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BOOK ONE

CLD FRI ENDS

CHAPTER ONE

THE HAUNTI NG OF DORI AN HAVWKMOON

It had taken all these five years to restore the |land of
Kamarg, to repopulate its narshes with the giant scar-
|l et flam ngoes, the wild white bulls and the horned
great horses whi ch had once teened here before the

com ng of the Dark Enpire's bestial armes. It had
taken all these five years to rebuild the watchtowers of
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the borders, to put up the towns and to erect tall Castle
Brass in all its massive, masculine beauty. And, if any-
thing, in these five years of peace, the walls were built
stronger, the watchtowers taller, for, as Dorian Hawk-

nmoon had said once to Queen Flana of Granbretan, the

world was still wild and there was still little justice init.

Dori an Hawknmoon, the Duke of Koln, and his bride,

Yi ssel da, Countess of Brass, old, dead Count Brass's
daughter, were the only two who remai ned of that

group of heroes who had served the Runestaff against
the Dark Empire and finally defeated Granbretan in the
great Battle of Londra, putting Queen Flana, sad

Queen Fl ana, upon the throne so that she m ght guide
her cruel and decadent nation towards humanity and
vitality.

Count Brass had di ed slaying three barons (Adaz
Promp, Mygel Hoist and Saka Gerden) and in turn was
slain by a spearman of the Order of the Goat.

A adahn of the Bul gar Muntains, beastman and

| oyal friend of Hawknoon, had been hacked to pieces
by the war axes of the Order of the Pig.

Bowgentl e, the unwarli ke, the philosophical, had been
savaged and decapitated by Pigs, Goats and Hounds
to the nunber of twelve.

Huil I am D Averc, nocker of everything, whose only

faith had seened to be in his own |ack of good health,
who had | oved and been | oved by Queen Flana, had

died nost ironically, riding to his |Iove and being slain
by one of her soldiers who thought D Averc attacked

her .

Four heroes di ed. Thousands of other heroes, un-

named in the histories, but brave, also died in the
service of the Runestaff, in the destruction of the Dark
Enmpi re tyranny.

And a great villain died. Baron Ml iadus of Kroiden,
nost anbi tious, nost anbival ent, nost awful of all the
ari stocrats of Granbretan, died upon the sword of
Hawknoon, di ed beneath the edge of the nystica

Sword of the Dawn.

And the ruined world seened free.

But that had been five years hence. Mich had passed
since then. Two children had been born to Hawknoon

and the Countess of Brass. They were called Manfred,

who had red hair and his grandfather's voice and health
and stood to be his grandfather's size and strength, and
Yarm |l a, who had gol den hair and her nother's gentle
toughness of will, as well as her beauty. They were
Brass stock, there was little in them of the Dukes of
Kol n, and perhaps that was why Dorian Hawknoon

| oved his children so fiercely and so well

And beyond the walls of Castle Brass stood four
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statues to the four dead heroes, to remnd the in-
habi tants of the castle of what they had fought for and

at what cost. And Dorian Hawkmoon woul d often take

his children to those statues and tell them of the Dark
Empire and its deeds. And they were pleased to listen
And Manfred assured his father that when he grew up

hi s deeds woul d be as great as those of old Count Brass,
whom he so resenbl ed

And Hawknoon woul d say that he hoped they woul d
have no need of heroes when Manfred was grown.

Then, seeing disappointnment in his son's face, he

woul d | augh and say there were many ki nds of heroes

and if Manfred had his grandfather's wi sdom and

di pl omacy, his strong sense of justice, that would make
hi mthe best kind of hero—a justice-maker. And Man-

fred would only be sonewhat consoled, for there is little
that is romantic about a judge and nuch that is attrac-
tive to a four-year-old boy about a warrior

And sometimes Hawkmoon and Yi ssel da woul d t ake

their children riding through the wild marshlands of the
Kamarg, beneath w de skies of pastel colours, of faded
reds and yel |l ows, where the reeds were brown and dark
green and orange and, in the appropriate season, bent
before the mstral. And they would see a herd of white
bul I s thunder by, or a herd of horned horses. And they
m ght see a fl ock of huge scarlet flam ngoes suddenly
take to the air and drift on broad w ngs over the heads
of the invadi ng human bei ngs, not knowi ng that it was
Dori an Hawkmoon's responsibility, as it had been that
of Count Brass, to protect the wildlife of the Kamarg
and never to kill it, and only sonetimes to tane it to
provide riding beasts for Iand and sky. Originally this
had been why the great watchtowers had been built

and why the nmen who occupi ed those wat cht owers

were call ed Guardi ans. But now they guarded the

human popul ace as well as the beasts, guarded them
fromany threat from beyond the Kamarg's borders (for

no native-bred Karmargi an woul d consider harnming the

ani mal s whi ch were found nowhere else in the world).

The only beasts that were hunted (save for food) in

the marshes were the baragoon, the marsh gi bberers, the
t hi ngs whi ch had once been nen thensel ves before be-
comng the victinms of sorcerous experinents conducted
by an evil Lord Guardi an who had been done away with

by old Count Brass. But there were only one or two
baragoons left in the Kamarg | ands now for hunters

had little difficulty identifying them+they were over
eight feet tall, five feet broad, bile-col oured and they
slithered on their bellies through the swanps, occasion-
ally rising to rush upon whatever prey they could now
find in the marshlands. None the less, on their rides,
Yi ssel da and Dorian Hawkrmoon woul d take care to

avoid the places still thought to be inhabited by the
bar agoon.

Hawkroon had cone to | ove the Kamarg nore than
his own ancestral lands in far-off Germany, had even
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renounced his title to those lands now ruled well by an
el ected council as indeed were nmany of the European

| ands who had lost their hereditary rulers and chosen,
since the defeat of the Dark Enpire, to becone re-
publics.

Yet, for all that Hawknobon was | oved and respected

by the people of the Kamarg, he was aware that he did
not replace old Count Brass in their eyes. He could
never do that. They sought Countess Yisselda's advice
as often as they sought his and they | ooked with great
favour on young Manfred, seeing himal nost as a rein-
carnation of their old Lord Guardi an.

Anot her man mi ght have resented all this, but Hawk-
moon, who had | oved Count Brass as well as had they,
accepted it with good grace. He had had enough of
command, of heroics. He preferred to live the life of a

sinple country gentl eman and wherever possible let the
peopl e have control of their own affairs. H's anbitions
were sinple, too—to love his beautiful wife Yisselda

and to ensure the happiness of his children. H s days

of history-making were over. Al that he had left to
rem nd himof his struggles against G anbretan was an
oddly shaped scar in the centre of his forehead—where
once had reposed the dreadful Black Jewel, the Brain-
eater inplanted there by Baron Kalan of Vitall when,
years before, Hawknmoon had been recruited against his
will to serve the Dark Enpire agai nst Count Brass. Now
the jewel was gone and so was Baron Kal an, who had
committed suicide after the Battle of Londra. A brilliant
scientist, but perhaps the nost warped of all the barons
of Granbretan, Kalan had been unable to conceive of
continuing to exist under the new and, in his view, soft
order Inposed by Queen Flana, who had succeeded the

Ki ng Enperor Huon after Baron Meliadus had slain

himin a desperate effort to nake hinself controller of
Granbretan's policies.

Hawknoon sonetimes wondered what woul d have

happened to Baron Kalan, or, for that nmatter, Tara-
gorm Master of the Pal ace of Tine, who had perished
when one of Kalan's fiendi sh weapons had expl oded
during the Battle of Londra, if they had lived on. Could
they have been put into the service of Queen Flana and
their talents used to rebuild the world they had hel ped
destroy? Probably not, he thought. They were insane.
Their characters had been whol |y shaped by the per-
verted and i nsane phil osophi es which had | ed G an-
bretan to nake war upon the world and cone close to
conquering it all.

After one of their marshland rides, the famly would
return to Aigues-Mrtes, the walled and anci ent town
whi ch was the principal city of the Kamarg, and to Cas-

tle Brass which stood on a hill in the very centre. Built
of the sane white stone as the majority of the town's
houses, Castle Brass was a mixture of architectura
styl es which, sonehow, did not seemto clash with
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each other. Over the centuries there had been additions
and renovations; at the whimof different owners parts
had been torn down and other parts built. Mst of the
wi ndows were of intricately detailed stained gl ass,

t hough the w ndow franes thensel ves were as often

round as they were square and as square as they were
obl ong or oval. Turrets and towers sprang up fromthe
mai n mass of stone in all kinds of surprising places;
there were even one or two ninarets in the manner of
Arabi an pal aces. And Dori an Hawkrmoon, follow ng the
fashi on of his own German fol k, had had many flagstaffs
erected and upon these staffs floated beautiful col oured
banners, including those of the Counts of Brass and

the Dukes of Koln. Gargoyl es festooned the gutters of
the castle and many a gable was carved in stone in the
i keness of a Kamargi an beast—the bull, the flamn ngo,
the horned horse and the marsh bear

There was about Castle Brass, as there had been in

the days of Count Brass hinself, sonmething at once im
pressive and confortable. The castle had not been built
to inmpress anyone with either the taste or the power of
its inhabitants. It had hardly been built for strength
(though it had already proven its strength) and aesthetic
consi derations, too, had not been nade when rebuil d-

ing it. It had been built for confort and this was a rare
thing in a castle. It could be that it was the only
castle in the world that had been built w th such con-
siderations in mnd! Even the terraced gardens outside
the castle walls had a honely appearance, grow ng
veget abl es and flowers of every sort, supplying not only

the castle but nmuch of the town with its basic require-
nent s.

