl oated al ong upon the tides of war and were deposited in Flotsam Here
they hoped to find a ship that would take themon the |ong, treacherous
journey around the northern part of Ansalon to Sancrist-or wherever-
Where they were going was a point that had been much in contention

| atel y-ever since Raistlin's recovery fromhis illness. The conpani ons
had anxi ously watched him followi ng his use of the dragon orb, their
concern not conpletely centered on his health. Wat had happened when
he used the orb? What harm m ght he have brought upon thenf

"You need not fear," Raistlin told themin his whispering voice. "I am
not weak and foolish |like the elven king. | gained control of the orb
It did not gain control off nme:’

"Then what does it do? How can we use it?" Tanis asked, alarned by the
frozen expression on the nages netallic face.

"It took all ny strength to ,gain control of the orb; Raistlin replied,

his eyes on the ceiling above his bed. "It will require nmuch mare study
before | learn howto use it."
"Study . . :' Tanis repeated. "Study of the orb?"

Rai stlin flicked hima glance, then resuned staring at the ceiling.
"No," he replied. "The study of books,, witten by the ancient ones who
created the orb. W nust go to Pal anthas, to

the library of one Astinus, who resides there:

Tanis was silent for a noment. He coul d hear the nage's
in his lungs as he struggled to draw breath.

What keeps himclinging to this life? Tanis wondered sillentlv.

It had snowed that norning, but now the snow had charged to rain. Tanis

breath rattle



could hear it drummng on the wooden roof of the wagon. Heavy cl ouds
drifted across the sky. Perhaps it was

the gl oom of the day, but as he | ooked at Raistlin, Tanis felt a chill
creep through his body until the cold seened to freeze his heart.

"4Vas this what you neant, when you spoke of ancient spells?" Tani s
asked

"OF course. What el se?" Raistlin paused, coughing, then asked, "Wen
did | speak of . . .ancient spells?" ;

"When we first found you;" Tanis answered, watching the mage cl osely.
He noticed a crease in Raistlitis forehead and heard tension in his
shattered voice

"What did | say?"

"Not hi ng much;" Tanis replied warily. "Just sonething about ancient
spells, spells that would soon be yours:"

"That was all?"

Tanis did not reply immediately. Raistlin's strange, hourglass . eyes
focused on himcoldly. The half-elf shivered and nodded. Raistlin
turned his head away. His eyes closed. "I will sleep” now, " he said
softly. "Remenber, Tanis. Pal anthas."”

Tanis was forced to admt he wanted to go to Sancrist for~ purely

sel fish reasons. He hoped agai nst hope that Laurana and Sturm and the
others would be there. And it was where he hadi prom sed he woul d take
the dragons orb. But against this, 'n had to weigh Raistlin's steady

i nsi stence that they nust go to' the library of this Astinus to

di scover how to use the orb

Hs mind was still in a quandary when they reached Fl otsam Finally, he
deci ded they woul d set about getting passage on ship going north first
and decide where to land | ater.

But when they reached Flotsam they had a nasty shack's There were nore
draconians in that city than they had seen o their entire journey from
Port B alifor north. The streets werl~, crawing with heavily arned
patrols, taking an intense interest in strangers. Fortunately, the
conpani ons had sold their wag before entering the town, so they were
able to mingle with, crowds on the streets. But they hadn't been inside
one -city gat, five nminutes before they saw a draconian patrol arrest a
6umal s for "questioning:'

This alarmed them so they took roons in the first inn they came to-a
run-down place at the edge of town.

"How are we going to even get to the harbor, much | ess bw] passage on a
shi p?" Caranon asked as they settled into they shabby roons. "What's
goi ng on?"

"The i nnkeeper says a Dragon Highlord is in town. The dra,

I oni ans are searching far spies or sonething;" Tanis nuttere
unconfortably. The conpani ons exchanged gl ances.

"Maybe they' re searching fcr us;" Caranopn said.

"That's ridicul ous!™ Tanis answered qui ckly-too quickly.

"We're getting spooked. How coul d anyone know we're here? O know what
we carry2"

"I wonder-" Riverwind said grimy, glancing at Raistlin,

The nmage returned his glance coolly, not deigning to answer.

"Hot water For ny drink;" he instructed Caranon.

"There's only one way | can think of;"

Tani s said, as Caranpbn brought his brother the water as ordered.
"Caranobn and | will go out tonight and waylay two of the draganarny
sol di ers.

W'l | steal their uniforns. Not the draconians-" he said hastily, as
Caramon's brow winkled in disgust. "The human nercenaries. Then we can



nove around Flotsamfreely:"

After sanme discussion, everyone agreed it was the only plan that seemned
likely to work. The conpani ons ate dinner without nuch appetite-dining
in their roons rather than risk going into the comobn room

"You'l | be all right?" Caranon asked Raistlin uneasily when the two
were alone in the roomthey shared.

"I amquite capable of taking care of myself;' Raistlin replied. R sing
to his feet, he hadpi cked up a spellboak to study, when a fit of
coughi ng doubl ed hi m over.

Caranmon reached out his hated, but Raistlin flinched away-

"Be gone!" the mage gasped. "Leave me be!"

Cararnon hesitated, then he sighed. "Sure,. Raist;' he said, and | eft
the roam shutting the door gently behind him

Rai stlin stood far a nonent, trying to catch his breath. Then

he noved slowy across the room setting dawn the spell book. Wth a
trenbling hand, he picked up one of the many sacks that Car anon had

pl aced on the table beside his bed. Opening it, Raistlin carefully

wi t hdrew t he dragon orb.

Tani s and Cararnon-the half-elf keeping his hood pulled

lo,,v aver his face and ears-wal ked the streets of Flotsam watching
far two guards whose uniforns mght fit them This

woul d have been relatively easy :Ear Tanis, but finding a guard whose
arnor fit the giant Cararnon was nore difficult.

Whey both knew they had better find sonething .quickly. Mdre than once,
draconi ans | ooked t hem over suspiciously. Two draconi ans even fl opped
them insisting roughly an knowi ng their business. Caranon replied in
the crude nercenary dialect that they were seeking enploynment in the
Dragon Highlord's arny, and the draconians |let them go. But both nen
knew it was only a matter of tine before a patrol caught them

"I wonder what's going on?" Tanis nuttered worriedly.

"Maybe the war's heating up for the Highlords:' Caranmon began. "There
|l ook, Tanis. Going into that bar-"

"l see. Yeah, he's about your size. Duck into that alley. Wll wait
until they conme out, then-"The half-elf made a notion of winging a
neck. Caranon nodded. The two slipped through the filthy streets and
vani shed into the alley, hiding where they could keep on eye on the
front door of the bar

It was nearly, nmidnight. The nobons would not rise tonight_'' The rain
had ceased, but clouds still obscured the sky. The two nen crouched in
the alley were soon shivering, despite theiPl'' heavy cloaks. Rats

skittered across their feet, making the~q cringe in the darkness. A
drunken hobgoblin took a wong t and | urched past them falling
headfirst into a pile of garbage, The hobgoblin did not get back up
again and the sternch near ' nade Tanis and Caranon sick, but they
dared not |eave t vantage point.

Then they heard wel cone sounds-drunken | aught er human voi ces speaki ng
Common. The two guards they been waiting for |lurched out of the bar and
staggered) tow them

Atall iron brazier stood on the sidewal k, lighting the
The nercenaries lurched into its light, giving Tanis a dose
at them Both were officers in the dragonarny, he sawn.
pronot ed, he guessed, which may have been what they
celebrating. Their arnmor was shining new, relatively clead,
undented. It was good arnor, too, he saw with satisfac

Wade of blue steel, it was fashioned after the style of

I -1ighlords' own dragon-scale arnor. -:

"Ready?" Caranon whi spered. Tanis nodded. X



Cararnon drew his sword. "Elven scum " he roared ht deep, barrel -

chested bass. "I've found you out, and nowy cone with ne to the Dragon
Hi ghl ord, spy!"
“You'll never take ne alive!" Tanis drew his own sword; X

At the sound of their voices, the two officers staggered-,

stop, peering bleary-eyed into the dark alley. .-

The officers watched with growi ng interest as. Caranan.

Tanis made a few passes at each other, maneuvering thenselves into
position. Wen Caranon's back was to the officers and Tanis was facing
them the half-elf nade a sudden nove. Disarmi ng Cararnon, he sent the
warriors sword flying.

"Quick! Help ne take him" Caranon bell owed. "There's a reward out for
hi m dead or alive!"

The officers never hesitated. Fumbling drunkenly for their

weapons, they headed for Tanis, their faces twi sted into expressions of
cruel pleasure.

"That's it! Nail '"im" Caramon urged, waiting until they were

past him Then-just as they raised their swords - Caranmon"s huge hands
encircled their necks. He slamred their heads toget)-er, and the bodies
sl unped to the ground.

"I -furry!"™ Tanis grunted. He dragged one body by the feet away fromthe
light. Caranon followed with the other. Quickly they began to strip off
t he arnor.

"Phew This one nust have been half-troll;'

Cararnon said, waning his hand to clear the air of the foul snell.
"Quit conplaining !'" Tanis snapped, trying to figure out how

the conpl ex sgstem of buckl es and straps worked. "At |east you' re used
to wearing this stuff. Gve ne a hand with this, will our."

"Sure:' Carampon, grinning, helped to buckle Tanis into the arnor "An
elf in plate armor. What's the world com ng to?"

"Sad tines:' Tanis nutterer). "Wen are we supposed to neet that ship
captain GlilLiamtold you about?" "He said we could find her on board
around daybr eak:

"The nane's Maquesta Kar-thon;" said the worman, her expression co. 3i
and businesslike. "And-iet me guess-you're not officers in the
dragonarny, Not unless they're hiring elves these | ows'

Tani s flushed, slowmy drawing off the helmof the officer. "lIs it that
a"ovi aus?'

beard is very shrugged. "Probably not to anyone el se. The ery good-
perhaps | should say half-elf, of course. And the hel mhi des your ears.
But unless you get a nmask, those pretty, alnond shaped eyes of yours
are a dead give-away. But

tern' na°. nmany draconians are apt to |look into your pretty eyes, are

t hey. ?* Leani ng back in her chair, she put a booted foot on a table,
and regarded himcoolly.

Tani s heard Caramon chuckle, and felt his skin burn.

They were on board the Perechon, sitting in the captain's cabin, across
fromthe captain herself. Maquesta Kar-thon was one of the dark-skinned
race living in Northern Ergoth. Her people had been sailors for
centuries and, it was popul arly believed, could speak the |anguages of
seabirds and dol phins. Tanis found hinsel f thinking of Theros Ironfeld
as he | ooked at Maquesta. The wonman's skin was shining black, her hair
tightly curled and bound with a gold band around her forehead. Her eyes
were brown and shining as her skin. But there was the glint of stee
fromthe dagger at her belt, and the glint of steel in her eyes.

"We're here to discuss business, Captain Maque-" Tanis stumnbl ed over

t he strange nane.



"Sure you are;" the woman said. "And call ne Mag. Easier for both of
us. It's well you have this letter fromPig-faced WIlliam or

woul dn't have even tal ked to you. But he says you're square and your
money's good, so I'Il listen. Nor, where're. you bound?" '

Tani s exchanged gl ances with Caranpbn. That was the ques-' tion.

Besi des, he wasn't certain he wanted either of their desti» nations
known. Pal anthas was the capital city of Solaml a,~ while Sancrist was
a wel | - known haven of the Knights.

"Ch, for the love of-" Mag snapped, seeing them hesitate. Her eyes
flared. Renoving her foot fromthe table, she stared a themgriny
"You either trust me or you don't!"

"Shoul d we?" Tanis asked bluntly.

Mag rai sed an eyebrow. "How nmuch noney do you have

"Enough;" Tanis said. "Let's just say that we want to north, around the
Cape of Nordmmar. If, at that point, we s ' find each other's conpany
agreeable, we'll go on. If not, we pay you off, and you put us in a
saf e harbor:

"Kal aman;' said Mag, settling back. She seenmed anu "That's a safe
harbor As safe as any these days. Half noney now. Half at Kal anan. Any
farther is negotiable:"

"Safe delivery to Kal aman" Tani s anended.

"Who can prom se?"' Maq shrugged. "Ys a rough tine year to travel by
sea." She rose languidly, stretchinrz |like a Caranpbn, :standing up

qui ckly, stared at E er .adnmiringly:

"It's a deal;" she said. "Conme on. I'll show you the ship:
hlaq |l ed themonto the deck. The ship seened fit and trimas far as
Tani s, who knew not hi ng about ships, could tell. Her voice and nanner

had been cold when they first talked to her, but when she showed them
around her ship, she seenmed to warmup. Tanis had seen the sane
expression, heard the same warmtones Maq used in tal king about her
ship that Ti ka used when tal ki ng about Caranon. The Perechon was
obviously Mag's only | ove.

The ship was quiet, enpty. Her crew was ashore, along with her first
mat e, Maqg explained. The only other person Tanis saw on board was a nman
sitting by hinself, nmending a sail. The nman | ooked up as they passed,
and Tanis saw his eyes widen in alarmat the sight of the dragon arnor.
"Nocesta, Berem' Maqg said to himsoothingly as they passed. She made a
slashing nmotion with her hand, gesturing to Tanis and Caranon.

"Nocesta. Custoners. Mney."

The man nodded and went back to his work.

"Who is he?" Tanis asked Maq in a | ow voice as they wal ked toward her
cabin once nmore to conclude their business.

"Who? Beren?" she asked, glancing around. "He's the hel nsman. Don't
know nmuch about him He canme around a few nonths back, |ooking for

wor k. Took himon as a deckswab. Then nmy helnsnman was killed in a snal
altercation with-

well, never mind. But this fellow turned out to be a d' amgood hand at
the wheel, better than the first, in fact. He's an odd one, though. A
mut e. Never .speaks. Never goes ashore, if he can help it. Wote his
name down for ne in the ship's book, or | woul dr't have known that nuch
about him Why?" she asked,

noticing Tanis studying the man intently.

Beremwas tall, well-built. At first sight, one m ght guess himto be

m ddl e- aged, by human terns. H's hair was gray; his face was cl ean-
shaven, deeply tanned, and weathered from nont hs

spent on board ship. But his eyes were youthful, clear, and bright. The
hands that held the needl e were snmooth andstrong, the hands of a young



man. El ven bl ood, perhaps, Tanis thought, but if so at wasn't apparent
in any of his features.
"I"ve seen hi m somewhere
you renenber hinP"

"l ash, come on;" sand the big warrior. "W've seen hundreds of people
this past nonth, Tanis. He was probably in the audi ence at one of our
shows. "

"No." Tanis shook his head. "When | first saw him | thought of Pax
Tharkas and Sturm . .
"Hey | got a lot of work to do, half-elf;' Maquesta said. "You com ng
or you gonna gawk at a guy stitching a sail?" 3

She clinbed down the hatch. Caranmon followed clunsily,' 1115 Swmrd and
arnor cl anking. Reluctantly, Tanis went after them But he tamed for
one final look at the man-and caught the man regarding himwith a
strange, penetrating gaze.

"Al'l right, you go back to the Inn with the others. 1'll buy the...,
supplies. W sail when the ship's ready. Maquesta says about four
days: "

I wish it was sooner;' nuttered Caranon.

"So do I;" said Tanis grimy. "There's too damm many dray ' ions around
here. But we've got to wait far the tide or such thing. Go back to the
inn and keep everyone inside. T your brother tolay in a store of that
herb stuff he drinksbe at sea a long tinme. I'lIl be back in a few hours,
after | get '," supplies:'

Tani s wal ked down the crowded streets of Flotsam no giving hima
second glance in his dragon arnor. He would glad to, take it off. It
was hot, heavy and itchy. And he trouble renenbering to return the

sal utes of draconians goblins. It was beginning to occur to himas he
saw respect his uni form commanded-that the humans they the uniforns
fromnust have held a high rank. The tho was net conforting. Any nonent
now, somreone m ght nize his arnor.

But he couldn't do without it, he knew. There were draconians in the
streets than ever today. The air of ternsi Flotsamwas high. Mst of
the town's citizens were sta borne, and nost of the shops were closed-
with the ex

of the taverns. In fact, as he passed one closed shop another, Tanis
began to worry about where he was

buy supplies far the |ong, ocean voyage.

Tanis was nmusing on this problemas he stared into a

shop wi ndow, when a hand suddenly w apped around W,

and yanked him to the ground.

The fall knocked the breath fromthe half-elf's body. He struck his
head heavily on the cobbl estones and-for a nonment-was groggy with pain.
Instinctively he kicked out at whatever had himby the feet, but the
hands that grasped himwere strong. He felt hinself being dragged into
a dark alley.

Shaking his head to clear it, he strained to look at his captor. It was
an elf! His clothes filthy and torn, his elven features distorted by
grief and hatred, the elf stood above him a spear in

hi s hand.

"Dragon man!" the elf snarled in Common. "Your foul kind slaughtered ny
famly-nmy wife and nmy children! Mirdered

themin their beds, ignoring their pleas far nercy. This is for them"
The elf raised his spear.

"Steak! It no dracosali! Tanis cried desperately in elven, struggling
to gull off his helmet. But the elf, driven insane by

grief, was beyond hearing or understanding. H s spear plunged downward.

Tani s murnured. "How about you: Cararnon? Do



Suddenly the elf's eyes grew wide, riveted in shock.