When they returned fromtheir rides the fanily would
sit down to a good, plain neal which would be shared
with many of its retainers, then the children would be
taken to bed by Yisselda and she would tell thema
story. Sonetinmes the story would be an anci ent one,
fromthe tine before the Tragic MIIennium sonetines
it would be one she woul d make up herself and sorme-
tinmes, at the insistence of Manfred and Yarnila, Dorian
Hawkrmoon woul d be called for and he would tell them

of some of his adventures in distant |ands when he
served the Runestaff. He would tell them of how he had
met little O adahn, whose body and face had been cov-
ered in fine, reddish hair, and who had clainmed to be the
kin of Mountain G ants. He would tell them of Amarehk
beyond the great sea to the north and the the nagica
city of Dnark where he had first seen the Runestaff itself.
Admittedly, Hawknoon had to nodify these tales, for

the truth was darker and nore terrible than nost adult
m nds coul d concei ve. He spoke nobst often of his dead
friends and their nobl est deeds, keeping alive the
menori es of Count Brass, Bowgentle, D Averc and

A adahn. Al ready these deeds were | egendary through-
out Europe.

And when the stories were done, Yisselda and Dori an
Hawkrmoon woul d sit in deep arncthairs on either side
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of the great fireplace over which hung Count Brass's
arnmour of brass and his broadsword, and they woul d
talk or they woul d read.

Fromtime to tinme they would receive letters from
Londra, from Queen Flana telling how her policies
progressed. Londra, that insane roofed city, had been
al most entirely dismantled and fine, open buil dings put

up instead on both sides of the R ver Tayne, which no

| onger ran blood red. The wearing of masks had been
abol i shed and nost of the people of Ganbretan had,
after a while, becone used to revealing their naked
faces, though sone die-hards had had to receive mld
puni shrent for their insistence on clinging to the old,
mad ways of the Dark Enpire. The Orders of the

Beasts had al so been outl awed and peopl e had been
encouraged to | eave the darkness of their cities and re-
turn to the all but deserted and overgrown countryside
of Granbretan, where vast forests of oak, el mor pine
stretched for mles. For centuries G anbretan had Iived
on plunder and now she had to feed herself. Therefore
the sol diers who had bel onged to the beast orders were
put to farmng, to clearing the forests, to raising herds
and planting crops. Local councils were set up to rep-
resent the interests of the people. Queen Flana had
called a parliament and this parlianent now advi sed her
and hel ped her rule justly. It was strange how swiftly
a warlike nation, a nation of nmlitary castes, had been
encouraged to becone a nation of farners and foresters.
The majority of the people of Granbretan had taken

to their newlives with relief once it dawned on them
that they were now free of the madness that had once

i nfected the whol e | and—and sought, indeed, to infect
the worl d.

And so the quiet days passed at Castle Brass.

And so they woul d have passed for always (unti

Manfred and Yarm |l a grew up and Hawknoon and

Yi ssel da becane m ddl e-aged and, eventually, old in
their contentnent, dying peacefully and cheerfully,
knowi ng that the Kamarg was secure and that the days

of the Dark Enpire could never return) but for some-
thing strange that began to happen towards the cl ose of
the sixth summer since the Battle of Londra when, to his

ast oni shrent, Dorian Hawknoon found that the people

of Ai gues-Mortes were beginning to offer himpeculiar

| ooks when he hailed themin the streets—sone refusing
to acknowl edge himat all and others scowing and nut-
tering and turning aside as he approached.

It was Dorian Hawknoon's habit, as it had been

Count Brass's, to attend the great cel ebrations marking
the end of the summer's work. Then Ai gues-Mrtes

woul d be decorated with flowers and banners and the
citizens would put on their npbst el aborate finery, young
white bulls would be allowed to charge at will through
the streets and the guardi ans of the watchtowers woul d
ride about in their polished armour and silk surcoats,
their flame-lances on their hips. And there woul d be bul
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contests in the i nmeasurably anci ent anphitheatre on

the outskirts of the town. Here was where Count Brass

had once saved the life of the great toreador Mhtan

Just when he was being gored to death by a gigantic bull.
Count Brass had |l eaped into the ring and westled the
bull with his bare hands, bringing the beast to its knees
and wi nning the acclaimof the crowd, for Count Brass

had then been well into mddle age.

But nowadays the festival was not a purely |oca

af fair. Anbassadors fromall over Europe would cone

to honour the surviving hero and heroine of Londra

and Queen Flana herself had visited Castle Brass on two
previous occasions. This year, however, Queen Fl ana

had been kept at home by affairs of state and one of her
nobl es attended in her nane. Hawknoon was pl eased

to note that Count Brass's dream of a unified Europe
was beginning to becone reality. The wars with G an-
bretan had hel ped break down the ol d boundaries and

had brought the survivors together in a conmpn cause.
Europe still consisted of about a thousand snmall prov-

i nces, each independent of any other, but they worked

in concert on many projects concerning the genera
good.

The anbassadors cane from Scandi a, from Miscovy,

from Arabia, fromthe | ands of the Greeks and the

Bul gars, from Ukrainia, from Nurnberg and Catal ani a
They came in carriages, on horseback or in ornithopters
whose design was borrowed from Granbretan. And they
brought gifts and they brought speeches (sone | ong and
sonme short) and they spoke of Dorian Hawknoon as if

he were a dem god

In past years their praise had found enthusiastic re-
sponse in the people of the Kanarg. But for sone reason
this year their speeches did not get quite the sanme qual -
ity of applause as they once had. Few, however, noticed.
Only Hawknoon and Yi ssel da noticed and, wi thout be-

ing resentful, they were deeply puzzl ed.

The nost ful sone of all the speeches made in the

ancient bullring of Aigues-Mrtes came from Lonson,
Prince of Shkarlan, cousin to Queen Fl ana, anbassador
from G anbretan. Lonson was young and an ent husi as-

tic supporter of the queen's policies. He had been barely
seventeen when the Battle of Londra had robbed his

nation of its evil power and thus he bore no great re-
sentment of Dorian Hawkmoon von Kol n—+ndeed, he

saw Hawkrmoon as a saviour, who had brought peace

and sanity to his island kingdom Prince Lonson's

speech was rich with admration for the new Lord Pro-
tector of the Kamarg. He recall ed great deeds of bat-
tle, great achievenments of will and self-discipline, great
cunning in the arts of strategy and di pl omacy by which,
he said, future generations would renmenber Dorian
Hawkrmoon. Not only had Hawkmoon saved continenta

Eur ope—he had saved the Dark Enpire fromitself.

Seated in his traditional box with all his foreign guests

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20Moo...les%200f%20Castle%20Brass_1_- Count%Z20Brass.txt (7 of 94) [6/4/03 10:51:15 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/Michael %20M oorcock - The%20Chronicles%200f%20Cast|e%20Brass_1 - Count%20Brass.txt
about him Dorian Hawknoon |istened to the speech

wi th enbarrassnment and hoped it woul d soon end. He

was dressed in cerenonial armour which was as ornate
as it was unconfortable and the back of his neck itched
horribly. Wiile Prince Lonson spoke it would not be
polite to renove the helmet and scratch. He | ooked at
the crowmd seated on the granite benches of the anphi-
theatre and seated on the ground of the ring itself.
Whereas nost of the people were listening with approva
to Prince Lonson's speech, others were nuttering to
each other, scowing. One old man, whom Hawknoon
recogni sed as an ex-guardi an who had fought beside
Count Brass in many of his battles, even spat into the
dust of the arena when Prince Lonson spoke of Dorian
Hawkroon' s unswerving loyalty to his conrades.

Yi ssel da al so noticed this and she frowned, gl ancing

at Hawknoon to see if he had noticed. Their eyes net.
Dori an Hawknmoon shrugged and gave her a little

smle. She smled back, but the frown did not altogether
| eave her brow.

And at |ast the speech was over and appl auded and

the peopl e began to | eave the arena so that the first of
the bulls might be driven in and the first toreador at-
tenpt to renove the colourful ribbons which were tied

to the beast's horns (for it was not the custom of the
fol k of the Kamarg to exhibit their courage by slaying
ani mal s—+nstead skill alone was pitted against the snort-
i ng savagery of the very fiercest bulls).

But when the crowd had departed there was one who

remai ned. Now Hawknmoon recalled his nanme. It was
Czernik, originally a Bulgar mercenary who had thrown
in his lot with Count Brass and ridden with himthrough
a dozen campaigns. Czernik's face was flushed, as if he
had been drinking, and his stance was unsteady as he
poi nted a finger up at Hawkmoon's box and spat again.
"Loyalty!' the old man croaked. '| know ot herw se.

I know who is Count Brass's nurderer—who betrayed
himto his enenmies! Coward! Play-actor! False hero!'’

Hawknmoon was stunned as he listened to Czernik
rant. What could the old man nean?

Stewards ran into the ring to grasp Czernik's arnms and
attenpt to hurry himoff. But he struggled with them

' Thus your nmaster tries to silence the truth!' screanmed
Czernik. 'But it cannot be silenced! He has been ac-
cused by the only one whose word can be trusted!

If it had only been Czerni k who had shown such

ani nosity, Hawkmoon woul d have di smi ssed his ravings
as senile. But Czernik was not the only one. Czernik
had expressed what Hawknoon had seen on nore than

a score of faces that day—and on previ ous days.

"Let him be!' Hawkmoon call ed, standing up and
| eaning forward over the balustrade. 'Let him speak!’
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For a nonent the stewards were at a loss to know

what to do. Then, reluctantly, they rel eased the old
man. Czerni k stood there trenbling, glaring into Hawk-
nmoon' s eyes.

"Now, ' Hawknoon called. 'Tell ne of what you ac-
cuse ne, Czernik. | wll [listen.

The attention of the whole popul ace of Ai gues-Mrtes
was upon Hawknmoon and Czerni k now. There was a
stillness, a silence in the air.

Yi ssel da tugged at her husband's surcoat. 'Do not
listen to him Dorian. He is drunk. He is nad.'

"Tell nme!' Hawknopon denanded.

Czerni k scratched his head of grey, thinning hair. He
stared around himat the crowd. He nunbl ed sone-
t hi ng.

' Speak nore clearly!' Hawknmoon said. '| am eager to
hear, Czernik.'

"I called you nurderer and nurderer you be!' Czernik
sai d.

"Who told you that | ama nurderer!
Agai n Czerni k's nunbl e was i naudi bl e.
"Who told you?

' The one you nurdered!' Czernik screaned. 'The one
you betrayed.'

"A dead man? Whomdid | betray?

'The one we all love. The one |I followed across a
hundred provinces. The one who saved ny life twice.
The one to whom living or dead, | would ever give ny
| oyalty.'

Yi ssel da' s whi sper from behi nd Hawknoon was i n-
credul ous. 'He can speak of none other but ny
f at her '

"Do you mean Count Brass?' Hawknoon call ed.

"Aye!' cried Czernik defiantly. 'Count Brass, who
canme to the Kamarg all those years ago and saved it
fromtyranny. Who fought the Dark Enpire and saved
the whole world! H s deeds are well known. What was
not known was that at Londra he was betrayed by one
who not only coveted his daughter but coveted his cas-
tle, too. And killed himfor them'

"You lie,' and Hawknoon evenly. 'If you were

younger, Czernik, | would chall enge you to defend your
foul words with a sword. How coul d you believe such
lies?

"Many believe them' Czernik gestured to indicate the
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crowd. 'Many here have heard what | have heard.’

"Where have you heard this? Yisselda joined her
husband at the bal ustrade.

"I'n the marshl ands beyond the town. At night. Sone,
li ke me, journeying hone from anot her town—they
have heard it.'

"And fromwhose lying lips? Hawknoon was trem
bling with anger. He and Count Brass had fought side
by side, each had been prepared to die for the other—

and now this dreadful lie was being told—a He which in-
sulted Count Brass's nmenory. And that was why Hawk-
noon was angry.

"From his own! From Count Brass's lips.'

"Drunken fool! Count Brass is dead. You said as
much yoursel f.'

" Aye—but his ghost has returned to the Kanarg

Ri di ng upon the back of his great horned horse in all
his armour of gleam ng brass, with his hair and his
moust ache all red as brass and his eyes |ike burnished
brass. He is out there, treacherous Hawknmoon, in the
mar sh. He haunts you. And those who neet himare told
of your treachery, how you deserted hi mwhen his

enem es beset him how you let himdie in Londra.'

"It is aliel' shouted Yisselda. 'I was there. | fought
at Londra. Nothing could save ny father.

"And,' continued Czernik, his voice deepening but stil
loud, "I heard from Count Brass how you joined with
your |over to deceive him'

"Ch!' Yisselda clapped her hands to her ears. This
i s obscene! Obscene!'’

"Be silent now, Czernik,' warned Hawknobon hol | ow
ly. "Still your tongue, for you go too far!

‘"He awaits you in the marshes. He will take his ven-
geance upon you out there at night when next you

travel beyond the walls of Aigues-Mrtes—+f you dare.

And his ghost is still nore of a hero, nore of a nman than
are you, turncoat. Aye—turncoat you be. First you

served Kol n, then you served the Enpire, then you

turned against the Enpire, then you aided the Enpire
inits plot against Count Brass, then once again you be-
trayed the Enpire. Your history speaks for the truth

of what | say. | amnot nmad. | amnot drunk. There are
ot hers who have seen and heard what | have seen
and heard.'

"Then you have been deceived,' said Yisselda firmy.

"It is you who have been deceived, ny |ady!' Czernik
grow ed.

And then the stewards came forward again and
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Hawkroon did not try to stop them as they dragged
the old man fromthe anphitheatre.

The rest of the proceedings did not go well, after
that. Hawknmoon's guests were too enbarrassed to com
ment on the incident and the crowd's interest was not
on the bulls or the toreadors who | eaped so skilfully
the ring, plucking the ribbons fromthe horns.

A banquet followed at Castle Brass. To the banquet

had been invited all the local dignitaries of the Kamarg,
as well as the anbassadors, and it was noticeabl e that
four or five of the |local people had not come. Hawk-
moon ate little and drank nore than was nornmal for

him He tried hard to rid hinself of the gl oony nood
into which Czernik's peculiar declarations had put him
but he found it difficult to smile even when his own
children cane down to greet himand be introduced to
his guests. Every sentence he spoke required an effort
and there was no flow of conversation, even anong the
guests. Many of the anbassadors nade excuses and

went early to their beds. And soon only Hawknmoon and

Yi sselda were left in the banqueting hall, still seated
in their places at the head of the table, watching the
servants clear away the renmi ns of the neal

"What coul d he have seen?' said Yisselda as, at |ast,
the servants, too, left. 'Wat could he have heard,
Dori an?'

Hawkrmoon shrugged. 'He told us. Your father's
ghost '

" A baragoon nore articulate than nost?

'He described your father. His horse. Hi s arnour.
H s face.'

'But he was drank even today.'

'"He said that others saw Count Brass and heard the
sanme story fromhis lips.'

"Then it is a plot. Sone eneny of yours—ene of the
Dark Enpire lords who survived unrepentant—dressed
up with fal se whiskers and his face painted to resem
ble ny father's.'

"That could be,' said Hawknoon. 'But woul d not
Czerni k of all people have seen through such a decep-
tion? He knew Count Brass for years.'

"Aye. And knew himwell,"' Yisselda adnmtted.

Hawkroon rose slowy fromhis chair and wal ked

heavily towards the fireplace where Count Brass's war-
gear hung. He | ooked up at it, reached out to finger it.
He shook his head. 'I nust discover for nyself what

this "ghost" is. Wiy shoul d anyone seek to discredit

me in this way? Wio could nmy eneny be?

'Czerni k hinmsel f? Could he resent your presence at
Castl e Brass?
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"Czernik is ol d—near senile. He could not have in-
vent ed such an el aborate deception.

'Has he not wondered why Count Brass should re-

mai n in the marshes conpl ai ni ng about ne? That is not
i ke Count Brass. He would conme to his own castle if
he were here. If he had a grudge he would tax me with
it.'

"You speak as if you believe Czernik now. '

Hawkrmoon si ghed. '|I must know nore. | rnust find
Czerni k and question him.

"l will send one of our retainers into the town.'

"No. | will go into the town and search himout.'
"Are you sure... ?
"It is what | nust do.' He kissed her. '"I'Il put an end

to this tonight. Wiy shoul d we be plagued by phant ons
we have not even seen?’

He wrapped a thick cloak of dark blue silk about

hi s shoul ders and ki ssed Yissel da once nore before go-
ing out into the courtyard and ordering his horned horse
saddl ed and harnessed. Sone minutes |ater he rode out
fromthe castle and down the winding road to the town.
Few | i ghts burned in Aigues-Mrtes, for all that there
was supposed to be a festival in the town. Evidently

the townspeopl e had been as affected by the scene in the
bullring as had Hawkmoon and his guests. The w nd

was begi nning to bl ow as Hawknoon reached the

streets; the harsh mistral wind of the Kanmarg, which

t he peopl e hereabouts called the Life Wnd, for it was
supposed to have saved their land during the Tragic

M Il enni um

If Czernik was to be found anywhere it was in one

of the taverns on the north side of town. Hawknoon
rode to the district, letting his horse make its own
speed, for in many ways he was reluctant to repeat the
earlier scene. He did not want to hear Czernik's lies
again; they were lies which dishonoured all, even Count
Brass, whom Czernik clainmed to | ove.