The spear fell fromhis nerveless fingers as a sword punctured him from
behind. The dying elf fell with a shriek, |anding heavily upon the
pavenent .

Tani s | ooked up in astonishnent to see who had saved his life. A Dragon
Hi ghl ord stood over the elf's body.

"T heard you shouting and saw one of ny officers in trouble. |I guessed
you needed sone hel p;' said the H ghlord, reaching out a gloved hand to
hel p Tani s up.

Confused, dizzy with pain and knowi ng only that he nustn't give hinself
away; Tanis accepted the Hi ghlord's hand and

struggled to his feet. Ducking his face, thankful for the dark shadows
in the alley Tanis nmunbl ed words of thanks in a harsh voice, Then he
saw the Highlord' s eyes behind the mask wi den. "Tanis?"

The half-elf felt a shudder run through his body, a pain as swift and
sharp as the elven spear. He could not speak, he could

only stare as the Highlord swiftly renoved. the blue and gold dragon
nook.

"Tanis! It is you!" the Highlord cried, grasping himby the arnmns,

Tani s saw bright brown eyes, a crooked, charnming snmle. "Kitiara .

Tani s captured.

"So, Tanis! An officer, and in ny own command. | should review ny
troops nore often!” Kitiara |aughed, sliding her armthrough his.
"You' re shaking. You took a nasty fall. Come on. My roons aren't Far
fromhere. W'll have a drink, patch up that wound, then . . . talk."
Dazed- but not from the head wound-Tanis let Kit |ead himout of the
all ey onto the sidewal k. Too nmuch had happaned too fast. One minute he
had been buyi ng supplies now he was wal king armin armw th a Dragon
Hi ghlord ~ had just saved his life and who was al so the wonan he | oved
for so many years. He could not help but stare at her, and Kiti ara-
knowi ng his eyes were on her-returned his gaze from beneath her | ong
sooty- bl ack eyel ashes.
The gl eanmi ng, night-blue dragon-scale arnmor of the Highlords suited her
wel |, Tanis caught hinself thinking. It was tight-fitting, enphasizing
the curves of her long |egs.
Draconi ans swarnmed around them hoping for even a brief nod fromthe
Highlord. But Kitiara ignored them chatting breezily with Tanis as if
it were only an afternoon since they had parted, instead of five years.
He could not absorb her words, his brain was still funmbling to make
sense of this, while his body was reacting-once agai n-to her nearness.
The mask had |l eft her hair somewhat danp, the curls clung to heir face
and forehead. Casually she ran her gl oved hand t hrough her hair,
shaking it out. It was an old habit of hers and that small gesture
brought back nenories-
Tani s shook his head, struggling desperately to pull his shattered
worl d together and! attend to her words. The lives of his friends
depended on what he did now
"lIt's hot beneat h that dragonhelm "™ she was saying. "I don't need the
frightful thing to keep my nen in line. Do I?" :she asked, w nking.
"n-no;' Tanis stamered, feeling hinself flush.
"Same old Tanis," she nurnured, pressing her body against his. "You
still blush like a school boy. But you warn never |ike the others, never
she added softly. Pulling himclose, she put her arns around
him d osing her eyes, her noist |lips brushed his ...



"Kit-" Tanis said in a strangl ed voice, wenching backwards. "Not herel
Not in the street,' he added | anely

Far a nonent Kitiara regarded him angrily, thenshruggi ng, she dropped
her hand down to clasp his arm again. Together they continued along the
street, the draconians | eering and joki ng,

"Same Tanis," she said again, this tine with a little, breathless sigh.
"I don't know why | let you get away with it. Any other man -ha refused
me |ike that would have died on ny sword. Ah, here we are:"

She entered the best inn in Flotsam the Saltbreeze. Built high on a
cliff, it overlooked the Bl ood Sea of I|star, whose waves broke on the
rocks below . The i nnkeeper hurried forward. |Is nmy room nmade up? Kit
asked coolly. Yes Highlord, the innkeeper said, bow ng again and again.
They ascended the stair, the innkeeper hustled ahead themto make
certain that all was in order. Kit glanced around. Finding everything
satisfactory, she caaually tossed the Dragonheimon a table and began
pul ling off her gloves. Sitting down in a chair, she raised her |eg
with sensual and deliberate abandon
"My boots" she said to Tanis, smiling.

Swal | owi ng, giving her a week smile in return, Tanis gripped her leg in
his hands. This had been an ol d gane of theirs -him ~~taking off her
boots. It had always led to- Tanis tried to keep ~hinself from thinking
about that!

"Bring us a bottle of your finest wine;' Kitiara told the hovering

i nnkeeper, and two gl asses:' She raised her other |eg, her brown eyes
on Tanis. "Then | eave us al one:"'

"But-ny lord- the innkeeper said hesitantly, "there have been nessages
from Dragon Hi ghlord Ariakus.
If you show your face in this room-after you bring the wine--1"1I1

cut off your ears;' Kitiara said pleasantly. But, as she spoke, she
drew a gl eam ng dagger from her belt.

The i nnkeeper turned pale, nodded, and left hurriedly.

Kit | aughed. 'There!" she said, wiggling her toes in their silken

hose. "Now. I1'll take off your boots-"
"lI-1 really nust go;' Tanis said, sweating beneath his arnmour, m c
conpany commander will be mssing ne . "

But |I'm commander of your conpany!' Kit said gaily. t onorrow You' |

be commander of your conpany. O higher if you Iike. Now sit down:
Tani s could do not hing but obey, know ng, however, that his heart he
wanted to do not hing but obey.

"lIt's so good to see you;" Kit said, kneeling before himtugging at his
boot. "I msorry | mssed the reunion in Solace. How is everyone? How
is Sturn? Probably fighting with Knights, | suppose. |'mnot surprised
you two separated. It was was one friendship | never could understand-'
Kitiara talked on, but Tanis ceased to listen. He couldn't |ook at her.
He had forgotten how | ovely she was, how sensual, inviting. Desperately
he concentrated on his own danger. But all he could think of were
nights of bliss spent with Kitiara.

At that nonment, Kit |ooked up into his eyes. Caught and held by the
passion she saw in them she let his boot slip from her hands.
Involuntarily, Tanis reached out and drew her near. Kitiara slid her
hand around his neck and pressed her |ips against his.

At her touch, the desires and | ongings that had tornented Tanis for
five years surged through his body. Her fragrance, warm and wonmanl y-
mngled with the snmell of steel. Her kiss was |ike flanme. The pain was
unbear abl e. Tanis knew only one way to end it.

When the innkeeper knocked on the door, he recieved no answer. Shaking
his head in adnmiration-this was the third man in as many days-he set



the wi ne upon the floor and left.

"And now," Kitiara nmurmured sleepily, lying in Tanis's arns "Tell ne

about ny little brothers. Are they with you?

Th last | saw them you were escaping from T Tarsis with that elf wonman"
"That was you!" Tanis said, renmenbering the blue dragons.

"Of course!" Kit cuddled nearer. "I like the beard; stroking his face

"I't hides those weak elvish features. How did you get into the arny?"
How i ndeed? thought Tanis frantically.

"W . . . were captured in Silvanesti. One of the of winced ne | was a

fool to fight the D Dark Queen:

"And ny little brothers?"

"We-we were separated;' Tanis said weakly.

"Apity;" Kit said with a sigh. "I'd like to see them agai n. Caranon
must be a giant by now. And Raistlin-1 hear he is quite a skilled nmage

Still wearing the Red Robes?

"I-1 guess;' Tanis muttered. "I haven't seen hinf

"That won't last long;" Kit said conplacently. "He's like ne. Raist

al ways craved power o

"What about you?" Tanis interrupted quickly. "Wat are you doing here

so far fromthe action? The fighting's north"

"Why, |I'mhere for the same reason you are;" Kit opening her eyes w de.

"Searching for the G een Genstone Man of course:”

"That's where |'ve seen him before!" Tanis said, flooding his mnd. The

man on the Perechon! The man in Pax Tharkas, escaping with poor Eben.

The man with the green genstone enbedded in the center of his chest.

"You' ve found him™" Kitiara said, sitting up eagerly. "Were, Tanis?

VWhere?" Her brown eyes glittered. o

"I"'mnot sure;' Tanis said, faltering. "I"mnot sure it was himl-we

were just given a rough description . .

"He | ooks about fifty inhuman years;' Kit said in excitenment, "but he

has strange, young eyes, and his hands are young. And in the flesh of

his chest is a green genstone. W had reports. he was sighted in
Flotsam That's why the Dark Queen sent me here. Hes the key; Tanis!
Find himand no force on Krynn can stop us!"”

"Why?" Tanis nade hinself ask calmy. "Wiat's he got that's so

essential to-uh-our side winning this war?"

"Who knows." Shrugging back in Tanis's arnms. "You're shivering. Here,

this will warmyou.'' She kissed his neck, running her hands over his

body."We were just told the nost inportant thing we could do to end

this war in one swift stroke is to find this man:

Tarus swal | owed, feeling hinself warnm ng to her touch.

"Just think," Kitiara whispered in his ear, her breath hot and noi st

agai nst his skin, "if we found himYou and | -we woould have all of
Krynn at our feet! The Dark Queen would reward us beyond anything we
ever dreaned! You and |, together always, Tanis. Let's go now.'

Her words echoed in his mnd. The two of themtogether,forever. Ending
the war. Ruling Krynn., No, he thought. feeling his throat constrict.
This as nmadness! Insanity ! My People, _. friends. . . . Yet, haven't
done enough? What do | owe any them humans or elves? Nothing! They are
the ones Who hurt ne, derided ne! Al these years -a cast out. Me! It's
time | thought about ne for a change! This is the wonman |'ve dreaned of
f or so long. And she can be mne. Kitiara . . . so beautiful. so
desirable....

"No?' Tanis said harshly, then, -No' he said nore gently. Reaching out
his hand, he pulled her back near him 'Tomorrow will do. if it was
him he isn't going anywhere. | know"

Kitiaca smled and, with a sigh, Lay back down. Tanis bending over her,



ki ssed her passionately. Far away he could hear the waves of the Bl ood
Sea of Istar crashing on the shore.

The High Cerist's Tower. The Kni ghti ng.

By norning, the stormover Solamia had blown itself out.. The sun
rose-a disk of pale gold that warned norning. The knights who stood

wat ch upon the battlenents of the Tower of the High derist went
thankfully to their beds, talking of the wonders they had seen during
the awful night. for such a stormas this hay not been known in the

| ands of Sol amia since the dlays after the Cataclysm Those W took
over the watch fromtheir fellow knights were nearly as weary; no one
had sl ept.

Now t hey Looked out upon a plain covered with snow and ice. Here and
there the | andscape was dotted with flickering

flames where trees., blasted by the fagged lightning that had streaked
out of the sky during the blizzard, burned eerily. But it was not to
those strange flanmes the eyes of the knights turned as they ascended
the battlenments. It was to the flanmes that burned upon the horizon-
hundreds and hundreds of flanes, filling the clear, cold air with their
foul snoke. The canpfires of war. The canpfires of the dragonarnies.
One thing stood between the Dragon Highlord and victory in Sol ami a.
That "thing" as the Highlord often referred to it was the Tower of the
Hi gh derist.

Built long ago by siinas Sal anmus, founder of the knights, in the only
pass through the snow-capped, cloud-shrouded Vingaard Mountains. the
Tower protected Pal anthas; capital city of Solamia, and the harbor
known as the Gates of Pal adine. Let the Tower fall, and Pal anthas woul d
belong to the dragonarrmes. It was a soft city-a city of wealth and
beauty, a city that had turned its back upon the world to gaze with
admring eyes into its own mrror.

Wth Pal anthas in her hands and the harbor under her control , the

Hi ghlard coul d easily starve the rest of Solammia into subm ssion and
then wi pe out the troubl esone knights.

The Dragon Higlilord, called the Dark Lady by her troops was not in
canp this day. She was gone an secret business to the east. But she had
| eft Ioyal ond able comanders behind, comuanders Wio woul d do anyt hi ng
to win her favor.

O all the Dragon Highlords, the Dark Lady was known to sit highest in
the regard of her Dark Queen. And so the troops of draconi ans, goblins,
hobgobl i ns, ogres, and humans sat at their canpfires, staring at the
Tower with hungry eyes longing to attack and earn her connendati on.

The Tower was defenaed by a large garrison. of Knigts of Sol amia who
had noved out from Pal anthas only a few weeks ago. Legend recalled that
the Tower had never fallen while nen of faith held it, dedicated as it
was to the Clerist -that position which, second only to the Grand
Master, was nost revered in the Knighthood.

The clerics of Paladine had lived in the H gh Cerists Tower during khe
Age of Dreans. Here young knights had cone for their religious training
and indoctrination. There were many traces of the clerics' presence

| eft behind.

It wasn't only fear of the | egend that forced the dragonarmes to sit
idle. It didn't take a legend to tell their commanders that taking this
Tower was going to be costly.

"Time is in our favor," stated the Dark Lady before she left. "CQur
spies tell us the knights have received little help from Pal ant has.



W' ve cut off their supplies from Vingaard Keep to the east. Let them
sit in their Tower and starve. Sooner or later their inpatience and
their stomachs will cause themto nmake a m stake. Wen they do, we wll
be ready."

"We could take it with a flight of dragons;" nuttered a young
commander. Hi s nane was Bakaris, and his bravery in battle and his
handsome face had done nuch to advance himin the Dark Lady's favor.
She eyed hi m specul atively, however, as she prepared to nount her bl ue
dragon. Skie.

"Perhaps not;" she said coolly. "You' ve heard the reports of the

di scovery of the ancient weapon-the dragonl ance?"

"Bah'. Children's stories!" The young commander | aughed as he assisted
her onto Skies back. The bl ue dragon stood gl aring at the handsone
commander with fierce, fiery eyes.

"Never discount children's stogies,” the Dark Lady said, "for these
were the sane tales that were told of dragons: She shrugged. "Do not
worry, ny pet. If ny mssion to capture the Green Genstone Man is
successful, we will not need to attack the Tower, for its destruction
will be assured. If not, perhaps | will bring you that flight of
dragons you ask for."

Wth that, the giant blue lifted his wings and sailed off toward the
east, heading far a small and wetched town called Flotsamon the Bl ood
Sea of Istar.

And so the dragonarmni es waited, warm and confortable around their
fires, while-as the Dark Lady had predicted-the knights in their Tower
starved. But far worse than the |lack of food was the bitter dissension
within their own ranks.

The young kni ghts under Sturm Brightbl ade's command had grown to revere
their disgraced | eader during the hard nonths that followed their
departure from Sancrist. Al though nelancholy and often al oof, Sturms
honesty and integrity won himhis nmens respect and admration. It was a
costly victory, caus'ng Sturma great deal of suffering at Derek's
hands. A |l ess noble man m ght have turned a blind eye to Derek's
political maneuvers,or at |east kept his nouth shut (as did Lord

Al fred), but Sturm spoke out agai nst Derek constantly-even though he
knew it worsened his own cause with the powerful knight.

It was Derek who had conpletely alienated the peopl e of Pal anthas.

Al ready distrustful, filled with old hatreds and bitterness,the people
of the beautiful, quiet city were alarned and angered by Derek's
threats when they refused to allow the knights to garrison the city. It
was only through Sturm s patient negotiations that the knights received
any supplies at all

The situation did not inprove when the knights reached the High
Clerist's Tower. The disruption anong the knights | owered the noral e of
the footnmen, already suffering froma |ack of food. Soon the Tower
itself becanme an armed canp-the majority of knights who favored Derek
wer e now opposed by those siding with Lord Gunthar, led by Sturm It
was only because of the knights' strict obedience to the Measure that
fights within the Tower itself had not yet broken out. But the
denoral i zing sight of the dragonarm es canped nearby as well as the
lack of food, led to frayed tenpers and nerves.

Too late, Lord Alfred realized their danger. He bitterly regretted his
own folly in supporting Derek, for he Could clearly see now t hat Derek
Crownguard was goi ng i nsane.

The nmadness grew on himdaily. Derek's lust for power ate away at him
and deprived himof his reason. But Lord Alfred was powerless to act.
So locked into their rigid structure were the knights that it would



take-according to the Measure - nmonths of Knights Councils to strip
Derek of his rank.

News of Sturm's vindication struck this dry and crackling forest like a
bolt of lightning. As Qunthar had foreseen, this conpletely shattered
Derek' s hopes. What Gunthar had not foreseen was that this woul d sever
Derek's tenuous hold on sanity.

On the norning followi ng the storm the eyes of the guards turned for a
monment fromtheir vigilance over the dragonanries to | ook down into the
courtyard of the Tower of the High Clerist. The sun filled the gray sky
with a chill, pale light that was reflected in tlhe coldly glean ng
arnor of the Knights of Solammia as they assenbled in the solem
cerenony awar di ng kni ght hood/

Above them the flags with the Knight's Crest seenmed frozen upon the
battl ements, hanging lifeless in the still, cold air. Then a trunpet's
pure notes split the air, stirring the blood. At that clarion call, the
knights lifted their heads proudly and marched into the courtyard

Lord Alfred stood in the center of a circle of knights. Dressed in his
battle armor, his red cape fluttering fromhis shoulders, he held an
antique sword in an old, battered scabbard. The kingfisher, the rose,
and the crown-ancient synbols of the Kni ghthood-were entw ned upon the
scabbard. The lord cast a swift, hopeful gaze around the assenbly, but
then | owered his eyes, shaking his head.