The old taverns on the north side were primarily of
wood, with only their foundations being nmade of the
white stone of the Kamarg. The wood was painted in

many di fferent colours and sone of the npbst anbitious
of the taverns had even painted whol e scenes across the
frontages—several of the scenes comenvorating the

deeds of Hawknoon hinself and others recalling earlier
expl oits of Count Brass before he cane to save the
Kamarg, for Count Brass had fought (and often been

a prine nover) in alnost every fanous battle of his
day. Indeed, not a few of the taverns were naned for
Count Brass's battles, as well as those of the four heroes
who had served the Runestaff. One tavern was called

The Magyari an Canpai gn while another proclained it-
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self The Battle of Cannes. Here were The Fort at Ba-

| ancia, Nine Left Standing and The Banner Dipped in

Bl ood—al | recalling Count Brass's exploits. Czernik, if
he had not fallen on his face in some gutter by now,
woul d be bound to be in one of them

Hawknoon entered the nearest door, that of The

Red Amul et (nanmed for that mystic jewel he had once
worn around his own neck), and found the place packed
with old soldiers, many of whom he recogni sed. They
were all pretty drunk, with big nugs of wine and ale
in their hands. There was hardly a man anong them
who did not have scars on his face or linbs. Their

| aught er was harsh but not noisy—enly their singing
was | oud. Hawknoon felt pleased to be in such com
pany and greeted many whom he knew. He went up to

a one-arnmed Sl avi an—anot her of Count Brass's nmen—
and greeted himwi th genui ne pl easure.

"Josef Vedl a! Good evening, Captain. How goes it
with you?

Vedl a blinked and tried to smle. 'A good evening

to you, ny lord. We have not seen you in our taverns for
many a nonth.' He |l owered his eyes and took an in-
terest in the contents of his w ne-cup.

"WIl you join ne in a skin of the new wi ne?" Hawk-
nmoon asked. 'l hear it is singularly good this year. Per-
haps sone of our other old friends wll -2

"No thanks, ny lord.' Vedla rose. 'I've had too nuch
as it is.' Awkwardly he pulled his cloak around himw th
hi s singl e hand.

Hawkroon spoke directly. 'Josef Vedla. Do you be-
lieve Czernik's tale of nmeeting Count Brass in the
mar sh?'

"I nmust go.' Vedla wal ked towards the | ow doorway.
‘Captain Vedla. Stop.'

Rel uctantly, Vedla stopped and slowly he turned to
| ook at Hawknoon.

"Do you believe that Count Brass told himl betrayed
our cause? That | led Count Brass hinself into a trap?'

Vedl a scow ed. 'Czernik alone | would not believe.
He grows ol d and renmenbers only his youth when he
rode with Count Brass. Maybe | wouldn't believe any
veteran, no matter what he told me—for we all still
mourn for Court Brass and woul d have hi m cone back

to us.'

"As would I.'

Vedl a sighed. 'l believe you, ny lord. Though few
woul d, these days. At |east—npst are sinply not
sure...'
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"Who el se has seen this ghost?

'Several nerchants, journeying back late at night
through the marsh roads. A young bull-catcher. Even

one guardian on duty in an eastern tower clains to

have seen the figure in the distance. A figure that was
unnmi st akably Count Brass.

"Do you know where Czernik is now?'

"Probably in The Dnieper Crossing at the end of this
all ey. That's where he spends his pension these days.

They went out into the cobbled street.

Hawkrmoon sai d: ' Captain Vedla, can you believe
that | would betray Count Brass?

Vedl a rubbed his pitted nose. 'No. Nor can nost. It

is hard to think of you as a traitor, Duke of Koln. But
the stories are so consistent. Everyone who has net
this—this ghost—tells the sane tale.

"But Count Brass—alive or dead—s not one to
hover on the edges of the town conplaining. If he
want ed—f he wanted vengeance on me, do you not
think he would come and claimit?

"Aye. Count Brass was not a nan to be indecisive.
Yet,' Captain Vedla smled wanly, 'we al so know t hat
ghosts are supposed to act according to the custons of
ghosts. '

"You believe in ghosts, then?

"I believe in nothing. | believe in everything. This
worl d has taught me that |esson. What of the events
concerni ng the Runestaff—aould an ordi nary nman be-
lieve that they really took place?

Hawkrmoon coul d not help but return Vedla's smle. '
take your point. Well, good night to you, Captain.

" Good night, ny lord.

Josef Vedl a strode off in the opposite direction while
Hawknoon | ed his horse down the street to where he
could see the sign of the tavern called The Dni eper
Crossing. The paint was peeling on the sign and the
tavern itself sagged as if one of its central beans had
been renoved. It | ooked an unsavoury place and the
smel | which cane out of it was a mixture of sour wine,
ani mal dung, grease and vomit. It was evident why a
drunkard woul d choose it, for nore oblivion could be
bought here at the cheapest price.

The place was al nost enpty as Hawknoon ducked

his head through the door and went inside. A few brands
and candles illunminated the room The unclean fl oor

and the filthy benches and tables, the cracked |eather
of the wi neskins strewn here and there, the chipped
wooden and cl ay beakers, the ill-clothed nen and

worren who sat hunched or lay sprawed in corners, al
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gave credence to Hawknoon's original inpression. Peo-
ple did not cone to The Dni eper Crossing for social
reasons. They canme here to get drunk as quickly as was
possi bl e.

A small, dirty man with a fringe of black, greasy
hair around his bald pate, slid froma patch of dark-

ness and sniled up at Hawknoon. 'Ale, ny |ord? Good
w ne?'
"Czernik,' said Hawknoon. 'Is he here?'

"Aye.' The small man jerked a thunb towards the
corner and a door marked Privy. 'He's in there naking
space for nore. He'll be out shortly. Shall | call hinf

"No.' Hawknpon | ooked around and then sat down
on a bench he judged to be somewhat cl eaner than the
rest. '"1'll wait for him'

"And a cup of wine while you wait?'
"Very well.'

Hawkroon | eft the wi ne untouched as he waited for
Czernik to energe. At last the old veteran canme stum
bling out and went straight to the bar. 'Another flagon,'
he munbl ed. He patted at his clothes, |ooking for his
purse. He had not seen Hawknoon.

Hawkrmoon rose. ' Czerni k?'

Czernik whirled around and al nost fell over. He

funmbl ed for a sword he had | ong since pawned to buy
nmore drink. 'Have you cone to kill ne, traitor? His

bl eary eyes slowy sharpened with hatred and fear. 'Mist
| die for telling the truth. If Count Brass were here ..
You know what this place is called?

' The Dni eper Crossing.'

"Aye. W fought side by side, Count Brass and I, at

The Dni eper Crossing. Against Prince Ruchtof's armes,
agai nst his cossaki. And the river was dammed with their
bodies so that its course was changed for all time. And
at the end of it all Prince Ruchtof's arnmies were dead
and Count Brass and | were the only two of our side

left alive.'

"l know the tale."’

'Then know that | am brave. That | do not fear you.
Kill me, if you wish. But you shall not silence Count
Brass hinsel f.'

"I did not come to silence you, Czernik, but to listen.
Tell me again what you saw and what you heard.'

Czerni k gl ared suspiciously at Hawknoon. 'I told you
this afternoon.’

"Il wish to hear it once nore. Wthout any of your
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own accusations. Tell ne, as you renenber them Count
Brass's words to you.'

Czerni k shrugged. 'He said that you had coveted his

| ands and his daughter ever since you first cane to the
Kamarg. He said that you had proved yourself a traitor
several tinmes over before you ever net him He said that
you fought the Dark Enpire at Koln, then joined with

t he Beast Lords, even though they had slain your own
father. Then you turned agai nst the Enpire when you

t hought you were strong enough, but they defeated you
and took you back in chains of gilded iron to Londra
where, in exchange for your own life you agreed to

help themin a plot to betray Count Brass. Once out

of their hands you cane to the Kamarg and t hought

it easier to betray your Enpire nmasters once again. This
you did. Then you used your friends—€ount Brass,

A adahn, Bowgentle and D Averc—+o0 beat the Enpire

and when they were no | onger useful to you, you ar-
ranged things so that they should die in the Battle of
Londra.'

"A convincing story,' said Hawkmoon grimy. "It

fits the facts well enough, though it |eaves out details
whi ch woul d vindicate nmy actions. A clever fabrication,

i ndeed."'

"You say Count Brass |lies?

"Il say that what you saw in the marshes—the ghost

or nmortal —+s not Count Brass. | know | speak the truth,
Czerni k, for | have no betrayals on ny conscience.
Count Brass knew the truth. Wiy should he lie after
deat h?'

"I know Count Brass and | know you. | know that

Count Brass would not tell such a lie. In diplomacy he
was cunni ng—we all know that. But to his friends he
spoke only the truth.’

' Then what you saw was not Count Brass.'

"What | saw was Count Brass. Hi s ghost. Count Brass
as he was when | rode at his side holding his banner
for himwhen we went agai nst the League of Eight

to Italia, two years before we cane to the Kamarg. |
know Count Brass . '

Hawkrmoon frowned. ' And what was his nessage?

"He waits for you in the marshes every night, there
to take his vengeance upon you.

Hawkrnoon drew a deep breath. He adjusted his
sword-belt on his hip. "Then | will go to himtonight.

Czerni k | ooked curiously at Hawknmoon. 'You are
not afraid?

"I amnot. | know that whoever you saw cannot be
Count Brass. Wiy should | fear a fraud?

' Perhaps you do not renmenber betraying hin®
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Czerni k suggested vaguely. 'Perhaps it was all done by
the jewel you once wore in your forehead? Could it be
the jewel which forced you to such actions, so that
when it was renoved you forgot all that you had

pl anned?’

Hawkroon of fered Czernik a bleak snile. 'l thank

you for that, Czernik. But | doubt if the jewel controlled
me to that extent. Its nature was sonewhat different.'