Lord Alfred's worst fears were realized. He had hoped bleakly that this
cerenony mght reunite the knights. But it was having the opposite
effect. There were great gaps in the Sacred Circle, gaps that the
knights in attendance stared at unconfortably. Derek and his entire
conmand were absent.

The trunpet call sounded twi ce nore, then silence fell upon the
assenbl ed knights. Sturm Brightbl ade, dressed in |ong, white robes,
stepped out of the Chapel of the High Cerist where he had spent the
night in solem prayer and neditation as prescri bed by the Measure.
Acconpanyi ng hi mwas an unusual Guard of Honor.

Besi de Sturm wal ked an el ven wonan, her beauty shining in the bl eakness
of the day like the sun dawning in the spring. Behind her wal ked an old
dwarf, the sunlight bright on his white hair and beard. Next to the
dwarf canme a kender dressed in bright blue Ieggings.

The circle of knights opened to adnmit Sturmand his escorts,. They came
to a halt before Lord Alfred. Laurana, holding his helmin her hands,
stood on his right. Flint, carrying his shield, stood on his left, and
-after a poke in the ribs fromthe dwarf -Tasslehoff hurried forward
with the knight's spurs.

Sturm bowed his head. His long hair, already streaked with gray though
he was only in his early thirties, fell about his shoulders. He stood a
monent in silent prayer, then, at a sign from Lord Alfred, fel
reverently to his knees,

"Sturm Brightblade,:" Lord Al fred declared solemly., opening a sheet
of paper. 'the Knights Council, an hearing testinony given by

Laur al ant hal asa of the royal famly of Qualineti,and further testinony
by Flint Fireforge, hill dwarf of Solace township, has granted you

Vi ndi cation fromthe charges brought against you. In recognition of
your deeds of bravery and courage as related by these w tnesses, you
are hereby declared a Knight of Solamia." Lord Alfreds voice softened
as he | ooked down upon the kni ght. Tears streaned unchecked down
Sturm s gaunt cheeks. "You have spent the night in prayer, Sturm

Bri ght bl ade;" Alfred said quietly. "Do you consider yourself worthy of
this great honor? "

"No, ny lord;' Sturm answered, according to ancient ritual, "but | nost



hunbly accept it and vow that | shall devote ny life. to naking nyself
worthy:" The knight lifted his eyes to the sky:. "'Wth Pal adi nes

hel p;' he said softly, "I shall do so."

Lord Al Ered had been through many such cerenonies, but could not recal
such fervent dedication in a man's face

"I wish Tanis were here;' Flint muttered gruffly to Laurana who only
nodded briefly.

She stood tall and straight, wearing arnor specially made for her in
Pal ant has at Lard Gunthar's comuand. Her honey col ored hair streaned
frombeneath a silver helm Intricate gold designs glinted on her
breastplate, her soft black |eather skirt-slit up the side to allow
freedom of novenent, bruhed the tips of her boots. Her face was pale
and grim for the situation in Palanthas and in the Tower itself was
dark and seemingly without hope.

She coul d have returned to Sancrist. She had been ordered to, in Fact.
Lord Gunthar had received a secret comuni que fromLord Al fred
relating the desperate straits the knights in and he had sent Laurana
orders to cut short her stay.

But she had chosen to remain, at least for a while, The people of

Pal ant has had recei ved her politely-she was, after all, royal blood and
they were charnmed with her beauty. They were also quite interested in
the dlragonl ance and asked for one to exhibit in their nuseum But when
Laurana nmentioned the dragonarm es, they only shrugged and snil ed.

Then Laurana found out from a nessenger what was happening in the Hi gh
Clerist's Tawer. The kni ghts were under siege

The dragonnarny nunbering in the thousands waited upon the field. The
kni ght s needed the dragonl ances, she decided. and there was no one but
her to take the lances to the knights and teach themtheir use. She

i gnored Lord Qunthar's command to return to Sancri st.

The journey from Palanthas to the Tower was ni ghtrmarish. Laurana
started out acconpanying two wagons filled w th neager supplies and the
preci ous dragonl ances. The first wagon bogged down in snow only a few
mles outside of the city. Its contents were redistributed between the
few knights riding escort, Laurana and her party, and the second wagon.
It, too, foundered. Tinme and again they dug it out of the snow drifts
until, finally, it was mred fast. Loading the food and the |ances onto
their horses, the knights and Laurana, Flint, and Tas wal ked the rest
of the way. Theirs was the last group to make it through. After the
stormof |ast night, Laurana knewas did everyone in the Tower-no nore
supplies woul d be com ng. The road to Pal anthas was now i npassabl e.
Even by strictest rationing, the knights and their footnen had food
enough for only a few days. The dragonarni es seened prepared to wait
for the rest of the winter.

The dragonl ances were taken fromthe weary horses who had barns them
and, by Derek's orders, were stacked in the courtyard. A few of the

kni ghts | ooked at them curiously, then ignored them The | ances seened
clunmsy, unwi el dy weapons.

When Laurana timdly offered to instruct the knights in the use of the
| ances, Derek snorted in derision. Lord Alfred stared out the w ndow at
the canpfires burning on the horizon. Laurana turned to Sturmto see
her fears confirned.

""Laurana;' he said gently, taking her cold hand in his, "I don't think
the H ghlord will even bother to send dragons. |f we cannot reopen the
supply lines, the Tower will fall because there will be only the dead

left to defend it:"
So the dragarul ances lay in the courtyard, unused, forgotten, their
bright silver buried beneath the snow.



A Keenders Curiousity. The Knights ride forth.

Sturmand Flint wal ked the battlenments the night of Sturms knighting,
rem ni sci ng-

"Awell of pure silver-shining like a jewel-within the heart of the
Dragon Mountain;' Flint said, awe his voice. "And it was fromthat
silver Theros forged the dragonl ances:"

"I shoul d have liked-above all things-to have seen Huma's Tonb' Sturm
said quietly. Staring out at the canpfires on the horizon, he stopped,

resting his hand on the ancient stone wall. Torchlight froma nearby
wi ndow shone on his thin face
"You will", said the dwarf “Wien this is finished, we'll go back. Tas

drew a map-not that it's likely to be any good-'

As he grunbled on about Tas, Flint studied his other old friend with
concern. The knight's face was grave and nel anchol y- not unusual for
Sturm But there was sonething new, a cal mess about hi mthat canme not
fromserenity, but from despair.

-We'll go there together;" he continued, trying to forget about his
hunger. "You and Tanis and |I. And the kender, too, | suppose, plus
Caramon and Raistlin. | never thought 1'd miss that skinny nage, but a
magi c- user mght be handy now, it's just as well Caraman's not here.
Can you i magi ne the belly-aching we'd hear about mi ssing a couple of
meal s?"

Sturm smil ed absently, his thoughts far away. Wien he spoke it was
obvi ous he hadn't heard a word the dwarf said.

"Flint;" he began, his voice soft and subdued, "we need only one day of
war m weat her to open the road. Wen that day cones, take Laurana and
Tas and | eave. Promise ne:'

"We should all leave if you ask ne!" the dwarf snapped. "Pull ', he
kni ghts back to Pal anthas. We could hold that town agai nst e, en
dragons, I'll wager. Its buildings are good solid stone. Not like this

pl ace!™ The dwarf glanced around the human-built rower with scorn
"Pal ant has coul d be defended:"

Sturm shook his head. "The people won't allowit. They cart only for
their beautiful city. As fang as they think it can be saved, they won't
fight. No, we nust make our stand here."

"“you Nan't have a chance;" Flint argued

"Yes, me dar' Sturmreplied, "if we car just hold out until the apply
| anes can be firmy established, IrVe' ve got enough manpower. 7" hat's
why fl ee dragonarni es haven't attacked-

"Tlrere~a another wax;" came .a vocre.

"Sturm and Flint turned. The torchlight fell an a gaunt face, and
Sturm s expression hardened.

"What way is that, L=ard Derek?" Sturm.asked with deliberate

aol i tenes.

'-You axed Cunthar ;believe 4eau have defeated nme:' Derek said,
ignc_ring the question. His voice eras soft and shaking with hatred as

he shared at Sturm "But you haven't! By one heroic act,. |I twill |eave
the knights in ny palrru' -Derek iield out "hi's mailer" hand, the
arr,or (Dashing in the firelight-"and you and C,anthar will be

finished!'." Slowy, he clenched his fist.

"I was under the inpression our war was out there, with the
dragonarm es," Sturm sai d.
"Don't give me that self-righteous twaddle!" Derek snarled. "Enjoy your



kni ght hood, Brightblade. You paid enough for it. Wat did you pronise
the elf woman in return for her lies? Marriage? ' Make a respectabl e
woman of her?"

"l cannot fight you-according to the Measure-but | do not have to
listen to you insult a woman who is as good as she is courageous;"'
Sturm said, turning upon his heel to | eave

"Don't you ever wal k away From ne!" Derek cried. Leaping forward, he
grabbed Sturm s shoulder. Sturmwhirled in anger, his hand on his
sword. Derek reached for his weapon as well, and it seenmed for a nonent
that the Measure might be forgotten. But Flint laid a restraining hand
oar his friend. Sturmdrew a deep breath arid lifted this hand away
fromthe hilt.

"Say what you have to say, Derek!" Sturm s voice quivered,

"You' re finished, Brightblade. Tonorrow I'm | eadi ng knights onto the
field. No nore skulking in this mserable r prison. By tonorrow night,
my nane will be | egend!"

Flint |ooked up at Sturmin alarm The knight's face drai ned of bl ood.
"Derek;' Sturmsaid softly; "you're There are thousands of then
They' Il cut you to ribbonst"”

"Yes, that's what you'd like to see, isn't it?" Deaek snee 'Be ready at
dawn, Bri ghtbl ade: "’

That ei ght, Tassl ehof E-cold, hungry, ands boreal -deci that the beak way
to take his mnd off his stomach was explore his surroundi ngs. There
are plenty of places to things here, thought Tas. This is one of the
strangest bull |'ve ever sees.

The Torwer of the High Clerist sat =o:idly .against the west I+« of the
t Nestgate Pass, the Dnly canyon pass, that crossed; Habbakuk Fl ange of
nmount ai ns separating eastern Sole , from Pa]anthas. As the Dragon

H g~al ord knew, anyone to reach Pal anthaa other than by this route
woul d have vet hundreds of miles around the nountains, or Ehro deser:
ar by sea. And ships entering the Gates of Pal.adiare' easy targets for
the gnonmes' fire-throwi ng catapults.

The H gh. derist's Tavrea had beer. built during the ?Wk. Flint knew
a lot .about the archi.=ecture of this
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t he dwarves having been instrunental in designing and buil di ng nost of
it. But they had not built ar designed this Tower. In fact, Flint
wonder ed who had--figuring the person nust have beenreither drunk or

i nsane.

An outer curtain wall of stale formed an octagon as the Tower's base.
Each point of the octagonal wall was surnmounted by a turret.

Battl enents ran along the top of the curtain wall between turrets. A

i nner octagonal wall forned the base of a series of towers and
buttresses tha t swept gracefully upward to the central Tower itself.
This was fairly standard design, but what puzzled the dwarf was the

|l ack of internal defense points.. Three great steel doers breached the
outer wall, instead of one door-as woul d seem nost reasonabl e, since
three doors took an incredible nunmber of nen to defend. Each door
opened into a narrow courtyard at the far end of which stood a
partcullia |l eading directly into a huge hallway. Each of these three
h.a]]way”s nmet in the heart of the Tower itself!

"Mght as well invite the eneny inside for tea!'" the dwarf had
grumbl ed. "Stupidest way to build a fortress | ever says;."s

No one entered the Tower. To. the knights, it was i~a.Gi.olate.

The only one who could enter the Tower was the High Cerist t

hi nsel f, and since there was no High derist, the knig)4t.s would
defend the Tower walls with their lives, but not one of themcould set



foot in its sacred halls.

Oiginally the Tower had nerely guarded the pass, not

bl ocked it. But the Palanthians had later built an addition to

the main structure that sealed off tl~ e pass, It was in this addition
that the knights and the footnmen were living- No one even thought of
entering the Tower itself.

No one except Tassl ehoff.

Driven by his insatiable curiosit~r and his gnawi ng hunger, the kender
made his way along the to

kni ghts on guard duty eyed him p of the outer wall. The

one hand, their wari .1X 'gripping their swards

purses in the atiher, Hut they relaxed" ass soon theas he passed, and
Tas was able to. slip down the steps into the central courtyard. only
shadows wal ked down here. The torches burned, no guard was posted.
Broad steps le.d up to 6e steel portcullis Tas padded up the stairs
toward the great yawning archway and peered eagerly through the bars.
Not hi ng. He sighed. The darkness beyond was so intense he m ght have
been staring into the Abyss itself.

Frustrated, he pushed up on the portcullis-nmore out of habit than hope,
for only Caranon or ten knights would have the strength necessary to
raise it.

To the kender's astonishnent, the portcullis began to rise, naking the
nost god- awful screeching! Grabbing for it, Tas dragged it slowy to a
halt. The kender |ooked fearfully up at the battlements, expecting to
see the entire garrison thundering .,' down to capture him But
apparently the knights were listening only to the growings of their
enpty stomachs.

Tas turned back to the portcullis. There was a snall space open between
the sharp iron spi kes and the stone workspace just big enough for a
kender. Tas didn't waste any tine or stop to consider the consequences.
Flattening hinself, he wiggled beneath the spikes.

He found hinmself in a large, wide hall-nearly fifty feet across. He
coul d see just a short distance. There were of torches on the wall,
however. After a few junps, Tas reach one and lit it fromFlint's
tinder box he found in his pouch.

Now Tas could see the gigantic hall clearly. It ran strai ahead, right
into the heart of the Tower. Strange cOlru ' ranged al ong either side,
like jagged teeth. Peering behind o he sale nothing but an al cove.

The hall itself was enpty. Di sappointed, Tas continued wing down it,
hoping to find sonmething interesting. He cane second portcullis,

al ready raised, nmuch to his chagrin. " thing easy is nore trouble than
it's worth;' was amold ke saying. Tas wal ked beneat:n that portcullis
into a second way, narrower than the first-only about ten feet widew th
the sane strange-, toothlike colums on either side.

Way build a tower s,0 easy to enter? Tas wondered

outer wall was form dable, but once past that, five dwarves coul d take
this place. Tas peered up. And w h''l hugO The main hall was thirty

feet high!
Per haps the knights back in. those days had been gi ants, kendEr
specul ated with irteTest as he crept down the hall, , ing into open

doors and pakiing into corners.

At the -end of the se:orrd hallway, he found a third port

This one was different fromthe other two, and as strange as the rest
of the Tower. This portcullis had two halves, which slid together to
join in the center. Oddest of all, there was a | arge hole cut right
through the m ddle of the doors!

Crawl ing through this hole, Tas found hinself in a smaller



room Across from him stood two huge steel doors. Pushing on them
casual ly, he was startled to find theml| ocked. None of the
portcul li ses had been | ocked. There was nothing to protect.

Well, at |east here was sonmething to keep himoccupi ed and

make himforget about his enpty stomach. Cinbing onto a stone bench,
Tas stuck his torch into a wall sconce, then began to funble through
his pouches. He Finally discovered the set of |ock-picking devices that
are a kenders birthright-1%insult the door's purpose by locking it?"
is a favorite kender expression.

Qui ckly Tas sel ected the proper tool and set to work. The | ock was
sinple. There was a slight click, and Tas pocketed his

tools with satisfaction as the door swung i nward. The kender stood a
nmonent, |istening carefully. He coul d hear nothing. Peering inside, he
coul d see nothing. dinbing up on the bench again, he retrieved his
torch and crept carefully through the steel doors.

Hol ding his torch aloft, he found hinself in a great, wde, circular
room Tas sighed. The great roomwas enpty except for a dust-covered
obj ect that resenbled .an ancient fountain

standi ng squarely in the center. This was the end of the corridor, too,
for though there were tyro nore sets of double doors |eading out of the
room it was obvious to the kender that they

only led back up the other two giant hallways. This was the heart of
the Tower. This was the sacred place. Ths was *,vhat all the fuss was
about .

Not hi ng.

Tas wal ked around a bit, shining his t.orchlight here and there.
Finally the disgruntled kender went to exam ne the fountain in the
center of the room before | eaving.

As Tas drew closer, he saw it wasn't a fountain at all, bu t the
dust was so thick, he couldn't figure it out, it was about as tall as
the kender, standing four feet off the ground. 'I 'he round tap was

supported on a slender three-l egged) Stand..

Tas inspected the object closely, the he took a deep breath and bl ew as
hard as he could. Dust flew up his nose and hHe sneezed violently,
nearly dropping the torch. For a nonent he couldn't see a thing. Then
the dust settled and he coul d see the object. H's heart |eaped into his
t hr oat .

"Ch, no!" Tas groaned. Diving into another pouch, he pulled out a
handker chi ef and rubbed the object. The dust cane off easily, and he
knew now what it was. "Drat!" he said in despair. "L was right. Now
what do | do?"

The sun rose red the next nmorning, glimering through a haze of snpke
hovering above the dragonarnmies. In the court-.. yard of the Tower of
the H gh Cerist, the shadows of night hats; not yet |lifted before
activity began. One hundred knight nmounted their horses, adjusted the
girths, called for shields, buckled on arnor, while a thousand footnen
m |l ed aroun searching for their proper places in |line.

Sturm Laurana, and Lord Alfred stood in a dark doorw watching in
silence as Lord Derek, laughing and calling jokes to his nen, rode into
the courtyard. The knight resplendent in his arnmor, the rose glistening
on his breas in the first rays of the sun. H's nen were in good
spirits, thought of battle making themforget their hunger.

"You've got to stop this, my lord;" Sturmsaid quietly.

"I can't!" Lord Alfred said, pulling on his gloves. Hs ° was haggard
in the nmorning light. He had not slept since St awakened himin the
wani ng hours of the night. "The 151 gives himthe right to make this



deci sion: "

In vain had Alfred argued with Derek, trying to co himto wait just a
few nore days! Already the wind was ffig to shift, bringing warm
breezes fromthe north.

But Derek had been adamant. He would ride out and |ienge the
dragonarmies 4n the field. As for being outrvum he | aughed in scorn.
Since when do goblins fight lilee ' Solamia? The Knights had been
out nunbered fifty toV nhe Goblin and Ogre wars. of the Vingaard Keep
one h years. ago, and they'd routed the creatures with ease

"But you'll be fighting draconians;' Sturmwarned. not |ike goblins.
They are intelligent and skilled. They have nmgic-users anong their
ranks, and their weapons are the best in Krynn. Even in death they have
the power to kill"

"1 believe we can deal with them Brightblade;" Derek interrupted
harshly, "And now | suggest you , nmake your nen and tell themto nake
ready. "

"I'"'mnot going;'
go, either:’
Derek paled with fury. For a nonent he could not speak, he

was so angry. Even Lord Alfred appeared shocked.

"Sturm" Alfred began slowy, "do you know what you are doi ng?"

"Yes, nmy lord;" Sturmanswered. 'W are the only thing

standi ng between the dragonarm es' and Pal anthas. We dare not |eave
this garrison unmanned. |'m keepi ng ny conmand here: '

"Di sobeying a direct order," Derek said, breathing heavily, "You are a
witness, Lord Alfred. 1'll have his headthis tinme!" He stal ked out -
Lord Alfred, his fate grim Sturmalone, frollowed, leaving. In the
end, Sturm had given his nen a choice. They could stay with himat no
risk to thensel ves--since they were sinply obeying tile orders of their
conmandi ng of fi cer-or they could acconmpany Derek. It was, he nentioned,
the sanme choi ce Vinas 5ol ammus had given his nmen | ong ago, when the

Kni ghts rebel |l ed agai nst the corrupt Enperor of Ergoth. The nen did not
need to be rem nded of this | egend. They saw ;,t as a sign

and, as with Sol ammus, npbst of them chose to stay with the comander
they had cone to respect and admire,

n' ow they stood' watching, their faces grimas their friend s

Prepared to ridb out. It was the firs.*, open break in the long history
of the Knighthood, and tike nonent was grievous,

Reconsider, St;lrm " Load Alfred said as the knigFtt hel ped hi m nount
his horse. "Lord Derek is right. The dragonarm es

obi trot been trained, natlLike the,Y,,~r,ights. There s everypaob-

y we'll routes themwith barely a bl ow beingstruck' ,| pray that is
trice, nmy lorc],s, Stu. said steadily.

Al fred regarded himsadly. "If et iatrue, Brightblade, Derek
X""""lIllee You trie-d and executed for this, There'll benoth-ing
urlthar can do to stop him™"

"I would willisLgPyP die that death zl-ey lord; if it would s'ap what
| fear wili hopper,;' Stemrepli,E~ .,Damm at, man!" Lord Al fred

expl oded. "If we are defeated, what will you gain by staying here? You
couldn't hold off an army of gully dwarves with your small contingent
of nmenl Suppose the roads do open up? You won't be able to hold the
Tower | ong enough far Pal anthas to send reinforcenents:

"At the | east we can buy Palanthas tine to evacuate her citizens, if-"
Card Derek Crownguard edged his horse between those of his men. daring
down at Sturm his eyes glittering frombehind the slits in his helm
Lord Derek raised his hand for silence.

Sturmsaid steadily. "And |'mnot ordering ny nmen to



"According to the Measure, Sturm Brightblade," Derek began formally, "I
her eby charge you with conspiracy and-"

"To the Abyss with the Measure!"™ Sturm snarled, his patience snagging
"Where has the Measure gotten us? Divided, jealous, crazed! Even our
own people prefer to treat with the arnies of oar enemi es! Tine Measure
has failed!"

A deathly hush settled over the knights in the courtyard, brakes only
by the restless pawing of a horse or the jingle of arnmor as here and
there a man shifted in his saddle.

"Pray for ny death, Sturm Brightbl ade;" Derek said softly, "ar by the
gods I'Il slit your throat at your execution nyself!" Wthout another
word, he wheel ed his horse around and cantered to the head of the

col um.

"Open t=le gates!" he called.

The norning sun clinbed above the snoke, rising into the blue sky. The
wi ndsh: ew fromthe north, fluttering the flag flying bravely fromthe
bog of the Tower. Arnor flashed. There e was a clatter of swords

agai nst shields and the sound of a trunpet call as men rushed to open

t he thick wooden gates.

Derek raised his sword high in. the air.. Lifting his voice in the
knight's sa:ute to the eneny, he galloped forward. The kni ghts' behind
hi m pi cked up his ringing challenge and rode forth out:;l onto the
fields where-1ong age-Hurma had ridden to glorious victor-y. The footnen
mar ched, their footsteps beating a tattoo, upon the stone pavement. For
a noment, lord Alfred seened' about to speak to St-arm and the young
krni ghts who stood, watching. But he on] y shook |vs head and r.oxle
awnay. .

The gates swung shut behind him The heavy iron bar was dropped down to
| ock them securely. The nmen in Sturnmis conmand ran to 6e battlenments to
wat ch.

Sturmstood silently in the center of the courtyard, his gaunt face
expressi onl ess.

The young and handsome commander of the dragonarmies in the Dark Lady's
absence was just waking to breakfast and the start of another boring
day when a scout gall oped into canp.

Commander Bakaris glared at the scout in disgust. The man was riding
through canp wildly, his horse scattering cooking pots and goblins.
Draconi an guards | eaped to their feet, shaking their fists and cursing.
But the scout ignored them

"The Highlord!™ he called, sliding off his horse in front of the tent.
"I must see the Hi ghl ord’

"The Highlord's gone;' said the conmander's ai de.

"I'min charge;' snapped Bakaris. "Wat's your business?"

The ranger | ooked around qui ckly, not wanting to nake a mi stake. But
there was no sign of the dread Dark Lady or the big blue dragon she

r ode.

"The Kni ghts have taken the field!"

"What |"'" The commander's jaw sagged. "Are you certain?"

"Yes!" The scout was practically incoherent. "Saw them Hundreds on

hor seback! Javelins, swords. A thousand foot:'

"She was right!" Bakaris swore softly to hinsel f in admiration. "The
fool s have made their m stake!"

Calling for his servants, he hurried back to his tent. "Sound the
alaam" he ordered, rattling off instructions. "Have the captains here
in five mnutes for final orders:' Hs hands shook in eagerness as he
strapped on his arnmor. "And send the wyvern to Flotsamw th word for
the Highlord :'



Goblin servants ran off in all directions, and soon blaring horn calls
wer e echoi ng t hroughout the canp. The commander cast one |l ast, quirk
glance at the map on his table, then left to nmeet vr'th his officers
"Tao bad," he reflected coolly as he wal ked away. "The fight wll
probably be over by the tine she gets the news. A pity. She woul d have
wanted to be present at the fall of the High Clerist's Tower. Still;"
he refl ected, "perhaps tonmorrow night we'll sleep in Palaruthas-she and
(I

Chapter 12
Death on the plains. Tasslehofs discovery.

The sun clinbed high in the sky, The knights stood upon the battlenents
of the Tower, staring out across the plains until their eyes ached. Al
they could; see wan a great tide of black, crawing, figures swarm ng
aver= the fields, .really to engulf tl~e slender spear of gleam ng
silver that advanr:ed steadily to neet it.

The a-rrnies met. The knights strained to see, but a misty gra vei
crept across the land. The air becane tainted with a foot snell, |ike
hot iron. The nust grew thicker, alnpost totally obscurihg, the sun.
Now they coul d see nothing. The Tower seened afloat on a sea of fag.
The heavy ni st even deadened sound, for at first they heard the clash
of weapons and the cries of the dying, But even that faded, and all was
silent.

The day wore on. Laurana, pacing restlessly in her darkening chanber,
lit candles that sputtered and flickered in the foul air. The kender
sat with her. Looking down from her tower w ndow, Laurana could see
Sturmand Flint, standing on the battlenments below her, reflected in
ghostly torchlight.

A servant brought her the bit of naggoty bread and dried neat that was
her ration far the day. It nmust be only m dafternoan, she realized.
Then novenent down on the battl enments caught her attention. She saw a
man dressed in nud-splattered | eather approach Sturm A messenger, she
t hought. Hurriedly, she began to strap on her arnor.

"Comi ng?" she asked Tas, thinking suddenly that the kender had been
awfully quiet. "A nmessenger's arrived from Pal ant has!"

"l guess;" Tas said without interest.

Laurana frowned, hoping he wasn't growi ng weak from |l ack of food. But
Tas shook his head at her concern.

"I'mall right," he munbled. "Just this stupid gray air:'

Laurana (argot about himas she hurried down the stairs.,

"News?" she asked Sturm who peered over the walls in a vain effort to
see out onto the field of battle. "I saw the nessenger-

"~"Jh, yes:" He smled wearily. "Good news, | suppose. The road to
Pal arl thas is open. The snow nelted enough to get through. | have a
rider standing 6y to take a nessage to Palanth.as in case we are def-"
He stopped abruptly, then drew a deep breath. "I want you to be ready
to go back to Palanthas with him"

Laurana had been expecting this and her answer was pTepared.. But noun
that the tine had conme for her speech, she could now give it. The
bitten air dried her nmouth, her tongue seenmed swollen, No, that wasn't
it, she chided herself. She was frightened. Adnmit it. She wanted to go
back to Pal anthas! She wanted to get out of this gripe place where
death lurked in the shadows. C enching her fist, she beat her gl oved
hand nerz nusly on the stone, gathering her courage.



"I'"mstaying here, Sturm" she said. After pausing to get her voice
under control, she continued, "I know what you're going. to say, so
listen to nme first. You're going to need all the skilled fighters you
can get. You know ny worth:'

St urm nodded. What she said was true. There were few in his comuand
more accurate with a bow. She was a trained swordsman, as well. She was
battl e-tested-sonething he couldn't say about many of the young knights
under his conmand. So he nodded in agreenent. He neant to send her away
anyhow.

"Il amthe only one trained to use the dragonl ance-"

"Flint's been trained;' Sturminterrupted quietly.

Laurana fixed the dwarf with a penetrating stare. Caught between two
peopl e he laved and admired, Flint flushed and cleared his throat.
"That's true;" he said huskily, "but-l-uh- f nmust admt-er, Sturm that
I ama bit short:’

"Webs seen no sign of dragons, anyhow,' Sturm said as, Laurana flashed
hima triunphant glance. "The reports say.:' they're south of -us,
lighting for control of Thel gaard.

"But you believe the dragons are on the way" don't you2°" Laurana
returned.

St ur m appeared unconfortable. 'Perhaps;' he nuttered,

"You can't lie Sturm so don't start now. |'mstaying. |i what Tanis
woul d do-'

“I)am it, Laurana!" Sturmsaid, his face flushed. "Live y owmn life'.
Ibu can't be Tans! f can"t be Tanis! He isn't he W' ve got to face
that!" The knight turned away suddenly. ' isn't here," he repeated

har shly.

Flint sighed, glancing sorrowfully at Laurana. No-one noticed

Tassl ehof f, who sat huddl ed nmiserably in a coner.

Laurana. put her armaround Sturm "I knave |'m not.

friend Tanis is to you, Storm | can never take his place. But do ny
best to help you. That's what | nmeant. You don't

treat me any differently fromyour knights='

"1 know, Laurana," Sturmsaid. Putting his arnms around her he held her
close. "I'msorry | snapped at you:" Sturm'

"And you know why | must send you away. Tanis would forgive ne if
anyt hi ng happened to you:"'

""Yes, he would;' Laurana answered softly. "He worald up

stand. He told ne anae that there comes a tine when you' ve
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to risk your life for sonething that neans nore than life itself. Don't
you see, Sturn? If | fled to safety, leaving ny friends behind, he

woul d say he understood. But, deep inside, he wouldn't. Because it is
so far fromwhat he would do hinself. Besides"-she sniled-"even if
there were no Tanis in this world, | still could not |leave nmy friends:"
Sturm | ooked into her eyes and saw that no words of his would make any
difference. Silently, he held her close. H's other armwent around
Flint's shoul der and drew the dwarf near.

Tassl ehoff.. bursting into tears, stood up and flung hinself on them
sobbing wildly. They stared at himin astoni shment.

"Tas, what is it7" Laurana asked, al armned.

"lIt's atl ny fault! | broke one! AmI| doomed to go around the

wor | d breaki ng these things?" Tas wail ed i ncoherently.

"Cal mdown;" Sturmsaid, his voice stern, He gave the ken-

der a shake. 'What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"I found another one," Tas blubbered. "Down below, in a big enmpty
chamber: '



"Anot her what, you doorknob?" Flint said in exasperation

" Anot her dragon orb!" Tas wail ed.

i Vight settled over the Tower |ike a thicker, heavier fog. The knights
ligluted torches, but the flane only peopled the dark-

ness with ghosts. The knights kept silent watch fromthe battlenents,
straining to hear or see sonething--anything. ,

Then, 'Wien it was nearly mdnight, they were startled to hear, not the
victorious shouts of their conrades or the flat, blaring horns of the
eneny, but the jingle of harness, the soft

whi nny of horses approaching the fortress.

Rushing to the edge of the battlenents the knights shone Larches down
into the fog. They heard the hootbeats slowy

cane to a haft.

Sturm stood above the gate. yo rides to the Tower of the High Cerist?
he call,ed

A .single torch flared bel ow. Laurana, staring dawn into the

M sty darkness, felt her knees gaow weak and grabbed the stone wall to
support herself. The knights cried out in horror.

The rider who held the flamng torch was dressed in the shin

ing arnlar of an officer in the draganarrrly 4tLlreg ~nf~cnr...,.

Hef C

Was blonde, 1115 cold, and cruel. H-e.led a .second! horse across which
were thrown two bodi es-one of them headl ess, both bl oody, nutil ated.

"l have brought back your officers;' the man said" his voice harsh and

blaring. "One is quite dead, as you can see. The other, | believe,
still lives. O he did when | started on ny journey. | hope he is stil
living, so that he can recount for you what took place upon the field
of battle today. If you could even call it a battle:"

Bathed in the glare of his own torch, the officer disnpbunted. He began
to untie the bodies, using one hand to strip away the ropes binding
themto the saddle. Then he gl anced up.

"Yes, you could kill me now. | ama fine target, even in this fog. But
you want. You're Knights of Solam!a'"-his sarcasm was sharp-"your
honor is your life. You wouldn't shoot an unarnmed man returning the
bodi es of your |eaders:' He gave the ropes a yank. The headl ess body
slid to the ground. The officer dragged the other body off the saddle.
He tossed the torch down into the snow next to the bodies. It sizzled,
then went out, and the darkness swal | owed him

"You have a surfeit of honor out thereon the field,” he called. The
kni ghts coul d hear the | eather creak, his arnmor clang as he renounted
his horse. "I'll give you until norning to surrender. , Wen the sun
rises, lower your flag. The Dragon Highlord will.; deal with you
mercifully-"

Suddenly there was the twang © a bow, the thwnk of an arrow striking
into flesh, and the sound of startled swea.ring4'" from below them The

kni ghts turned around to stare in aston-. ishnent at a |one figure
standing an the wall, a bowin its hand.

"I amnot a knight;' Laurana called out, |owering hey bow "C am
Laural ant h. al asa, -daughter of the Qualinesti. INe elves hafta our oven
code of honor and, as |'msure you know, f can sera you quite well in
this darkness. | could have killed you. As it is,; | believe you vuil

ha re sone difficulty using that arm Eor a to tine. In fact, you nmay
never hold a sword; again:'

"Take that as our answer to your Highlord:' Sturms
lie cold in death before we | ower our flag!

"Indeed you will" the officer said through teeth clenched' pain. The
sound of gall opi ng hooves was | ost in the darkness

harshly. "W wll



"Bring in the bodes;' Sturm ordered.

autiousl hr the knights opened the gates. Several rushed to cover the
others who gently lifted the bodies and bore theminside. Then the
guard retreated back into the fortress and bolted the gates behind

t hem

Sturmknelt in the snow beside the body of the headl ess knight. Lifting
the man"s hand, he renoved a ring fromthe stiff, cold fingers. The

kni ght's arnmor was battered and bl ack with bl ood. Dropping the lifeless
hand back into the snow, Sturm bowed his head. "Lord Alfred;" he said
tonel essly.

"Sir;" said one of the young knights, "the other is Lord Derek. The
foul dragon officer was right-he is still alive:"

Sturmrose and wal ked over to where Derek lay on the cold stone. The
lord's face was white his eyes wide and glittering feverishly. Blood
caked his lips, his skin was clanmmy. One of the young knights
supporting himheld a cup of water to his |lips, but Derek could not

dri nk.