He frowned. For a nonent he had begun to wonder

if Czernik were right. It would be horrifying if it were
true . . . But no, it could not be true. Yisselda would
have known the truth, however much he m ght have

tried to hide it. Yisselda knew he was no traitor

Yet sonething was haunting the marshlands and try-
ing to turn the folk of the Kamarg agai nst hi m and

therefore he nust get to grips with it once and for all—
| ay the ghost and prove to people like Czernik that he
had betrayed no one.

He said nothing nore to Czernik but turned and
strode fromthe tavern, nounting his heavy black stal-
lion and turning its head towards the town gates.

Through the gates he went and out into the noonlit

mar sh, hearing the first distant, keening notes of the
mstral, feeling its cold breath on his cheek, seeing the
surface of the lagoons ripple and the reeds perform an
agitated dance in anticipation of the wind's full force
whi ch woul d cone a few days |ater.

Again he let his horse find its ow route, for it knew
the marsh better than did he. And neanwhil e he peered
through the gloom Ilooking this way and that; | ooking
for a ghost.

CHAPTER TWD
THE MEETING I N THE MARSH

The marsh was full of small sounds—scuttlings and
slitherings, coughs, barks and hoots as the night aninmals
went about their business. Sonetines a | arger beast

woul d energe fromthe darkness and bl under past

Hawknoon. Sonetinmes there woul d be a heavy spl ash

froma lagoon as a large fish-eating ow plunged upon

its prey. But no human figure—ghost or nortal —was

seen by the Duke of Koln as he rode deeper and deeper
into the darkness.

Dori an Hawkmoon was confused. He was bitter. He

had | ooked forward to a life of rural tranquillity. The
only problems he had anticipated were the probl ens of
breedi ng and pl anting, of the ordinary business of rais-
ing children.

And now this damed nystery had emerged. Not even

a threat of war woul d have di sturbed himhalf as much.
War, albeit with the Dark Enpire, was cl ean conpared

to this. If he had seen the brazen ornithopters of G an-
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bretan in the skies, if he had seen beast-nmasked arm es
and grotesque carriages and all the other bizarre para-
phernalia of the Dark Enpire in the distance, he would
have known how to deal with it. O if the Runestaff had
called him he would have known how to respond.

But this was insidious. How could he cope with

runours, with ghosts, with old friends being turned
agai nst hinf?

Still the horned stallion plodded on through the

marsh paths. Still there was no sign that the nmarsh was
occupi ed by anyone other than Hawknmoon hinsel f. He

began to feel tired, for he had risen nuch earlier than
usual in order to prepare hinself for the festival. He
began to suspect that there was nothing out here, that
Czernik and the others had inagined it all, after all. He
smled to hinself. He had been a fool to take a drunk-
ard's ravings seriously.

And, of course, it was at that noment that it ap-

peared to him It was seated on a hornl ess chestnut war-
horse and the warhorse was draped with a canopy of
russet silk. The arnmour shone in the noonlight and it
was all of heavy brass. Burnished brass hel met, very

pl ain and practical; burnished brass breastpl ate and
greaves. Fromhead to foot the figure was clad in brass.
The gl oves and the boots were of brass links stitched
upon | eather. The belt was of brass chain brought to-
gether by a huge brass buckle and the belt supported

a brass scabbard. In the scabbard rested sonething

whi ch was not of brass but of good steel. A broadsword.
And then there was the face—the gol den brown eyes,
steady and stern, the heavy red noustache, the red eye-
brows, the bronze tan.

It could be no other.

' Count Brass!' gasped Hawknmoon. And then he
closed his nmouth and studied the figure, for he had
seen Count Brass dead on the battlefield.

There was sonething different about this man and

it did not take Hawkmoon nore than a nonent to

realize that Czerni k had spoken the literal truth when
he said it was the same Count Brass beside whom he

had fought at the Dni eper Crossing. This Count Brass

was at |east twenty years younger than the one whom
Hawkrmoon had first met when he visited the Kamarg
seven or eight years previously.

The eyes flickered and the great head, seeningly al
of brazen netal, turned slightly so that those eyes now
peered directly into Hawknoon's.

"Are you the one?" said the deep voice of Count Brass.
"My nenesis?

" Nenesi s?' Hawknoon uttered a sharp | augh. ‘I
t hought you to be mine, Count Brass!
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"I am confused.' The voice was definitely the voice

of Count Brass, but it had a slightly dreany quality to
it. And Count Brass's eyes did not focus with their old,
famliar clarity upon Hawkmoon's.

"What are you?' Hawknoon dermanded. 'What brings
you to the Kamarg?'

"My death. | amdead, am| not?

' The Count Brass whom | knew is dead. He died at
Londra nore than five years since. | hear that | have
been accused of that death.

"You are the one call ed Hawknoon of Kol n?
"I am Dorian Hawknoon, Duke of Kol n, aye.

"Then | must slay you, it seems.' This Count Brass
spoke wi th some rel uctance.

For all that his head whirled, Hawknoon coul d see
that Count Brass (or whatever the creature was) was
quite as uncertain of hinself as was Hawknoon at that
monent. For one thing, while Hawknobon had recog-

ni zed Count Brass, this man had not recogni zed Hawk-
noon.

"Why must you slay ne? Who told you to slay ne?'

' The oracle. Though I am dead now, | may live
again. But if |I live again | must ensure that | do not die
at the Battle of Londra. Therefore | nust kill the one

who would lead me to that battle and betray nme to

those agai nst whom | fight. That one is Dorian Hawk-
moon of Kol n, who covets ny | and and—and ny daugh-
ter.'

"I have lands of ny own and your daughter was
betrothed to me before the Battle of Londra. Someone
decei ves you, friend ghost.'

"Why shoul d the oracl e deceive me?

' Because there are such things as false oracles. Were
do you cone fron®?

"Fron? Why, from Earth.'
"Where do you believe this place to be, in that case?

' The netherworld, of course. A place fromwhich few
escape. But | can escape. Only | nust slay you first,
Dori an Hawkroon.

' Sonet hi ng seeks to destroy ne through you, Count
Brass—f Count Brass you be. | cannot begin to ex-
plain this nystery, but | believe that you think you
really are Count Brass and that | amyour eneny. Per-
haps all is a |lie—perhaps only part.'

A frown passed across the Count's brazen brow. ' You
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confuse ne. | do not understand. | was not warned of
this.'

Hawkrmoon's |ips were dry. He was so bewi | dered that

he coul d barely think. So many enptions noved in him

at the sane tine. There was grief for the menory of his
dead friend. There was hatred for whoever it was sought
to nock that nmenory. There was fear in case this should
be a ghost. There was synpathy, should this really be
Count Brass raised fromthe dead and turned into an

aut onat on.

He began to suspect not the Runestaff now, but the
science of the Dark Enmpire. This whole affair had the
stanp of the perverse genius of the scientists of G an-
bretan. But how could they have affected it? The two
great sorcerer-scientists of the Dark Enpire, Taragorm

and Kal an, were dead. There had been none to equa
themwhile they lived, and none to replace them when
t hey di ed.

And why did Count Brass | ook so nuch younger?
Why did he seem unaware that he possessed a daugh-
ter?

' Not warned by whon®?' said Hawknoon insistently.

If it came to a fight he knew that Count Brass could
easily defeat him Count Brass had ever been the best
fighter in Europe. Even in late niddl e-age there had
been no one who could begin to match himin a man-
to-man sword engagenent.

"By the oracle. And another thing puzzles ne, ny
eneny to be; why, if you still live, do you, too, dwell
in the netherworl d?

"This is not the netherworld. It is the land of the
Kamarg. Do you not recognize it, then—you, who were

its Lord Guardi an for so many years—who hel ped de-

fend it against the Dark Enpire? | do not think you can
be Count Brass.'

The figure raised a gauntleted hand to its browin
a gesture of puzzlenent. "Think you that? Yet we have
never met. '

'Not nmet? We have fought together in many battles.

We have saved each other's lives. | think that you are a
man who bears a resenbl ance to Count Brass, who has

been trapped by some sorcery or other and taught to
think that he is Count Brass—then despatched to kil

me. Perhaps sonme remants of the old Dark Enpire

still survive. Perhaps sone of Queen Flana's subjects
still hates nme. Does that idea nean anything to you?

"No. But | know that | am Count Brass. Do not con-
fuse me further, Duke of Kol n.

'How do you know you are Count Brass? Because
you resenbl e hin®'

'"Because | amhim' The man roared. 'Dead or alive
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—+ am Count Brass!'

'How can you be, when you do not recognise nme?

When you did not even know you had a daughter?

When you confuse this |land of the Kamarg for sone
supernatural netherworld? Wien you recall nothing of
what we went through together in the service of the
Runest af f ? When you believe that |, of all people, who
| oved you, whose life and dignity both were saved by
you, shoul d have betrayed you?

"I know not hing of the events of which you speak

But | know of ny travellings and of ny battles in the
service of a score of princes—n Magyaria, Arabia,
Scandi a, Slavia and the |lands of the Greeks and Bul gars.
I know of ny dream which is to bring unity to the
squabbl i ng princedons of Europe. | know of ny suc-
cesses—aye, and of ny failures, too. | know of the
woren | have loved, of the friends | have had—and of
the enemies | have fought. And | know, too, that you

are neither friend nor foe as yet, but will becone ny
nmost treacherous eneny. On Earth | lie dying. Here
travel in search of the one who will finally take all I

possess, including nmy very life.
" And say again who has granted you this boon?