Sick with horror, Sturm saw Derek"s hand was pressed over his stomach,
where his life's blood was yelling out, but not fast

enough to end the agonizing pain. Gving a ghastly smile, Derek
clutched Sturms armwi th a bl oody hand.

"Victory!" he croaked. "They ran before us and we pursued!

It was glorious, glorious! And I-I will be Gand Master!" He choked and
bl ood spewed fromhis mouth as he fell back into the arms of the young
kni ght, who | ooked up at Sturm his youthful face hopeful

"Do you suppose he's right, sir? Maybe that was a ruse-'

His voice died at the sight of Sturmis grimface, and he | ooked back at
Derek with pity. "He"s mad, isn't he, sir?T

"He's dying-bravely-like a true knight;"' Sturm said.

""Victor-%!" Derek whispered, then his, eyes fixed in his head and he
gazed sightlessly into the fog

"No, you nusts"t break it;' said Laurana

"But Fizban said-"

"1 know what he said;' Laurana replied inpatiently. "It isn't eeail, it
isn't good, it's sat anything, it's everything. That"-she nuttered-"is
so |like Fizban!'

She .and Tas stand in front of the dragon orb. The orb rested On its
stand in the center of the round room still covered with dust except
for the spat Tas had rubbed ream The roam was dark and eerily silent,
so quiet, in fart, that Tas arid Laurana
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felt conpelled to whisper.

Laurana stared at the orb, her brow creased in thought. Tas stared at
Laurana unhappily, afraid he knew what she was t hinking.

"These orbs have to work, Tas!" Laurana said finally. "They were
created by powerful magic-users! People like Raistlin who do eat
tolerate failure. If only we knew how "

"I know how;, " Tas said in a broken whisper.

"I'hJdllat 7" Laurana asked. "You know Wy didn't you-"

"1 didn't know | knew-so to speak;' Tas stamrered. "It just came to ne.
Gnosh-the gnone-told nme that he discovered witing inside the orb
letters that swirled around in the mst. He couldn't read them he
sai d, because they were witten in some sort of strange |anguage-"
"The | anguage of nmmgic:'

"Yes, that's what t said and-"

"But that want help us! W can't either of us speak it. If only



Rai stlin-"

"W don't need Raistlin;' Tas interrupted- "I can't speak it, but | can
read it. You see, | have these gl asses-glasses of true seeing, Raistlin
called there. They let nme read | anguages-even the | anguage of magic. |
know because he said if he caught ne reading any of his scrolls he'd
turn me into a cricket and swal |l ow ne whole."

"And you think you can read the orb?"

"7.cantry, "Tashedged" "but, Laurana, Sturm said there probably woul dn't
be any dragons. Wiy should we risk even bath-: sting with the arb7

Fi zbam said only the nost powerful: magic-users dared use it,"

"Listen to nme, Tasslehoff BuxeEaot;" Laurana said softly,] kneeling
down beside the kender and staring himstraight in the eye. 'If they
bring even one dragon here, we're finished. That's why they gave us
time to surrender instead of just storming the place They're using the
extra time to bring i mdragons. 4

~ mruust take this chance!"

.r'l dark path and a |ight path. Tassl ehoff renmenbered T~ ban's. words
and hung his head. Death of those you ,love, be yon have .t 5e covrage.
Slowmy Tanis reached into the post of his fleecy vest, pulls ovn the

gl asses, and fit the wire frames over his pointed ears,

I3

EJ' he sun rises. Darkness descends.

- ~e fog lifted with the com ng of norning. The day dawned bright and
clear-so clear that Sturm wal king Che battlenents, could see the snow-
covered grasslands of his birthplace near Vingaard Keep-I|ands now
cc~npletely contr@ I|ed by the dragonarm es. The sun's first rays
struck the flag ef the Knights-Kkingfisher beneath a golden cr.:)', vn,
hol ding a sword decorated with a rose in his claws. The gol den enbl em
glittered in the morning light. Then Sturm

herd the harsh, blaring horns.

The dragonarm es marched upon the Tower at dawn,
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The young kni ghts-the hundred or so that were |left-stood silently on
the battlenments watching as the vast arnmy craw ed across the land with
the inexorability of devouring insects. At first Sturm had wondered
about the knight's dying words. "They ran before us!" Wy had the
draganarny run? Then it becane clear to himthe dragonmen had used the
knights :: own vainglory against themin an ancient, yet sanple,
maneuver. Fall back before your eneny . . . not too fast, just let the
front lines show enough fear and terror to be believable. Let them seem
to break in panic, Then |et your eneny charge after you, overextending
his lines. And let your arnmies close in, surround him and cut hire to
shr eds.

It didn't need the sight of the bodies-barely visible in the-# distant
trampl ed, bl oody snow-to tell Sturm he had judged= correctly. They |ay
where they had tried desperately to regroup for a final stand. Not that
it mttered how they died. He wo ,' dered who would) | ook an his body
when it was all over.

Flint peered out froma crack in the wall. "At least I'll die dry
land.," the dwarf nuttered.

Sturmsmiled slightly, stroking his nmoustaches. Hi s eyes went to the
east. As he thought about dying, he | ooked up the | and where he'd been
born -a honme he had barely known, a father he barely renenbered, a
country that had driven his famly into exile. He was about to give his
life to defend that country~. Wiy? Wiy didn't he just |eave and go back
to Pal ant has?

Al'l of his life he had followed the Code and the Measure



Code: Est Suiax'us oth Mthas-My Honor Is My Life. The Code was all he
had | eft. The Measure was gone. It was Rigld, inflexible, the Measure
had encased the Knights in heavier than their arnor. The Knights,
isolated, Eigl-.tingta_vive, had dung to the Measure in despair-not
realizing twas dal anchor, wei ghing them down..

Wiy was | different? Sturm wondered. But he knew the answer, even as he
listened to the dwarf grunble. It' because of the dwarf, the kender

the mage~, the half-elf.

They had taught .himko see the world. through other ,slanted eyes,

smal | er eyes, even hourgl ass eyes. |~ni g~t~
Derek saw the world in stark black and white.. Sturmhad: the world in
all its radiant colors, in all its bleak grays.

"It's tinme;' he said to Flint. The two descended fromthe high | ookout
point just as the first of the eneny's poison-tipped arrows arched over
the walls.

Wth shrieks and yells the blaring of horns, and clashing of shield and
sword, the dragonarm es struck the Tower of the High Clerist as the
sun's brittle light filled the sky.

By nightfall, the flag still flew. The Tower stood.

But half its defenders were dead.

The living had no time during the day to shut the staring eyes

or conpose the contorted, agonised |linbs, The living had all they could
do to stay alive. Peace cane at last with the night, as the
dragonarnmies withdrew to rest and wait for the norrow

Sturm paced the battlements, his body aching with weariness. Yet every
time he tried to rest taut nuscles twi tched and danced, his brain
seened an fire. And so he was driven to pace agai n-back and forth, back
and forth with slow, nmeasured tread. He could not know that his steady
pace drove the day's ?lorrors fromthe thoughts of the young knights
who |i stened.

:nights in the courtyard, laying out the bodies of friends and

conr ades, thinking that tonorrow sonmeone ni ght be doing this for them
heard Sturm s steady pacing and felt their fears for tonorrow eased.
The ringing sound of the knight's footfalls brought confort to even-
one, in fact; except to the knight hinself. Sturms thoughts were dark
and tornented: thoughts of defeat;

t houghts of dying ignobly; w thout honor; tortured nenories of the
dream seeing his body harked and nutil ated by the foul creatures
canped beyond. Wul d the dream cane true? he wondered, shivering.

"A ou]dhe falter at the end, unable to con-

quer fear? Whuld the -Code tail him as had the h9easure7

Step. . . step . . step. . . step,

Stop this! Sturmtold hinmself angrily. You'll soon be mad as pour
Derek. Spinning abruptly on his heel to break .his stride, the knight
turned to find Laurana behind him H's eyes net hers, and the bl ack

t houghts ,,,ere brightened by her light. As | °ng as such peace and
beauty as hers existed in this world there

was h~ape, p-fe smiled at her and she snil ed back.-a strained sn'"le-
but it erased lines of )fatigue surd wogry in her face.

.»Rest;' he told her. "You | ook exhausted."

"l tried to sleep;' she nmurrmured, "but | had terrible dreanshands
encased in crystal, huge dragons flying through stone hallways' She
shook her head, then sat down, exhausted, in a corner sheltered from
the chill wi nd.

Sturm s gaze noved to Tassl ehoff, who | ay beside her. The kender was
fast asleep, curled into a ball. Sturmlooked at himwith a smle.
Not hi ng bothered Tas. The kendei d had a truly glorious day-one that



would live in his menmory forever.

"1've never been at a siege before;' Sturm had heard Tas confide to
Flint just seconds before the dwarf's battl e-axe swept off a goblin"s
head.

"You know were all going to die;' Flint growl ed, w ping black bl ood
from his axe bl ade.

"That"s what you said when we faced that black dragon in, Xak Tsaaoth;"
Tas replied. "Then you said the sane thing

Thar bardi n; and then there was the boat -

"This time we're .going to die!" Flint roared in a rage
kill you mysel f!

But their hadn't died-at |east not today. There's alwa tonorrow, Sturm
t hought, his gaze resting on the dwarf | eaned against a stone wall,
carving at a bl ock of wood.

Flint |ooked up. "When will it start?" he asked.
Sturm si ghed, has gaze shifting out to the eastern ' Dawn,
"A few hours yet."

The dwarf nodded. "Can we hol d?" Hi s voice was matter fact, the hand
that held the wood firm and steady.

"4~,"e nust;' Sturmreplied. "The nessenger will read& Pa thas tonight.
If they act at once, aes still a two-day march reach u:;.- a nust give
them two. days-"

"If they act at oncefi" Flint grunted.

"I know . . ;' Sturrcv said softly, sighing. "You should Ies

he turned to Laurana, who carne out of her reverie witha s! "Co to f
"al . anthas. Convince them of the danger."

"Your messenger must .da that" Laurana said tiredly. "If no words of
mne will sway them'

"Laurana:" he began.

"Do. grow geed nme" she asked abruptly. "Am | of use

"You know you are," Sturm answered. He had the el frmaid' s unfl agging
strength, |Ih~er courage, and her with the bar.

"Then |I'm staying;' Laurana said sinply. Drawi ng the blanround her, she
closed her eyes. "I can't sleep, she whispered. But within a few

nonment skender ' s.

St urm shook his head, swallowi ng a choking thickness in his throat. Hi s
glance net Flint's. The dwarf sighed and went back to his carving,
Nei t her spoke, both nen thinking the sane thing. Their deaths would be
bad if the draconians overran the Tower. Laurana's death could be a
thing of nightmares.

The eastern sky was brightening, foretelling the sun's approach, when
the knights were roused fromtheir fitful slunber by the blaring of
horns. Hastily they rose, grabbed their weapons, and stood to the

wal |'s, peering out across the dark |and-

The canpfires of the dragonarm es burred |low, allowed to go out as
dayl i ght neared. They could hear the sounds of life returning to the
horri bl e body. The kni ghts gripped their weap-

ons, wadi ng, Then they turned to each other, bew | dered.

The dragonarm es were retreating! Al though only dimMy seen in the faint
&al flight, it was obvious that the black tide was slowy w thdraw ng.
Stucrn Tnratched puzzled. The arm es noved back, just over the horizon.
But they were still out there, Sturm knew, He sensed them

Sone of the Younger knights began to cheer

"Keep quiet!" Sturrn commanded harshly, Their shouts

grated an his raw nerves. Laurana cane to stand beside himand gl anced
at himin astoni shment. His face was gray and hag-

gard in the flickering torchlight. Hs gloved Fists, resting atop the

I f have to

he replied



battl e=rents, clenched and uncl enched nervously. H's eyes narrowed as
he | eaned forward staring eastward,

La' srana, sensing the rising fear within Ilirn, fell her own body grov,
chill. She renenbered what she had told Tas. "Is it what we feared" she
asked, her hand an his arm "P ay we are wong!'' he spoke softler,. in

a broker; voice. Mnutes passed. Nothing happened. Flint came to join
them cla.nlLel.2.,9 up on a huge slab of broken stone to see over the

edge of 'he L%all. 'Tas woke, yawni ng. "Wen.'s breakfast?" the kender
i nqui red" cheerfully, but no one Paid any attention to, him

Still they watched and waited. Now all the knights, each of them
feeling the sane rising fear, lined the walls, staring eastward w t hout

any clear idea why. "What is it?" Tas whispered. Cinbing up to stand
beside Flint, he saw the small red sliver of sun burning on the
horizon, its orange fire turning the night sky purple, dinmng the
stars. "What are we | ooking at?" Tas whi spered, nudging Flint.
"Not hi ng" Flint grunbled. "Then why are we |ooking-" The kender caught
his breath with a sharp gulp. "Sturm® he quavered. "Mat is it?" the
kni ght demanded, turning in alarm Tas kept staring. The rest followed
his gaze, but their eyes were no match for the kender's. "Dragons .

:' Tasslehoff replied. "Blue dragons."” '| thought as much; Sturmsaid
softly. "The draganfear. That's why they pulled the arm es back.. The
humans fighting anobng them could not withstand it. How nany dragonsd"

"Three,"' answered Laurana. "I can see themnow ' "Three," Sturm
repeated, his voice enpty, expressionless. "Listen, Sturm" Laurana
dragged hi m back away fromthe wall. |-we-weren't going to say

anything. It mght not have mattered, but it does now Tassl ehoff and
know haw t o uset he dragon orb!"

"Dragon orb?'4 Sturmnuttered, not really listening, D

"The orb here, Stux”rnl" Laurana persisted, her hands clutching him
eagerly. 'The one bel ow the Tower. in the very center. Tay shared it to
me. Three long, wide hallways lead to it and-I and-" Her voice died.
Suddenly she saw vividly, as her subconsci oushad seen during the night,
dragons flying down sion halls . . . .

"Sturrrt!" she shouted, shaking himin her excitenent. know how the orb
wor ksl | know how to kill the drago Now, if we dust have the tine-"
Sturm caught, held of her, his strong hands graspi ng her the
shoulders. In all the nonths he flail known her, H e could recall
seeing her nore beautiful. Her fac pale with wearing was alight with
exci tement.

"Tell me, quickly, he ordered.

Laurana explain, her words falling over thenselves as she painted a
picture to himthat becane clearer as her as

tal ked. Flint and Tas watched from behind Sturm the dwarf's face
aghast, the kender's face filled with consternation.

"Who' | | use the orb?" Sturm asked slowy.

"I will," Laurana replied.

"But, Laurana;' Tasslehoff cried, "Fizban said-'

"Tas, shut up!" Laurana said through clenched teeth. "Please, Sturm"
she urged. "It's our only hope. W have the dragonl ances-and the dragon
arbl "

The kni ght | ooked at her, then toward the dragons speedi ng out of the
ever -bri ghteni ng east.

"Very well;" he said finally. "Flint, you and Tas go down and gat her
the nmen together in the center courtyard. Hurry!"

Tassl ehof f, giving Laurana a |ast, troubled glance, junped down from
the rock where he and the dwarf had been standing. Flirt came after him
more slowy, his face sonber and thoughtful. Reaching the ground, he



wal ked up to Sturm

Must you? Flint asked Sturmsilently, as their eyes net.

Sturm nodded once. d ancing at Laurana, he smiled sadly. "I'Il tel

her," he said softly. "Take cam of the kender. Good-bye, ny friend:"
Flint swallowed, shaking his old head. Then, his face a nask of sorrow,
the dwarf brushed his gnarled hand across his eyes and gave Tas a shove
in the back.

"Get noving!" the dwarf snapped.

Tas turned to |l ook at himdo astonishnment, then shrugged and ran

ski pping along the tap of the battlenments, his shrill voice shouting
out to the startled knights.

Laurana's face glowed. "You cone, too, Sturm " she said, tugging at him
like a child eager to show a parent a newtoy. "I'Il explain this to
the nmen if you want. Then you can give the orders and ,arrange the
battl e disposition-"

"You're in conmmand, Laurana," Sturm said

"What ?" Laurana stopped, fear replacing the hope in her heart so
suddenly the pain nade her gasp.

"You said you needed tine;" Sturmsaid, adjusting his swordbelt,

avoi ding her eyes. "You're right. You nust get the men in

Position. You nmust have tune to use the orb. | will gain you that
time." Re picked up a bow and aqui ver of .arrows.

"No! Sturm " Laurana shivered with terror. 'You can't nmean this! |
can't command! | need you! Sturm don't -do this to yourself!" Her

voi ce died to a whisper, "Don't do this to ne!"

"You can conmmand, Laurana,"” Sturm said, taking her head in his hands.
Leaning forward, he kissed her gently. "Farewell, el Emaid;' he said
softly. "Your light will shine in this world. It is tine for mne to
darken. Don't grieve, dear one. Don't cry:" He held her close. "The
Forestmaster said to us, in Darken Wod, that we should not mourn those
who have fulfilled their destiny. Mne is fulfilled. Now, hurry,
Laurana. You'll need every second:’

"At least take the dragonlance with you;' she begged.

St urm shook his head, his hand on the antique sword of his father. "I
don't know how to use it. Good-bye, Laurana. Tell Tanis-" He stopped
then he sighed. "No;" he said with a slight snle. "He will know what
was in ny heart."

"Sturm, :" Laurana's tears choked her into silence. She could only
stare at hire in mute appeal.

"CGo;' he said.

Stunbling blindly, Laurana turned around and sonehow nade her way dawn
the stairs to the courtyard below. Here she felt a strong, hand grasp
hers

"Flint;" she began, sobbing painfully, "he, Sturm.
"1 know, Laurana," the dwarf replied. "I sawit in his face. | think
I'"ve seen it there for as long as | can renmenber. It"s up to you now.
You can't fail him™"

Laurana drew a deep breath, then w ped her eyes with her hands,

cl eaning her tear-streaked face as best she could. Taking . another
breath, she lifted her head. |,

"There;" she said, keeping her voice firmand steady. "Um

ready. \Were's Tas?"

"Here;' said) a small voice

"CGo on down. You read the words in the orb once before. -i head them
agai n. Make absolutely certain you've got it right" -"i

"Yes, Laurana ' Tas.gulped and ran off..

"The knights are assenbled,'" Flint said. "Waiting your commuand"



"Waiting my command' ;' Laurana repeated absently.

Hesitating, she |ooked up. The red rays of the sun flashed off Sturnis
bi ght arnor as the knight clinbed the narrow sk ' that |ed tos high.
wal | near the central Tower- Sighing. shela ferect her gaze to the
courtyard where the knights waited.

Laurana drew anot her deep breath, then wal ked toward them the red
crest fluttering fromher helnmet, her golden hair flanming in the
nmor ni ng |ight.

The cold and brittle sun stained the sky blood red, deepening into the
vel vet bl ue-bl ackness of receding night. The Tower stood in shadow

still, though the sun's rays sparkled off the golden threads in the
fluttering flag.
Sturmreached the top of the wall. The Tower soared above him The

parapet Storm stood upon extended a hundred feet or noue to his left,
Its stone surface was smooth, providing no shelter, no cover.

Looki ng east, Sturm saw the dragons.

They were blue dragons, and on the back of the |ead dragon in the
formati on sat a Dragon Highlord, the blue-black draganscal e arnor
gleaming in the sunlight. He could see the hideous horned nmask, the
bl ack cape fluttering behind. Two other blue dragons with riders

foll oned the Dragon Highlord. Sturm gave thema brief, perfunctory

gl ance. They did not concern him H s battle was with the | eader, the
Hi ghl or d.

The kni ght | ooked into the courtyard far bel ow him Sunlight was just
clinmbing the walls. Sturmsaw it flicker acct off the tips of the
silver dragonlances that each nman held now in his hand _ He saw it burn
on Laurana's golden hair. He saw the nen | ook up at him Gasping his
sword; he raised it into the air. Sunlight trashed fromthe ornately
carved bl ade.

Smiling up at him though she could barely see himthrough her tears.
Laurana rai sed her dragonlance into the air in answer-in good- bye.
Conforted by her snile. Sturmturned back to face his eneny.
I"Valking to the center of the wall, he seened a small figure poised
hal Ji vay between | and and sky. The dragons could fly past him. or
circle around h:na, but that wasn't what he wanted. They nust see him
as a threat. They nust take tinme to fight him

Sheat hi ng; his svrord, Sturmfit an arrow to his bow and took carefu
aimat the |lead dragon. Patiently he waited, holding his breath. |

cranrnat waste this, '~ e thought. Wit . . , wait .
The dragon was in range. Sturm s arrow, sped through the norning
brilliance. Hs aimwas true. The arrow struck the blue dragon in the

neck. It did little damage, bouncing off the dragon's blue scal es, but
the dragon reared its head in pain and irritation-slowing its flight.
Quickly Sturmfired again, this tine at the dragon flying directly
behi nd the | eader.

The arrow tore into a wing, and the dragon shrieked in rage. Sturm
fired once nore. This tine the |ead dragon's rider steered it clear
But the knight had acconplished what he set out to do: capture their
attention, prove he was a threat, force themto fight him He could
hear the sound of running footsteps in the courtyard and the shril
squeak of the wi nches raising the portcullises.

Now Sturm coul d see the Dragon Highlord rise to his feet in the saddle.
Built Iike a chariot, the saddle could acconmpdate its rider in a
standi ng position for battle. The Highlord carried a spear in his

gl oved hand. Sturm dropped his bow. Picking up his shield and draw ng
his sword, he stood upon the wall, watching as the dragon flew cl oser



and closer, its red eyes flaring, its white teeth gl eani ng.

Then-Ear away-Sturm heard the clear, clarion call of aj trunpet, its
musi ¢ cold as the air fromthe snow covered nouetains of his honel and
in the distance. Pure and crisp, the trum pet call pierced his heart,
rising bravely above the darkness death and despair that surrounded
hi m

Sturm answered the call with a wild battle-cry, raising sword to neet
his eneny. The sunlight flashed red on his bla '~ The dragon swooped’
in | ow

Agai n the trunpet sounded, and again Sturm answered, voice rising in a
shout. But this time his voice faltered, for s denly Sturmrealized he
had heard this trunpet before

The dream

Sturm stopped, gripping his s4,rord in a hand that wars ing inside its
gl ove. The dragon | oonmed above him Astride dragon was the Highlord,
the horns of his mask nieke ' blood-red, his spear poised. and ready.

Fear knotted Sturm s stomach, hi., skin grew cold. The . call sounded a
third tune. It had sounded three times in dream and .after the third
.-.all he had fallen. The drag was averwhel ndng him . Escape!'. his

brain screaned. -

Escape! The dragons woul d swoop into the courtyard - the knights could
not be ready yet, they would die, Laurana, Flint, and Tas .... The
Tower would fall

No! Sturm got hold of hinself. Everything el se was gone: his ideals,
hi s hopes, his dreams. The Kni ght hood was col | apsi ng. The Measure had
been found wanting. Everything in his life was neaningless. Hs death
must not be .so. He would buy Laurana tine, buy it with his life, since
that was all he had to

give. And he would die according to the Code, since that was all he had
to cling to.

Rai sing his sword in the air, he gave the knight's salute to an eneny.
To his surprise, it was returned with grave dignity by

the Dragon Hi ghlord. Then the dragon dove, its jaws open, prepared to
slash the knight apart with its razor-sharp teeth. Sturm swung his
sword do a vicious arc, forcing the dragon to rear its head back or
risk decapitation. Sturrn hoped to disrupt its flight. But the
creature's wings held it steady, its rider guiding it with a sure hand
whi | e hol ding the gl eam ng-tipped spear in the other.

Sturm faced east. Hal f-blinded by the sun's brilliance, Sturm saw the
dragon as a thing of blackness. He saw the creature dip inits flight,
diving below the I evel of the wall, and he realized the blue was , going

to came up frown beneath, giving its rider the roam needed to attack.
The other two dragon. riders held back, watching, waiting to see if
their lard required help finishing this insolent knight.

For a nonent the sun-drenched sky was enpty, then the dragon burst up
over the edge of the wall, its horrifying screamsplitting Sturms
eardruns, filling his head with pain. The breath from its gaping nouth
,gagged him He staggered dizzily but managed to keep his feet as he
sl ashed out with leis sword.

The ancient blade struck the dragon's left nostril. Black. blood
spurted into the air. The dragon roared in fury.

But the bl ow was costly. Sturmhad no time to recover.

The Dragon Highlord raised his spear, its tip flamng in the sun-
Leani ng down, he thrust it deep, piercing through arnor, flesh, and
bone. Sturm s sun shattered.



Dragan orb. Dragonl ance.

Tl e kni ghts surged past Laurana into the High Cerist's Tower, taking
their places where had told them Although at first skeptical, hope
dawned as Laurana expl ai ned her pl an.

The Courtyard was enpty after the knightg departure.

Laurana knew she should hurry. already she should be with Tas ,
preparing herself to use the dragon orb. But Laurana r,.at |eave that

gl eami ng, solitary figure standing all waiting-upon the wall.

Then, :s'ilhouetted in the rising sun, she sate" the dra~gQ-

Sword and spear flashed in the brilliant sunlight.

Laurana's world stopped turning. Tine slowed to a dream

The sward drew bl ood. The dragon screanmed. The spear held poised far an
eternity. The sun stood still.

The spear struck.

,a, glittering abject fell slowy fromthe top of the wall into the
courtyard. The object was Sturm s sward, dropped fromhis |lifeless
hand, and it was-to Laurana-the only novenent in a static world. The
kni ght's body stood still, inpaled upon the spear of the Dragon

Hi ghl and. The dragon hovered above, its w ngs poi sed. Nothing nowed,
everything held perfectly still.

Then the Highlord jerked the spear free and Sturm s body crunpl ed where
he stood, a dark nass against the sun. The dragon roared in outrage and
a bolt of lightning streaked fromthe blue's bl ood-frothed nouth and
struck the High Aerist's Tower. Wth a boom ng expl osion, the stone
burst apart. Flanes flared, brighter than the sun. The other two
dragons dove for the courtyard as Sturmis sword clattered to the
paverment with a ringing sound.

Ti me began.

Laurana saw t he dragons diving at her. The ground around | eer shook as
stone and rock rai ned down upon her and snmoke and dust filled the air.
Step Laurana could not nove. To nove woul d nake the tragedy real. Some
i nane voi ce kept whispering in her brain-if yau,stand perfectly still,
this will not have happened

But there lay tile sward, only a few feet fromher. And, as she

wat ched, she saw the Dragon Hi ghl ord wane the spear, signaling to the
dragonarni es that waited out upon the plains, telling themto attack.
Laurana heard the blaring of the horns. In her nmind s eye, she could
see the dr,aganarm es surgi ng across the snow-revered | and.

Agai n the ground shook beneath her feet. Laurana hesitated one Instant
nmore, bidclirig a silent Eaf,eweh to the spirit of the knight, Then she
ran forward, .stunblLin.g as 'he ground heaved and the air crackled with
terrinring lightning blasts. Reaching down: she grabbed Sturm s sward
and raises it defiantly in the air_

~S°l'-"si Ar'atlFr?" shoe cried in elven, her voice ringing above the
sounds of destruction in challenge to the attacking dragons.

The dragon riders | aughed, shouting their scornful challenges in
return. The dragons shrieked in cruel enjoynent of the kill. Two
dragons who had acconpani ed the Highlord plumeted after Laurana into
the courtyard.

Laurana ran toward the huge, gaping portcullis, the entryway into the
Tower that nmade so little sense. The stone walls were a blur as she
fled past then,. Behind her she could hear a dragon swoopi ng after her.
She could hear its stertorous breathing, the rush of air past its

wi ngs. She heard the dragon rider's comuand that stopped the dragon
fromfollow ng her right into the Tower. Goodl Laurana snmiled grimy to
her sel f.



Runni ng t hrough the wi de hallway, she sped swiftly past the second
portcullis. Knights stood there, poised and ready to drop it.

"Keep it open!"™ she gasped breathl essly. "Renenbers"

They nodded. She sped on., Now she was in the dark, oarrawer chanber
where the oddly shaped, toothlike pillars slanted toward her with razor
sharpness. Behind the pillars, she saw white faces beneath gl eam ng

hel ms. Here and there, |ight sparkled oar a dragonlance. The knights
peered at her as she

past. |,

"CGet back!" she shouted. "Stay behind the pillars."

I1.5urrn' I" one asked.

Lat xrana shook her head, too exhausted to talk. She through the th:ird
portcullis-the strange one, the one with hale in the center. Here stood
font knights, along with Flini This was the key position. Laurana
want ed soneone here sl could depend on, She had no time for nore than
an exchange a glances with the derrarg, but that was enough. Flint read
tE story of his friend in her faze. The dwarf's head bowed far
nmonent, | ' ds hand covering his eyes.

Laurana ran on. Through this small room beneath d doors nmade of solid
steel and then into the chanber of dragon ofrb.

Tassl ehoff had dusted the .orb with his han

dker

Laurana cbul dsee inside ix now, a faint red mst swirling

nyri ad o3l ors. The kender stood before it, staring inrlo it,

rjragical ,glasses. perched upon his small nose. -_

""What do | do?"'Lavaarna gasped, out of breath..

"Laurana;' Tas pegged, "don't do this!. I've read-if yes.

to control the essence of the dragons within the orb, the dragons will
cone, Laurana, and take control of you!"

"Tell me what | need to do!" Laurana said firmy

"Put your hands on the orb;' Tas faltered, "and-no, wait, Laurana!"

It was too | ate. Laurana had already placed both sl ender hands upon the

chill crystal globe. There was a flash of color frominside the orb, so
bright Tas had to avert his eyes.
"Laurana!" he cried in his shrill voice. "Listen! You nust concentrate,

clear your mind of everything except bending the orb to your will?
Laur ana. 2

If she heard him she made no response, and Tas realized she

was al ready caught up in the battle for control of the orb. Fearfully
he renmenbered Fi zban's warni ng, death for those you | ove, worse-the

| oss of the soul. Only dimy did he understand the dire wards witten
in the flaming colors of the orb, but he knew enough to realize that
Laurana's said was at bal ance here.

In agony he watched her, longing to hel p-fret knowi ng that he did oat
dare do anything. Laurana stood for |ong nonents

wi t hout snowi ng, her hands upon the orb, her face slowy draining of
all life. Her eyes stared deep info the spinning, swirling colors. The
kender grew dizzy | ooking at it and turned away, Eeelirg sick. There
was anot her expl osion outside. Dust dri Eked down fromthe ceiling. Tas
stirred uneasily. But Laurana never noved.

Her eyes cl osed, her head bent Forward. She clutched the orb, her hands
whitening fromthe pressure she exerted. Then she began to whi nper and
shake her head. "I110," she npaned,

and it seened as if she were trying desperately to pull her hands
away.. But the orb held themfast.

Tas wondered bl eakly what they should do. He longed to run up and pul
her away. He wi shed he had broken this orb, but there was nothing he



could do now. He could only stand and watch hel pl essly.

Laurana's body gave a convul sive shudder. Tas saw her drop to her knee,
her hands still holding fast to, the orb. Then

Laurana shook her head arngrily. Muttering unfamliar words in elven,
she fought to stand, using the orb to, drag herself up. Her hands
turned white with the strain and sweat trickled down her face. She was
exerting every ounce of strength she possessed. Wth agoni zi ng

sl owness, Laurana stood.

The orb flared a final tine, the colors swirled together, becom ng nmany
colors and none. Then a bright, beam ng, pure white |ight poured from
the orb. Laurana stood tall and straight before it. Her face rel axed
She snil ed

And then she col | apsed, unconscious, to the floor.

In the courtyard of the High Clerist's Tower, the dragons were
systematically reducing the stone walls to rubble. The arny was nearing
the Tower, draconians in the forefront, preparing to enter through the
breached walls and kill anything left alive inside. The Dragon Highlord
circled above the chaos, his blue dragon's nostril black with dried

bl ood. The Hi ghl ord supervised the destruction of the Tower. Al was
proceedi ng well when the bright daylight was pierced by a pure white
light beaming out fromthe t hree huge, gaping entryways into the Tower.
The dragon riders glanced at these |ight beanms, wondering casually what
they portended. Their dragons, however, reacted differently. Lifting
their heads, their eyes lost all focus. The dragons heard the call
Captured by ancient magi c-users, brought under control by an el fmai den-
the essence of the dragons held within the orb did as it was bound to
do when commanded. It sent forth its irresistible call. And the dragons
had no choice but to answer that call and try desperately to reach its
sour ce.

In vain the startled dragon riders tried to turn their nmounts. But the
dragons no | onger heard the riders' conmandi ng voi ces, they heard only
a single voice, that of the orb. Both dragons swooped toward the
inviting portcullises while their riders shouted and kicked wildly.

The white |ight spread beyond the Tower, touching the front ranks of

t he dragonarm es, and the human conmanders stared as their army went
mad.

The orb's call sounded clearly to dragons. But draconi ans, who were
only part dragon, heard the call as a deafening voice shouting garbled
commands. Each one heard the voice differently, each one received a
different call.

Sone draconians fell to their knees, clutching their heads in agony.

O hers turned and fled an unseen horror lurking in the Tower. Stil
others dropped their weapons and ran wildly, straight toward the Tower.
Wthin noments an organi zed, well planned attack had turned into nass
confusion as a thousand draconi ans dashed off shrieking in a thousand
directions. Seeing the najor part of their force break and run, the
goblins pronmptly fled the battlefield, while the humans stood
bewi | dered ami dst the chaos, waiting for orders that were not
forthcom ng.

The Dragon Highlord's own mount was barely kept in control by the

Hi ghlord' s powerful force of will. But there was no stopping the other
two dragons or the nmadness of the arnmy. The Hi ghlord could only funme in
impotent fury, trying to determne what this white |light was and where
it was coming from And-if possible-try to eradicate it.

The first blue dragon reached the first portcullis and sped inside the
huge entryway, its rider ducking just in tine to avoid having his head
taken off by the wall. Obeying the call of the orb, the blue dragon



flew easily through the wide stone halls, the tips of her w ngs just
barely brushing the sides.

Through the second portcullis she darted, entering the chanber with the
strange, toothlike pillars. Here in this second chanber she snelled
human flesh and steel, but she was so in thrall to the orb she paid no
attention to them This chanber was snaller, so she was forced to pul
her wi ngs close to her body, letting nomentum carry her forward.