' Gods—supernatural beings—the oracle itsel f—
know not .

"You believe in such things?

"l did not. Now | nust, for the evidence is here.’

"I think not. I amnot dead. | do not inhabit a nether-
world. | amflesh and bl ood and so, by the | ooks of it,
are you, ny friend. | hated you when | first rode out to

seek you. Now | see that you are as much a victim
as am|. Return to your nasters. Tell themthat it is
Hawknoon who shall be avenged—dpon themnl'

"By Narsha's garter, 1'Il not be given orders!' roared
the man in brass. His gloved right hand fell upon the
hilt of his sword. It was a gesture typical of Count
Brass. The expressions were Count Brass's too. Was
this some terrible sinulacrumof the Count, invented
by Dark Enpire science?

Hawkrmoon was by now al nost hysterical with be-
wi | dernent and gri ef.

"Very well, then,' he cried, 'let us goto it, you and |
If you are truly Count Brass you'll have little difficulty
in slaying ne. Then you will be content. And so will 1,
for I could not live with people suspecting that | had be-

trayed you!'

But then the man's expression changed and becane
thoughtful. 'l am Count Brass, be certain of that, Duke
of Koln. But, as for the rest, it is possible that we are
both victins of a plot. | have not nerely been a soldier
innmnm life, but a politician, too. I know of those who
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delight in turning friend against friend for their own
ends. There is a slight possibility that you speak

truth . . .'

"Wll, then,' said Dorian Hawknmoon in relief, 'return
with me to Castle Brass and we will discuss what we
bot h know.'

The man shook his head. 'No. | cannot. | have seen

the lights of your walled city and your castle above it. |
woul d visit it—but there is sonething that stops nme from
so doing—a barrier. | cannot explain what its proper-
ties are. That is why | have been forced to wait for you
in this dammed narsh. | had hoped to get this business
over with swiftly, but now . " The man frowned agai n.
"For all that | ama practical man, Duke of Koln, | have
al ways prided nyself on being a just one. | would not

slay you to fulfil some other's end—Aot unless | knew

what that end was, at any rate. | nust consider all that
you have said. Then, if | decide that you are lying to
save your skin, | will kill you.'

"Or,' said Hawknoon grinmly, 'if you are not Count
Brass, there is a good chance that | shall kill you.'

The man smled a famliar sm | e—Count Brass's
smle. 'Aye—f | amnot Count Brass,' he said.

'l shall conme back to the marsh at noon tonorrow,'
sai d Hawknoon. 'Were shall we neet?'

"Noon? There is no noon here. No sun at all!

"In this you do lie,' Hawknoon | aughed. 'In a few
hours it will be norning here.'

Agai n the man passed a gauntleted hand across his
frowning brow. 'Not for ne,' he said. 'Not for ne.

Thi s puzzl ed Hawknoon all the nore. 'But you have
been here for days, | heard.

"A night—a long, perpetual night.'

'Does this fact, too, not nmake you believe you are the
victimof a deception?

"It mght,'" said the man. He gave a deep sigh. '"Wll,
come when you think. Do you see yonder ruin—en the
hill ock? He pointed with a finger of brass.

In the noonlight Hawknoon coul d just make out the
shape of an old ruined building which Bowgentl e had
descri bed as being that of a Gothic church of imense
age. It had been one of Count Brass's favourite places.
He had often ridden there when he felt the need to be
al one.

"l know the ruin,' said Hawknpon.

"Then nmeet nme there. | shall wait as long as ny
patience |l asts.'
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"Very well .’

"And cone arned,' said the man, 'for we shall prob-
ably need to fight.'

"You are not convinced of what | have said?

" You have said nothing very nuch, friend Hawk-

moon. Vague suppositions. References to people | do

not know. You think the Dark Enpire is bothered with
us? It has nore inportant matters to consider, | should
t hink.'

"The Dark Enpire is destroyed. You hel ped destroy
it.'

And again the man grinned a famliar grin. 'That is
where you are deceived, Duke of Koln.' He turned his
horse and began to ride back into the night.

"Wait!' call ed Hawknmoon. 'Wat do you nean?
But the man had begun to gall op now.

W1 dly, Hawknoon spurred his horse in pursuit.
"What do you nean?'

The horse was reluctant to go at such a pace. It
snorted and tried to pull back, but Hawknoon spurred
the beast harder. 'Wait!

He coul d just see the rider ahead, but his outline
was becom ng | ess well-defined. Surely he could not
truly be a ghost?

"Vait!!

Hawkroon's horse slipped in the slinme. It whinnied in
fear, as if trying to warn Hawkmoon of their nutua
danger. Hawknoon spurred the horse again. It reared.
Its hind-1egs began to slip in the nud.

Hawknmoon tried to control his steed, but it was fall-
ing and taking himwith it.

And then they had both plunged off the narrow narsh
road, broken through the reeds at the edge and fallen
heavily into nud whi ch gul ped greedily and tugged them
to itself. Hawknoon tried to struggle back to the bank,

but his feet were still in his stirrups and one of his |egs
was trapped beneath the bulk of his horse's floundering
body.

He stretched out and grabbed at a bunch of reeds, try-

ing to drag hinself to safety, he noved a few inches
towards the path and then the reeds were wenched free
and he fell back.

He became cal mas he realised that he was being

pul | ed deeper and deeper into the swanp with every
pani cky movement .
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He reflected that if he did have eneni es who w shed
to see himdead he had, in his own stupidity, granted
their wish, after all.

CHAPTER THREE
A LETTER FROM QUEEN FLANA
He coul d not see his horse, but he could hear it.

The poor beast was snorting as the nud filled its
mouth. Its struggl es had grown nuch weaker.

Hawkrmoon had nanaged to free his feet fromthe

stirrups and his |l eg was no | onger trapped, but now

only his arns, his head and his shoul ders were above

the surface. Little by little he was slipping to his death.

He had had sone notion of clinbing on to the horse's
back and fromthere |eaping to the path, but his efforts
in that direction had been entirely unsuccessful. Al he
had done was push the animal a little further under
Now t he horse's breathing was ugly, nuffled, painful
Hawkrmoon knew that his own breathi ng woul d soon

sound the sane.

He felt conpletely inpotent. By his own foolishness

he had got hinself into this position. Far from solving
anyt hing, he had created a further problem And, if he
di ed, he knew, too, that many woul d say that he had
been slain by Count Brass's ghost. This would give
credence to the accusations of Czernik and the others.
It woul d mean that Yisselda herself would be suspected
of hel ping himbetray her own father. At best she could
| eave Castle Brass, perhaps going to live with Queen

Fl ana, perhaps going to Koln. It would nean that his
son Manfred woul d not inherit his birthright as Lord

Guardi an of the Kamarg. It would nean that his daugh-
ter Yarnmila would be ashanmed to speak his nane.

"I ama fool,' he said aloud. 'And a nurderer. For |
have sl ain a good horse besides mysel f. Perhaps Czernik
was right —perhaps the Bl ack Jewel nade nme do acts of
treachery | cannot now renmenber. Perhaps | deserve to
die.'

And then he thought he heard Count Brass ride by,
mocki ng himwi th ghostly |aughter. But it was probably
only a marsh goose whose sl unmber had been di sturbed

by a fox.

Now his left armwas being sucked down. Carefully
he raised it. Even the reeds were out of reach now.

He heard his horse give one last sigh as its head sank
beneath the nmud. He saw its body heave as it sought

to draw breath. And then it was still. He watched as its
torso slipped from sight.

Now t here were nore ghostly voices to nmock him
Was that Yisselda's voice? The cry of a gull. And the
deeper voices of his soldiers? The bark of foxes and
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mar sh bears.

Thi s deception seemed, at that monent, to be the
cruellest of all—for his own brain deceived him

Again he was filled with a sense of irony. To have
fought for so long and so hard against the Dark Em
pire. To have survived terrifying adventures on two
continents—enly to die in ignonmny, alone, in a swanp.
None woul d know where or how he had died. H's grave
woul d be unmarked. There woul d be no statue erected
to himoutside the walls of Castle Brass. Well, he
thought, it was a quiet way to die, at |east.

"Dorian!'

This time the bird's cry seemed to call his nanme. He
call ed back at it, echoing it 'Dorian!'

"Dorian!'
"My Lord of Koln,' said the voice of a marsh bear

"My Lord of Koln,' said Hawknoon in the same tone.

Now it was conpletely inpossible to free his left arm
He felt the rmud burying his chin. The constricting nud
agai nst his chest made it that much harder for himto
breath. He felt dizzy. He hoped that he m ght become
unconsci ous before the nud filled his nouth.

Perhaps if he died he would find that he dwelled in
sonme netherworl d. Perhaps he woul d neet Count Brass
again. And d adahn of the Bul gar Mountains. And
Huill am D Averc. And Bowgentl e, the phil osopher, the

poet .

"Ah,' he said to hinself, "if |I could be sure, then |
woul d wel cone this death a little nore readily. Yet,
there is still the question of ny honour—and that of

Yi ssel da. Yi ssel da!