Flint watched her coming. In all his one hundred forty-sonme years, he
had never seen a sight like this . . . and he hoped he never would
agai n. The dragonfear broke over the nmen confined in the roomlike a
stupi fyi ng wave. The young kni ghts, |lances clutched in their shaking
hands, fell back against the walls, hiding their eyes as the nonstrous,
bl ue-scal ed body thundered past them

The dwarf staggered back against the wall, his nervel ess hand resting
feebly on the nmechanismthat would slide shut the portcullis. He had
never been so terrified in his life. Death would be welcone if it would
end this horror. But the dragon sped on, seeking only one thing-to
reach the orb. Her head glided under the strange portcullis.

Acting instinctively, knowing only that the dragon nmust not reach the
orb, Flint released the nechanism The portcullis closed around the
dragon's neck, holding it fast. The dragon's head was now trapped
within the small chanber. Her struggling body |lay hel pl ess, w ngs
pressed agai nst her sides, in the chanber where the kni ghts stood,
dragonl ances ready.

Too late, the dragon realized she was trapped. She howl ed in such fury
the rocks shuddered and cracked as she opened her nouth to bl ast the
dragon orb with her Iightning breath. Tasslehoff,trying frantically to
revive Laurana, found hinself staring into two flanm ng eyes. He saw the
dragon's jaws part, he heard the dragon suck in her breath.

Li ghtning crackled fromthe dragon's throat, the concussi on knocki ng
the kender flat. Rock exploded into the roomand the dragon orb
shuddered on its stand. Tas lay on the floor, stunned by the blast. He
coul d not nove, did not even want to nove, in fact. He just lay there
waiting for the next bolt which he knew would kill Laurana-if she
wasn't already dead-and him too. At this point, he really didn't nuch
care

But the bl ast never cane.

The nmechanismfinally activated. The double steel door slamed shut in
front of the dragon's snout, sealing the creature's head inside the
smal |l room

At first it was deathly silent. Then the nost horrible scream

i magi nabl e reverberated through the chanmber. It was hi ghpitched
shrill, wailing, bubbling in agony, as the knights |lunged out of their
hi di ng pl aces behind the tooth-like pillars and drove the silver
dragonl ances into the blue, withing body of the trapped dragon.

Tas covered his ears with his hands, trying to bl ock out the awful
sound. Over and over he pictured the terrible destruction he had seen
the dragons weak on towns, the innocent people they had sl aughtered.
The dragon woul d have killed him too, he knew-killed himw thout
mercy. |t had probably already killed Sturm He kept rem nding hinsel f
of that, trying to harden his heart.

But the kender buried his head in his hands and wept.

Then he felt a gentle hand torch him

"Tas," whi spered a voice

"Laurana!" He raised his head. "Laurana! |'msorry. | shouldn't care
what they do to the dragon, but | can't stand it, Laurana! Wy nust
there be killing? | can't stand it!" Tears streaked his face



"I know;, " Laurana nurnured, vivid nenories of Sturm s death mingling
with the shrieks of the dying dragon. "Don't be ashamed, Tas. Be

t hankful you can feel pity and horror at the death of an eneny. The day
we cease to care-even for our enemes-is the day we have lost this
battle:"

The fearful wailing grew even |ouder. Tas held out his arnms and Laurana
gathered himcl ose. The two clung to each other, trying to blot out the
screans of the dying dragon. Then they heard anot her sound-the knights
calling out a warning. A second dragon had entered the other chanber,
slamming its rider into the wall as it struggled to enter the smaller
entryway in response to the beanming call of the dragon orb. The knights
wer e soundi ng the alarm

At that nmonent, the Tower itself shuddered fromtop to foundation
shaken by the violent flailings of the tortured dragon.

"Cone on!" Laurana cried. "W've got to get out of here!" Dragging Tas
to his feet, she ran stunbling toward a small door in the wall that
woul d | ead themout into the courtyard. Laurana yanked open the door,
just as the dragon's head burst into the roomwth the orb. Tas could
not help stopping, just a nonent, to watch. The sight was so
fascinating. He could see the dragon's flaring eyes-mad with rage at
the sounds of his dying mate, knowi ng-too late-that he had flown into
the sane trap. The dragon's nmouth twisted into a vicious snarl, he
sucked in his breath. The doubl e steel doors dropped in front of the
dragon- but only hal fway.

"Laurana, the door's stuck!" Tas shouted. "The dragon orb-"

"Cone on!" Laurana yanked at the kender's hand. Lightning flashed, and
Tas turned and fled, hearing the roam behind himexplode into flane.
Rock and stone filled the chanber. The white Iight of the dragon orb
was buried in the debris as the Tower of the Hi gh Cerist collapsed on

top of it.

The shock threw Laurana and Tas off bal ance, sending them sl amm ng
agai nst the wall. Tas hel ped Laurana to her feet, and the two of them
kept going, heading for the bright daylight.

Then the ground was still. The thunder of falling rock ceased. There

was only a sharp crack now and again or a |ow runble. Pausing a nonent
to catch their breath, Tas and Laurana | ooked behind them The end of

t he passage was conpletely bl ocked, choked by the huge boul ders of the
Tower .

"What about the dragon orb?" Tas gasped.

"It is better destroyed:"

Now that Tas could see Laurana nore clearly in the daylight, he was
stunned at the sight. Her face was deathly white, even her lips drained
of blood. The only color was in her green eyes, and they seened

di sturbingly | arge, shadowed by purpl e snudges.

"l could not use it again;' she whispered, nore to herself than to him
"l nearly gave up. Hands . . . | can't talk about it!"™ Shivering, she
covered her eyes. "Then | renenbered Sturm standing upon the wall,
facing his death alone. If | gave in, his death would be neaningl ess. |
couldn't let that happen. | couldn't Iet himdown:" She shook her head,
trenbling. "I forced the orb to obey nmy conmand, but | knew | could do
it only once. And I can never, never go through that again!"

"Sturm s dead?" Tas's voi ce quavered

Laurana | ooked at him her eyes softened. "I'msorry, Tas," she said
"I didn't realize you didn't know. He-he died fighting a Dragon
Hi ghlord :'

"Was it-was it :' Tas choked.
"Yes, it was quick;' Laurana said gently. "He did not suffer long."



Tas bowed his head, then raised it again quickly as another expl osion
shook what was left of the fortress.

"The dragonarm es . ;' Laurana murmured. "CQur fight is not ended:

Her hand went to the hilt of Sturms sword, which she had buckl ed
around her slender waist. "Go find Flint."

Laurana enmerged fromthe tunnel into the courtyard, blinking in the
bright light, alnost surprised to see it was still day. So nmuch had
happened, it seened to her years might have passed. But the sun was
just lifting over the courtyard wall.

The tall Tower of the High Clerist was gone, fallen in upon itself, a
heap of stone rubble in the center of the courtyard. The entryways and
halls |l eading to the dragon orb were not danmaged, except where the
dragons had snashed into them The walls of the outer fortress stil

st ood, al though breached in places, their stone blackened by the
dragons' |ightning bolts.

But no arnmies poured through the breaches. It was quiet, Laurana
realized. In the tunnels behind her, she could hear the dying screans
of the second dragon, the hoarse shouts of the knights finishing the
kill

What had happened to the arny? Laurana wondered, |ooking around in
confusion. They must be conming over the walls. Fearfully she | ooked up
at the battlenents, expecting to see the fierce creatures pouring over
t hem

And then she saw the flash of sunlight shining on arnmor. She saw the
shapel ess nass lying on the top of the wall

Sturm She renenbered the dream renenbered the bl oody hands of the
draconi ans hacking at Sturnis body.

It nust not happen! she thought grimy. Drawing Sturmis sword, she ran
across the courtyard and i nmedi ately realized the anci ent weapon woul d
be too heavy for her to wield. But what else was there? She gl anced
around hurriedly. The dragonl ances! Dropping the sword, she grabbed
one. Then, carrying the lightweight footman's |ance easily, she clinbed
the stairs.

Laurana reached the top of the battlenents and stared out across the
pl ain, expecting to see the black tide of the arny surging forward. But
the plain was enpty. There were only a few groups of humans standi ng,
staring vaguely around.

What coul d it nmean? Laurana had no idea, and she was too exhausted to
think. Her wild elation died. Wariness descended on her now, as did
her grief. Dragging the | ance behind her, she stunbled over to Sturms
body lying in the bl ood-stai ned snow.

Laurana knelt beside the knight. Putting her hand out, she brushed back
the wi nd-blown hair to | ook once nore upon the face of her friend. For
the first tinme since she had met him Laurana saw peace in Sturms
lifel ess eyes.

Lifting his cold hand, she pressed it to her cheek. "Sleep, dear
friend;" she murnmured, "and | et not your sleep be troubled by dragons:'’
Then, as she lay the cold white hand upon the shattered arnor, she saw
a bright sparkle in the blood-stained snow. She picked up an object so
covered with bl ood she could not see what it was. Carefully Laurana
brushed the snow and bl ood away. It was a piece of jewelry. Laurana
stared at it in astoni shment.

But before she could wonder how it canme to be here, a dark shadow f el
over her. Laurana heard the creak of huge wings, the intake of breath
into a gigantic body. Fearfully she | eaped to her feet and whirled
around.

A bl ue dragon | anded upon the wall behind her. Stone gave way as the



great claws scrabbled for a hold. The creature's great w ngs beat the
air. Fromthe saddl e upon the dragon's back, a Dragon Hi ghlord gazed at
Laurana with cold, stern eyes from behi nd the hideous mask.

Laurana took a step backwards as the dragonfear overcame her. The
dragonl ance slipped from her nervel ess hand, and she dropped the jewel
into the snow. Turning, she tried to flee, but she could not see where
she was going. She slipped and fell into the snowto lie trenbling

besi de Sturm s body.

In her paralyzing fear, all she could think of was the dream Here she
had di ed-as Sturm had died. Laurana's vision was filled with blue
scales as the creature's great neck reared above her.

The dragonl ance! Scranbling for it in the blood-wet snow, Laurana's
fingers closed over its wooden shaft. She started to rise, intending to
plunge it into the dragon's neck.

But a bl ack boot slamred down upon the | ance, narrowly m ssing her
hand. Laurana stared at the shining black boot, decorated with gold
work that gleaned in the sun. She stared at the black boot standing in
Sturm s bl ood, and she drew a deep breath.

"Touch his body, and you will die;" Laurana said softly. "Your dragon
will not be able to save you. This knight was ny friend, and I will not
let his killer defile his body:"

"I have no intention of defiling the body" the Dragon Highlord said.
Movi ng with el aborate sl owness, the Hi ghlord reached down and gently
shut the knight's eyes, which were fixed upon the sun he woul d see no
nor e.

The Dragon Hi ghlord stood up, facing the el fmaid who knelt in the snow,
and renoved the booted foot fromthe dragonl ance. "You see, he was ny
friend, too. | knewthe nonent | killed him"

Laurana stared up at the Highlord. "I don't believe you;' she said
tiredly. "How could that be?"

Cal My, the Dragon Highlord renoved the hi deous horned dragonmask. "I
think you m ght have heard of ne, Laural anthalasa. That is your nane,
isn"t it?"

Laurana nodded dunmbly, rising to her feet.

The Dragon Highlord smled, a charm ng, crooked smle. "And ny nane is-

"Kitiara:"
"How did you know?"
"A dream ;" Laurana nur nured.

"Ch, yes-the dream ™ Kitiara ran her gl oved hand through her dark

curly hair. "Tanis told me about the dream | guess you all nust have

shared it. He thought his friends nmght have:" The human worman gl anced

down at the body of Sturm lying at her feet. "Qdd, isn't it-the way

Sturm s death canme true? And Tanis said the dreamcane true for himas

well: the part where | saved his life:

Laurana began to trenble. Her face, which had al ready been white with

exhaustion, was so drained of blood it seened transparent. "Tanis? .
You' ve seen Tani s?"

"Just two days ago;" Kitiara said. "I left himin Flotsam to | ook

after matters while | was gone:"

Kitiara's cold, calmwords drove through Laurana's soul |ike the

Hi ghlord' s spear had driven through Sturm s flesh. Laurana felt the

stones start to shift fromunder her. The sky and ground m xed, the

pain cl eaved her in two. She's lying, Laurana thought desperately. But

she knew with despairing certainty that-though Kitiara mght |ie when

she chose-she was not |ying now.

Laurana staggered and nearly fell. Only the grimdeternination not to



reveal any weakness before this human worman kept the el frmai den on her
feet. Kitiara had not noticed. Stooping down, she picked up the weapon
Laurana had dropped and studied it with interest.

"So this is the famed dragonl ance?" Kitiara remarked

Laurana swal | owed her grief, forcing herself to speak in a steady
voice. "Yes;" she replied. "If you want to see what it's capable of, go
look within the walls of the fortress at what's |left of your dragons:"
Kitiara glanced down into the courtyard briefly, without a great dea
of interest. "It was not these that lured ny dragons into your trap;"
she said, her brown eyes appraising Laurana coolly, "nor scattered ny
arny to the four w nds:'

Once nore Laurana glanced across the enpty pl ains.

"Yes;' Kitiara said, seeing the dawni ng conprehensi on on Laurana's
face. "You have won-today. Savor your victory now, Ef, for it will be
short-lived." The Dragon Hi ghl ord dexterously flipped the lance in her
hand and held it ainmed at Laurana's heart. The el fmaid stood unnovi ng
before her, the delicate face enpty of expression.

Kitiara smled. Wth a quick notion, she reversed the killing stroke
"Thank you for this weapon;" she said, standing the |l ance in the snow.
"We've received reports of these. Now we can find out if it as

form dabl e a weapon as you claim”

Kitiara nade Laurana a slight bow fromthe waist. Then, replacing the
dragonmask over her head, she grasped the dragonl ance and turned to go.
As she did, her gaze went once nore to the body of the knight.

"See that he is given a knight's funeral ;" Kitiara said. "It will take
at | east three days to rebuild the army. | give you that tine to
prepare a cerenony befitting him™"

"We will bury our own dead;" Laurana said proudly. "W ask you for
not hi ngl "

The nmenory of Sturms death, the sight of the knight's body, brought
Laurana back to reality like cold water poured on the face of a
dreaner. Mving to stand protectively between Sturm s body and the
Dragon Highl ord, Laurana | ooked into the brown eyes, glittering behind
t he dragonmask.

"What will you tell Tanis?" she asked abruptly.

"Nothing;" Kit said sinply. "Nothing at all." Turning, she wal ked away.
Laurana watched the Dragon Highlord' s slow, graceful walk, the black
cape fluttering in the warm breeze blowing fromthe north. The sun
glinted off the prize Kitiara held in her hand. Laurana knew she shoul d
get the lance away. There was an army of knights below She had only to
cal |

But Laurana's weary brain and her body refused to act. It was an effort
just to remain standing. Pride alone kept her fromfalling to the cold
st ones.

Take the dragonl ance, Laurana told Kitiara silently. Mich good it will
do you.

Kitiara wal ked to the giant blue dragon. Down bel ow, the kni ghts had
cone into the courtyard, dragging with themthe head of one of her bl ue
dragons. Skie tossed his own head angrily at the sight, a savage grow
runbling deep within his chest. The knights turned their amazed faces
toward the wall where they saw the dragon, the Dragon Highlord, and
Laurana . Mre than one drew his weapon, but Laurana raised her hand to
stop them It was the last gesture she had strength to nake.

Kitiara gave the knights a disdainful |ook and | aid her hand upon
Skie's neck, stroking him reassuring him She took her tine, letting

t hem see she was not afraid of them

Rel uctantly, the knights |owered their weapons.



Laughing scornfully, Kitiara swung herself onto the dragon.

"Farewel I, Laural anthal asa;' she call ed.

Lifting the dragonlance in the air, Kitiara commanded Skie to fly. The
huge bl ue dragon spread his wings, rising effortlessly into the air.
Quiding himskillfully Kitiara flew just above Laurana.

The el frmaid | ooked up into the dragon's fiery red eyes. She saw the
wounded, bl oodied nostril, the gaping mouth twisted in a vicious snarl.
On his back, sitting between the giant wings, was Kitiara-her dragon-
scal e arnor glistening, the sun glinting off the horned mask. Sunli ght
flashed fromthe point of the dragonl ance

Then, glittering as it turned over and over, the dragonlance fell from
the Dragon Highlord' s gloved hand. Clattering on the stones, it |anded
at Laurana's feet.

"Keep it;' Kitiara called to her in a ringing voice. "You're going to
need it!"

The blue dragon lifted his wi ngs, caught the air currents, and soared
into the sky to vanish into the sun.

The Funer al

Wnter's night was dark and starless. The wi nd had becone a gal e,
bringing driving sleet and snow that pierced arnor with the sharpness
of arrows, freezing blood and spirit. No watch was set. A man standing
upon the battlenments of the Hgh Clerist's Tower would have frozen to
death at his post.

There was no need for the watch. All day, as long as the sun shone, the
kni ghts had stared across the plains, but there was no sign of the
dragonarnies' return. Even after darkness fell, the knights could see
few canpfires on the horizon

On this winter's night, as the wind how ed anong the ruins of the
crunbl ed Tower |ike the shrieks of the slaughtered dragons, the Knights
of Solammi a buried their dead.

The bodies were carried into a caveli ke sepul cher beneath the Tower.
Long ago, it had been used for the dead of the Knighthood. But that had
been in ages past, when Huna rode to glorious death upon the fields
beyond. The sepul cher mi ght have remained forgotten but for the
curiosity of a kender. Once it must have been guarded and well kept,

but time had touched even the dead, who are thought to be beyond tine.
The stone coffins were covered with a fine sifting of thick dust. Wen
it was brushed away, nothing could be read of the witings carved into
t he stone.