"Dorian!' Again the bird' s cry bore an uncanny re-

senmbl ance to his wife's voice. He had heard that dying
men entertai ned such fancies. Perhaps for some it made
death easier, but for himit made it that nuch harder.

"Dorian! | thought | heard you speak. Are you near
by? What has happened.’

Hawknoon cal l ed back to the bird. 'I amin the

marsh, ny love, and | amdying. Tell themthat Hawk-
noon was not a traitor. Tell them he was not a coward.
Tell them instead, that he was a fool!"'

The reeds near the bank began to rustle. Hawknoon

| ooked towards them expecting to see a fox. That woul d
be terrible, to be attacked even as the nmud dragged him
under. He shudder ed.

And then there was a human face peering at him
through the reeds. And it was a face he recognised.

' Capt ai n?'
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"My lord,' said Captain Josef Vedla. Then his face
turned away as he spoke to soneone behind him ' You

were right, nmy lady. He is here. And al nost conpletely
under.' A brand flared as Vedl a extended it out as far
as he could stretch, peering at Hawknoon to see just
how far he was buried. 'Quickly, nmen—the rope.

"I am pleased to see you, Captain Vedla. Is ny |ady
Yi sselda with you, too?

"I am Dorian.' Her voice was tense. '|I found Captain
Vedl a and he took me to the tavern where Czerni k was.
It was Czernik who told us that you had ventured into
the marsh. So we gat hered what nmen we could and cane

to find you.'

"I amgrateful,' said Hawknoon, 'though | shoul d not
have been if | had not acted so foolishly—gh!' The
mud had reached his nout h.

A rope was flung towards him Wth his free right
hand he just nanaged to grasp it and stick his wist
t hrough the | oop.

"Pull away,' he said, and groaned as the noose tight-
ened on his wist and he felt as if his armwere being
dragged fromits socket.

Slowy his body energed fromthe nud, which was
reluctant to give up its feast, until he was able to sit
gaspi ng on the bank while Yisselda, careless that he
was covered in the slinmy, stinking stuff fromhead to
toe, enbraced him sobbing. 'W thought you dead.

"I thought nyself dead,' he said. 'Instead | have killed
one of my best horses. | deserve to die.

Captai n Vedl a was | ooki ng nervously about him Un-
I'i ke the guardi ans who were Kamarg bred, he had never
been much attracted to the marsh, even in daylight.

'l saw the fellow who calls hinself Count Brass.
Hawkrmoon addressed Captain Vedl a.

"And you killed him my |ord?

Hawkrmoon shook his head. '|I think he's sonme play-
actor who bears a strong resenbl ance to Count Brass.

But he is not Count Brass—iving or dead—ef that I'm

al nost certain. He's too young, for one thing. And he
has not been properly educated in his part. He does not
know t he nane of his daughter. He knows nothing of

the Kamarg. Yet, | think, there is no nalice in the fel-
| ow. He might be mad, but nore likely he's been nes-
merised into believing that he is Count Brass. Sone
Dark Enpire trouble-makers, |'d guess, out to discredit
me and avenge thensel ves at the same tine.'

Vedl a | ooked relieved. 'At least | will have sone-
thing to tell the gossip-nongers,' he said. 'But this fell ow
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must have had a startling resenblance to the old Count
if he deceived Czernik.'

' Aye—he was everyt hi ng—expressi ons, gestures and

so on. But there is sonething a little vague about his
manner—as if he is in a dream That is what led ne to
suspect that he is not, hinmself, acting nmaliciously but has
been put up to this by others.' Hawknoon got up

"Where is this inmpostor now?' Yisselda asked.

'He di sappeared into the marsh. | was follow ng him
—at too great a speed-when this happened to ne.'
Hawkroon | aughed. '| had becone so worried, you

know, that | thought for a nonent he really had dis-
appear ed—+i ke a ghost.

Yi sselda smiled. 'You can have ny horse,' she said. '
will ride on your lap, as | have done nore than once
before.'

And in a much rel axed nood the snmall party returned
to Castle Brass.

By the next norning the story of Dorian Hawknoon's
encounter with the 'play-actor' had spread through-
out the town and anong the anbassadorial guests in the
castle. It had becone a joke. Everyone was relieved to
be able to laugh, to nmention it w thout danger of giv-

ing offence to Hawknmoon. And the festivities went on,
growi ng wil der as the wi nd bl ew stronger. Hawknoon,
now that he had nothing to fear for his honour, de-
cided to nake the fal se Count Brass wait for a day or
two and this he did, throwing hinself conpletely into
the merry-maki ng.

But then, one norning at breakfast, while Hawknoon

and his guests decided on their plans for that day, young
Lonson of Shkarlan came down with a letter in his

hand. The letter bore many seals and | ooked nost im
pressive. 'l received this today, nmy lord,' said Lonson
"It came by ornithopter fromlLondra. It is fromthe

queen hersel f.'

"News from Londra. Splendid.' Hawknoon accepted
the letter and began to break the seals. 'Now, Prince
Lonson, sit and break your fast while | read.'

Prince Lonson smiled and, at Yisselda' s suggestion,
sat beside the lady of the castle, helping hinself to a
steak fromthe platter before him

Hawkrmoon began to read Queen Flana's letter. There
was general news of the progress of her schenes for
farm ng | arge areas of her nation. These seened to be

going well. Indeed, in some cases they had surpl uses
which they were able to trade with Normandi a and
Hanoveri a, whose own farm ng was going well, too. But

it was towards the end of the letter that Hawknpon
began to give it nore attention

"And so we conme to the only unpl easant detail of
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this letter, ny dear Dorian. It seens that ny
efforts to rid my country of remnders of its dark
past have not been entirely successful. Msk-wear-
i ng has sprung up again. There has been sone
attenpt, | gather, to re-formsone of the ol d Beast
Orders—particularly the Order of the Wl f of

whi ch, you will recall, Baron Meliadus was G and
Master. Sone of ny own agents have, upon oc-

casi ons, been able to disguise thensel ves as nem
bers of the cult and gain entry to neetings. An
oath is sworn which night amuse you (I hope, in-
deed, that it will not disturb you!)—as well as
swearing to bring back the Dark Enpire in all its
glory, to oust me fromny throne and to destroy
all those loyal to ne, they al so swear vengeance
upon you and your fam ly. Those who survived

the Battle of Londra, they say, nust all be wi ped

out. In your secure Kanmarg, | doubt if you are in
much danger froma few G anbretanian dissidents,
so | advise you to continue to sleep well! | know

for certain that these secret cults are not rmuch pop-
ular and only flourish in those parts of Londra

not yet rebuilt. The great majority of the people
—aristocrats and conmoners ali ke—have taken

happily to rural life and to parlianentary govern-
ment. It was our old way to rule thus, when G an-
bretan was sane. | hope that we are sane again

and that, soon, even those few pockets of insanity
will be cleansed fromour society. One other pecu-
Iiar runour, which ny agents have been unable to
verify, is that some of the worst of the Dark Em

pire lords are still alive somewhere and waiting
to resune their "rightful place as rulers of G an-
bretan". | cannot believe this—t seens to be a

typical |egend invented by the disinherited. There
must be a thousand heroes sl eeping in caves al

over ranbretan alone, waiting to spring to some-
body' s assistance when the tinme is ripe (why is it

never ripe, | wonder!). To be on the safe side, ny
agents are trying to find the source of these ru-
mours, but several, | regret to say, have already

died as the cultists discover their true identities. It
shoul d take several nonths, but | think we shal

soon be conpletely rid of the mask-wearers, par-
ticularly since the dark places they prefer to in-
habit are being torn down very rapidly indeed.

"I's there disturbing news in Flana's letter? Yisselda
asked her husband as he fol ded the parchnent.

He shook his head. 'Not really. It just fits with sone-
thing that | heard recently. She says that nask-wearing
has sprung up again in Londra.

"But that is bound to happen for a while, surely? Is it
wi despread?

" Apparently not.

Prince Lonson |aughed. 'There is surprisingly little of
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it, ny lady, | assure you. Most of the ordinary people
were only too pleased to rid thensel ves of unconfort-
abl e masks and heavy clothes. This is true, too, of the
nobility—save for the few who were nenbers of war-
rior-castes and still survived (happily there were not
many) . '

'Fl ana says that there are runours of sonme of the
prinme nmovers anong themstill being alive,' said Hawk-
nmoon quietly.

"I npossi ble. You slew Baron Meliadus hinsel f—split,
Duke of Koln, from shoulder to groin!'

One or two of the other guests | ooked rather put out
by Prince Lonson's remark. He apol ogi sed profusely.

' Count Brass,' he continued, 'despatched Adaz Pronp
and several nore. Shenegar Trott you also slew, in
Dnark, before the Runestaff. And the others—M kose-
vaar, Nankenseen and the rest—all are dead. Taragorm
died in an explosion and Kal an killed hinself. Wat
others are left?

Hawknoon frowned. '"All | can think of are Taragorm

and Kal an,' he said. 'They are the only two whose
deat hs were unwi t nessed."

"But Taragormdied in an explosion of Kalan's battle-
machi ne. None coul d have survived it.'

"You are right.' Hawkmoon smiled. "It is silly to
specul ate like this. There are better things to do.

And again he turned his attention to the day's fes-
tivities.

But that night, he knew, he would ride out to the
nun and confront the one who called hinself Count
Br ass.