Cal | ed the Chanber of Pal adi ne, the sepul cher was a | arge rectangul ar
room built far bel ow the ground where the destruction of the Tower did
not affect it. Along, narrow staircase led dowmn to it fromtwo huge
iron doors marked with the synbol of Pal adi ne-the pl ati num dragon,

anci ent synbol of death and rebirth. The knights brought torches to
light the chamber, fitting theminto rusted iron sconces upon the
crunmbling stone walls.

The stone coffins of the ancient dead lined the walls of the room
Above each one was an iron plaque giving the name of the dead knight,
his fam |y, and the date of his death. A center aisle |l ed between the
rows of coffins toward a marble altar at the head of the room In this
central aisle of the Chanmber of Paladine, the knights lay their dead.
There was no tine to build coffins. Al knew the dragonarnies woul d
return. The knights nust spend their tinme fortifying the ruined walls



of the fortress, not building homes for those who no | onger cared. They
carried the bodies of their conrades down to the Chanber of Pal adi ne
and laid themin long rows upon the cold stone floor. The bodies were
draped with anci ent w ndi ng sheets which had been nmeant for the
cerenoni al wapping. There was no tinme for that either. Each dead
knight's sword was |aid upon his breast, while sone token of the eneny-
an arrow perhaps, a battered shield, or the claws of a dragon-were laid
at his feet.

VWhen the bodi es had been carried to the torch-1it chanber, the knights
assenbl ed. They stood anpong their dead, each nan standing beside the
body of a friend, a conrade, a brother. Then, am d a silence so

prof ound each nman coul d hear his own heart beating, the last three
bodi es were brought inside. Carried upon stretchers, they were attended
by a solemm Guard of Honor.

Thi s shoul d have been a state funeral, resplendent with the trappings
detailed by the Measure. At the altar should have stood the G and
Master, arrayed in cerenonial arnor. Beside himshould have been the
High Cerist, clad in arnor covered with the white robes of a cleric of
Pal adi ne. Here shoul d have stood the Hi gh Justice, his arnor covered by
the judicial robes of black. The altar itself should have been banked
with roses. Golden enblens of the kingfisher, the crown, and the sword
shoul d have been pl aced upon it.

But here at the altar stood only an el fmaiden, clad in arnor that was
dented and stained with blood. Beside her stood an old dwarf, his head
bowed in grief, and a kender, his inpish face ravaged by sorrow. The
only rose upon the altar was a bl ack one, found in Sturnmis belt; the
only ornanent was a silver dragonlance, black with clotted bl ood.

The Quard carried the bodies to the front of the chanber and reverently
laid them before the three friends.

On the right lay the body of Lord Alfred MarKenin, his mutil ated,

headl ess corpse nmercifully shrouded in white linen. On the left lay
Lord Derek Crownguard, his body covered with white cloth to hide the

hi deous grin death had frozen upon his face. In the center |ay the body
of Sturm Brightbl ade. He was not covered by a white sheet. He lay in
the arnor he had worn at his death: his father's arnmor. His father's
antique sword was clasped in cold hands upon his breast. One other
ornanent lay upon his shattered breast, a token none of the knights

recogni zed.
It was the Starjewel, which Laurana had found in a pool of the knight's
own bl ood. The jewel was dark, its brilliance fading even as Laurana

had held it in her hand. Many things becane clear to her later, as she
studied the Starjewel. This, then, was how they shared the dreamin
Silvanesti. Had Sturmrealized its power? Did he know of the link that
had been forged between hinmself and Al hana? No, Laurana thought sadly,
he had probably not known. Nor could he realize the love it
represented. No hunman could. Carefully she had placed it upon his
breast as she thought with sorrow of the dark-haired el ven worman, who
must know the heart upon which the glittering Starjewel rested was
stilled forever.

The Honor Cuard stepped back, waiting. The assenbl ed knights stood with
heads bowed for a nmonent, then lifted themto face Laurana.

Thi s shoul d have been the time for proud speeches, for recitals of the
dead knights' heroic deeds. But for a nonent, all that could be heard
was t he wheezing sobs of the old dwarf and Tassl ehoff's quiet snuffle.
Laurana | ooked down into Sturm s peaceful face, and she coul d not
speak.

For a nonent she envied Sturm envied himfiercely. He was beyond pain,



beyond suffering, beyond |loneliness. Hs war had been fought. He was
vi ctorious.

You left me | Laurana cried in agony. Left ne to cope with this

by nmyself! First Tanis, then Elistan, now you. | can't! |'mnot= strong
enough! | can't let you go, Sturm Your death was sense-: |ess,
meani ngl ess! A fraud and a shaml | won't let you go. Not  quietly! Not
wi t hout anger!

Laurana |lifted her head, her eyes blazing in the torchlight. |,

"You expect a noble speech;" she said, her voice cold as the of the
sepul cher. "A nobl e speech honoring the heroic deeds these nen who have
died. Wll, you won't get it. Not ne!"

The kni ghts gl anced at each other, faces dark.

"These nen, who shoul d have been united in a brotherhood forged when
Krynn was young, died in bitter discord, brought about by pride,
anbition, and greed. Your eyes turn to Derek Crownguard, but he was not
totally to blanme. You are. Al of you! Al of you who took sides in
this reckless bid for power."

A few knights |l owered their heads, sonme paled with shane and anger.
Laurana choked with her tears. Then she felt Flint's hand slip into
hers, squeezing it confortingly. Swallow ng, she drew a deep breath.
"Only one man was above this. Only one man here anmpong you lived the
Code every day of his life. And for nost of those days, he was not a
knight. O rather, he was a knight where it neant the nost-in spirit,
in heart, not in sone official list:"

Reachi ng behi nd her, Laurana took the bl ood-stained dragonl ance from
the altar and raised it high over her head. And as she lifted the

|l ance, her spirit was lifted. The wi ngs of darkness that had hovered
around her were bani shed. When she raised her voice, the knights stared
at her in wonder. Her beauty blessed themlike the beauty of a dawning
spring day.

"Tonorrow | will leave this place;" Laurana said softly, her |um nous
eyes on the dragonlance. "I will go to Palanthas. | will take with ne
the story of this day! I will take this Iance and the head of a dragon
I will dunp that sinister, bloody head upon the steps of their
magni fi cent palace. | will stand upon the dragon's head and nmeke t hem
listen to me! And Pal anthas will listen! They will see their danger
And then I will go to Sancrist and to Ergoth and to every other place
in this world where people refuse to lay down their petty hatreds and
join together. For until we conquer the evils within ourselves-as this
man di dwe can never conquer the great evil that threatens to engul f
us!"

Laurana rai sed her hands and her eyes to heaven. "Pal adine!" she call ed
out, her voice ringing like the trunpet's call. "W cone to you,

Pal adi ne, escorting the souls of these noble knights who died in the
High Clerist's Tower. Gve us who are |eft behind in this war-torn
world the same nobility of spirit that graces this man's death!"
Laurana cl osed her eyes as tears spilled unheeded and unchecked down
her cheeks. No | onger did she grieve for Sturm Her sorrow was for
hersel f, for missing his presence, for having to tell Tanis of his
friend s death, for having to live in this world without this noble
friend by her side.

Slowy she laid the I ance upon the altar. Then she knelt before it a
monent, feeling Flint's arm around her shoul der and Tasssl ehoff's
gentl e touch upon her hand.

As if in answer to her prayer, she heard the knights' voices rising
behi nd her, carrying their own prayers to the great and ancient god,
Pal adi ne.



Return this man to Huma's breast: Let himbe [ost in sunlight, In the
chorus of air where breath is translated; At the sky's border receive
hi m

Beyond the wild, inpartial skies Have you set your |odgings, In
cantonments of stars, where the sword aspires In an arc of yearning
where we join in singing.

Gant to hima warrior's rest. Above our singing, above song itself,
May the ages of peace converge in a day May he dwell in the heart of
Pal adi ne.

And set the last spark of his eyes In a fixed and holy place Above
words and the borrowed | and too | oved As we recount the ages.

Free fromthe snothering clouds of war As he once rose in infancy The
I ong worl d possible and bright before him Lord Huma, deliver him
Upon the torches of the stars Was mapped the i mmacul ate gl ory of
chi |l dhood; From that wonged and nestling country, Lord Huma, deliver
hi m

Let the last surge of his breath Perpetuate wine, the attar of flowers;
From t he vanguard of love, the last to surrender, Lord Huma, deliver
hi m

Take refuge in the cradling air Fromthe heart of the sword descendi ng,
From the wei ght of battle on battle; Lord Huma, deliver him

Above the dreans of ravens where His dreans first tried a rest beyond
changi ng, Fromthe yearning for war and the war's endi ng, Lord Hung,
deliver him

Only the hawk renenbers death In a late country; fromthe dusk, From
the fade of the senses, we are thankful that you, Lord Huma, deliver
hi m

Then let his shade to Huna rise Qut of the body of death, of the husk
unravel ing; Fromthe | odgi ng of mnd upon nothing, we are thankful that
you, Lord Huma, deliver him

Beyond the wild, inpartial skies Have you set your |odgings, In
cantonments of stars, where the sword aspires In an arc of yearning,
where we join in singing.

Return this man to Huma's breast Beyond the wild, inpartial skies;
Grant to hima warrior's rest And set the |ast spark of his eyes Free
fromthe snothering clouds of wars Upon the torches of the stars. Let
the last surge of his breath Take refuge in the cradling air Above tire
dreans of ravens where Only the hawk renmenbers death. Then let his
shade to Huma rise Beyond the wild, inpartial skies.

The chant ended. Slowy, solemly the knights wal ked forward one by one
to pay homage to the dead, each kneeling for

a nonent before the altar. Then the Knights of Solamia left the
Chamber of Paladine, returning to their cold beds to try and find sone
rest before the next day's dawning.

Laurana, Flint, and Tassl ehoff stood al one beside their friend, their
arnms around each other, their hearts full. A chill wind whistled

t hrough the open door of the sepul cher where the Honor Guard stood,
ready to seal the chanber.

"Kharan bea Reorx;" said Flint in dwarven,w ping his gnarled and
shaki ng hand across his eyes. "Friends neet in Reorx:" Funbling in his
pouch, he took out a bit of wood, beautifully carved into the shape of
arose. Gently he laid it upon Sturnmis breast, beside Al hana's
Starjewel .

"Good-bye, Sturm" Tas said awkwardly. "I only have one gift that-that
you woul d approve of. I-1 don't think you' Il understand. But then
agai n, naybe you do now. Maybe you understand better than | do:"

Tassl ehof f placed a snall white feather in the knight's cold hand.



"Qui sal an el evas;" Laurana whi spered in elven. "Qur |ovesbond
eternal :' She paused, unable to leave himin this darkness.

"Cone, Laurana,"” Flint said gently. "W've said our goodbyes. W nust
Il et himgo. Reorx waits for him™"

Laurana drew back. Silently, w thout |ooking back, the three friends
clinbed the narrow stairs |eading fromthe sepul cher and wal ked
steadfastly into the chill, stinging sleet of the bitter winter's

ni ght.

Far away fromthe frozen | and of Sol ammi a, one other person said good-
bye to Sturm Bri ghtbl ade.

Si | vanesti had not changed with the passing nonths. Though Lorac's

ni ght mare was ended, and his body |ay beneath the soil of his beloved
country, the land still remenbered Lorac's terrible dreans. The air
snel l ed of death and decay. The trees bent and twi sted in unending
agony. M sshapen beasts roaned the woods, seeking an end to their
tortured existence.

In vain Al hana watched fromher roomin the Tower of the Stars for sone
sign of change.

The griffons had come back-as she had known they would once the dragon
was gone. She had fully intended to | eave Silvanesti and return to her
people on Ergoth. But the griffons carried disturbing news: war between
the el ves and hunans.

It was a mark of the change in Al hana, a mark of her suffering these
past nonths, that she found this news distressing. Before she net Tanis
and the others, she would have accepted war between el ves and hunans,
per haps even wel coned it. But now she saw that this was only the work
of the evil forces in the world.

She should return to her people, she knew Perhaps she could end this
insanity. But she told herself the weather was unsafe for traveling. In
reality, she shrank from facing the shock and the dishelief of her
peopl e when she told them of the destruction of their |land and her
prom se to her dying father that the elves would return and rebuild-
after they had hel ped the humans fight the Dark Queen and her ninions.
Ch, she would win. She had no doubt. But she dreaded | eaving the
solitude of her self-inposed exile to face the tumult of the world
beyond Silvanesti.

And she dreaded-even as she |onged-to see the human she | oved. The

kni ght, whose proud and noble face cane to her in her dreams, whose
very soul she shared through the Starjewel. Unknown to him she stood
beside himin his fight to save his honor. Unknown to him she shared
his agony and came to |learn the depths of his noble spirit. Her |ove
for himgrew daily, as did her fear of loving him

And so Al hana continually put off her departure. | will |eave, she told
hersel f, when | see sone sign | may give nmy people-a sign of hope
O herwi se they will not conme back. They will give up in despair. Day

after day, she | ooked from her w ndow.

But no sign cane.

The wi nter nights grew |l onger. The darkness deepened. One evening

Al hana wal ked upon the battlements of the Tower of the Stars. It was
afternoon in Sol ami a then, and-on another Tower-Sturm Bri ght bl ade
faced a sky blue dragon and a Dragon Hi ghlord called the Dark Lady.
Suddenly Al hana felt a strange and terrifying sensation-as though the
worl d had ceased to turn. A shattering pain pierced her body, driving
her to the stone bel ow. Sobbing in fear and grief, she clutched the
Starjewel she wore around her neck and watched in agony as its |ight
flickered and died.

"So this is nmy sign!" she screaned bitterly, holding the darkened jewel



in her hand and shaking it at the heavens. "There is no hope! There is
not hi ng but death and despair!"”

Hol ding the jewel so tightly that the sharp point bit into her flesh,
Al hana stunbl ed unseeing through the darkness to her roomin the Tower.
From there she | ooked out once noue upon her dying | and. Then, with a
shuddering sob, she closed and | ocked the wooden shutters of her

wi ndow.

Let the world do what it will, she told herself bitterly. Let ny people
meet their end in their owm way. Evil will prevail. There is nothing we
can do to stop it. I will die here, with ny father.

That ni ght she nade one final journey out into the Iand.

Carel essly she threw a thin cape over her shoul ders and headed for a
grave lying beneath a twisted, tortured tree. In her hand, she held the
Starjewel .

Throwi ng hersel f down upon the ground, Al hana began to dig frantically
with her bare hands, scratching at the frozen ground of her father's
grave with fingers that were soon raw and bl eeding. She didn't care.
She wel coned the pain that was so much easier to bear than the pain in
her heart.

Finally, she had dug a small hole. The red noon, Lunatari, crept into
the night sky, tinging the silver nmoon's |light with bl ood. Al hana
stared at the Starjewel until she could no | onger see it through her
tears, then she cast it into the hole she had dug. She forced herself
to quit crying. Wping the tears fromher face, she started to fill in
t he hol e.

Then she st opped.

Her hands trenbl ed. Hesitantly, she reached down and brushed the dirt
fromthe Starjewel, wondering if her grief had driven her nad. No, from
it cane a tiny glinmer of light that grew even stronger as she watched.
Al hana lifted the shimmering jewel fromthe grave

"But he's dead;" she said softly, staring at the jewel that sparkled in
Solinari silver light. "I know death has claimed him Nothing can
change that. Yet, why this light-"

A sudden rustling sound startled her. Al hana fell back, fearing that
the hi deously deformed tree above Lorac's grave night be reaching to
grasp her in its creaking branches. But as she watched she saw the
linbs of the tree cease their tortured withing. They hung notionl ess
for an instant, then-with a sighturned toward the heavens. The trunk
strai ghtened and the bark becane snoboth and began to glisten in the
silver noonlight. Blood ceased to drip fromthe tree. The | eaves felt
living sap fl ow once nore through their veins.

Al hana gasped. Rising unsteadily to her feet, she | ooked around her

| and. But not hing el se had changed. None of the other trees were
different-only this one, above Lorac's grave.

I am goi ng mad, she thought. Fearfully she turned back to | ook at the
tree upon her father's grave. No, it was changed. Even as she watched,
it grew nore beautiful.

Carefully, Al hana hung the Starjewel back in its place over her heart.
Then she turned and wal ked back toward the Tower. There was nuch to be
done before she left for Ergoth

The next norning, as the sun shed its pale |light over the unhappy |and
of Silvanesti, Al hana | ooked out over the forest. Nothing had changed.
A noxious green mst still hung | ow over the suffering trees. Nothing
woul d change, she knew, until the elves cane back and worked to make it
change. Not hi ng had changed except the tree above Lorac's grave
"Farewel |, Lorac;' Al hana called, "until we return:’

Summoni ng her griffon, she clinbed onto its strong back and spoke a



firmword of command. The griffon spread its feathery wi ngs and soared
into the air, rising in swift spirals above the stricken | and of
Silvanesti. At a word from Al hana, it turned its head west and began
the long flight to Ergoth.

Far below, in Silvanesti, one tree's beautiful green | eaves stood out
in splendid contrast to the bl ack desol ation of the forest around it.

It swayed in the winter wind, singing soft nmusic as it spread its |inbs
to shelter Lorac's grave fromthe winter's darkness, waiting for
spring.
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