CHAPTER FCUR
A COMPANY OF THE DEAD

Thus it was at sunset that Dorian Hawknoon, Duke of
Kol n, Lord Guardian of the Kamarg, rode out again

upon the wi nding marsh roads, deep into his domain,

wat chi ng the scarl et flanm ngoes wheel, seeing the herds
of white bulls and horned horses in the distance, |ike
cl ouds of fast-flow ng snoke passing through the green
and tawny reeds, seeing the | agoons turned to pools of
bl ood by the red and sinking sun. Breathing the sharp
air borne by the nmistral, and conming at last to a snall
hill on which stood a ruin of imrmense age—a ruin
around which ivy, purple and anber, clinbed. And

there, as the last rays of the sun died, Dorian Hawk-
moon di smounted from his horned horse and waited for

a ghost to cone.

The wi nd tugged at his high-collared cloak. It blew
at his face and froze his lips. It made the hairs of his
horse's coat ripple like water. It keened across the
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wi de, flat narshlands. And, as the day ani mals began
to conpose thensel ves for slunber, and before the

ni ght animals began to nerge, there fell upon the great
Kamarg a terrible stillness.

Even the wind dropped. The reeds no | onger rustl ed.
Not hi ng noved.

And Hawkrmoon wai ted on

Much | ater he heard the sound of a horse's hooves on

the danp marshl and ground. A nuffled sound. He

reached over to his left hip and | oosened his broadsword
inits scabbard. He was in arnour now. Steel arnour

whi ch had been nmade to fit every contour of his body.

He brushed hair fromhis eyes and adjusted his plain

hel mas plain as Count Brass's own. He threw back

the cloak fromhis shoulders so that it should not en-
cunber his novenents

But there was nore than one horseman approachi ng.

He listened carefully. The noon was full tonight but the
riders came fromthe other side of the ruin and he could
see nothing of them He counted. Four horsemen, by the
sound of it. So—the inmpostor had brought allies. It had
been a trap, after all. Hawkmoon sought cover. The only
cover was in the ruin itself. Cautiously he noved
towards it, clanbering over the old, worn stones until he
was certain that he was hidden from anyone who cane
fromeither side of the hill. Only the horse betrayed
hi s presence.

The riders came up the hill. He could see them now,
in silhouette. They rode their horses straight-backed.
There was a pride in their stance. Wo could they be?

Hawkrmoon saw a glint of brass and knew t hat one

of themwas the false Count. But the other three wore
no distinctive arnour. They reached the top of the
hill and saw his horse

He heard the voice of Count Brass calling:
' Duke von Kol n?
Hawknoon did not reply.

He heard another voice. A languid voice. 'Perhaps he
has gone to relieve hinself in yonder ruin?

And, with a shock, Hawkroon recogni sed that voice
t 0o.

It was the voice of Huillam D Averc. Dead D Averc,
who had died so ironically in Londra.

He saw the figure approach, a handkerchief in one

hand, and he recogni sed the face, too. It was D Averc's.
Then Hawknoon knew, terrifyingly, who the other two
riders were.

"Wait for him He said he'd conme, did he not, Count
Brass?' Bowgentle was speaki ng now.
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'Aye. He said so.'

"Then | hope he hurries, for this wind bites even
through ny thick pelt.' d adahn's voice

And Hawknoon knew then that this was a nightnrare,

whet her he sl ept or whether he was awake. It was the
nmost pai nful experience of his life to see those who so
closely resenbled his dead friends wal ki ng and tal ki ng
as they had wal ked and tal ked in each other's conpany
sone five years since. Hawkmoon woul d have given his
own life if it would have brought them back, but he
knew that it was inpossible. No kind of resurrection
drug could revive one who, |ike O adahn of the Bul gar
Mount ai ns, had been torn to pieces and those pieces
scattered. And there were no signs of wounds on the
others, either.

"l shall catch a chill, that's certai n—and die a second
time, perhaps.' This was D Averc, typically thoughtfu
for his own health, which was as robust as anyone's.
Were these ghosts?

"What has brought us together, | wonder,' nused
Bowgentle. 'And to such a bl eak and sunl ess worl d?
W nmet once, | believe, Count Brass—at Rouen, was it

not? At the Court of Hanal the White?
'l believe so.'

"By the sound of him this Duke of Koln is worse
than Hanal for indiscrimnate bloodletting. The only
thing we have in conmon, as far as | can tell, is that

we shall all die by his hand if we do not kill himnow Yet, it is hard to believe

'He suggested that we were the victins of a plot, as
I told you,' said Count Brass. 'It could be true.

"W are victinms of something, that's certain,' said
D Averc, blowi ng his nose delicately upon his |acey
handkerchief. 'But | agree that it would be best to dis-
cuss the matter with our nurderer before we despatch

him What if we kill himand nothing cones of it—we
remain in this dreadful, gloomy place for eternity—ith
himas a conpanion, for he'll be dead, too.

"How did you cone to die? O adahn asked al nost
conversationally.

"A sordid death—a m xture of greed and jeal ousy
was my undoi ng. The greed was mnine. The jeal ousy an-
other's.'

"You intrigue us all,"' laughed Bowgentl e.

"A mstress of mine was, it happened, nmarried to an-
ot her gentleman. She was a spl endi d cook—her range of
reci pes was incredible, nmy friends, both at the stove
and in the bed, if you followne. Wll, | was staying
with her for a week while her husband was away at
Court—this was in Hanoveria where | nyself had busi-
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ness at the time. The week was splendid, but it canme to
an end, for her husband was due to return that night.
To console ne, my mistress cooked a splendid supper. A
triunmph! She never cooked a better. There were snails
and soups and goul ashes and little birds in exquisite
sauces and souffles—well, | see | disconfort you and
apologise . . . The neal, in short, was superb. | had
more than is good for one of nmy delicate health and
then | begged ny mistress while there was still tine to
favour me with her conpany in bed for just one short
hour, since her husband was not due back for two.

Wth sonme reluctance she agreed. W fell into bed. W

rounded of f the meal in ecstasy. W fell asleep. So fast
asl eep, | might add, that we were only awakened by
her husband shaki ng us awake!'

"And he killed you, eh?" said O adahn

"I'n a manner of speaking. | leapt up. | had no sword.

I had no cause to kill him either, of course, since he
was the injured party (and |I've a strong sense of jus-
tice). Up | junped and out of the wi ndow | dashed.

No clothes. Lots of rain. Five miles back to ny own

| odgi ngs. Result, of course, pneunpnia.'

A adahn | aughed and the sound of his merriment was

agoni sing to Hawknoon. 'O which you di ed?

"OfF which, to be accurate, if that peculiar oracle is
correct, | amdying, while ny spirit sits on a w ndy hil
and is no better off, it seens!' D Averc went to shelter

beside the ruin and was not five feet from where Hawk-
nmoon crouched. 'How did you cone to die, ny friend?

"I fell off a rock.'
"A high one?

' No—about ten feet.'
"And it killed you?

"No, it was the bear that killed ne. It was waiting
bel ow. '

Agai n A adahn | aughed.
And agai n Hawkmoon felt a pang of pain.

'l died of the Scandi an pl ague,' said Bowgentle. 'O
amto die of it.'

"And | in battle against King Orson's el ephants in
Tarkia,' put in the one who believed hinself to be Count
Br ass.

And Hawknoon was reni nded nost strongly of ac-

tors preparing thenmselves for their parts. He would have
believed they were actors, too, had it not been for their
speech inflections, their gestures, their ways of ex-

pressi ng thensel ves. There were slight differences, but
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none to nmake Hawknoon suspect these were not his
friends. Yet, just as Count Brass had not known him
so these did not know each ot her.

Sone idea of the possible truth was beginning to
dawn on Hawknoon as he emerged from hi di ng and
confronted them

' Good evening, gentlenmen.' He bowed. 'I am Dori an
Hawkrmoon von Kol n. | know you O adahn—and you
Bowgent | e—and you D Averc—and we've net already
Count Brass. Are you here to slay ne?

"To discuss if we should,' said Count Brass, seating

hi nsel f upon a flat rock. 'Now | regard nyself as a
reasonabl e judge of men. In fact |'man exceptionally
good judge, or | should not have survived this |ong.

And | do not believe, Dorian Hawknoon, that you have
much treachery in you. Even in a situation which night
justify such treachery—er which you woul d consi der

as justifying treachery—+ doubt if you would be a
traitor. And that is what disturbs nme about this situa-
tion. Secondly, all four of us are known to you but we
do not know you. Thirdly we appear to be the only four
sent to this particular netherworld and that is a coin-
cidence | mistrust. Fourthly we were each told a simlar
story—that you would betray us at some future date.

Now, assuming that this, itself, is a future date where all
five of us have met and becone friends, what does that
suggest to you?

"That you are all fromnmny past!' said Hawknoon
"That is why you | ook younger to ne, Count Brass—
and you, Bowgentl e—and you, O adahn—and you, too,
D Averc . '

' Thank you,' said D Averc sardonically.
"Whi ch neans that none of us died in the way we

think we died—n battle at Tarkia, in my case—ef sick-
ness in the castle of Bowgentle and D Averc—attacked
by a bear in the case of O adahn, here . '

"Exactly,' said Hawknoon, 'for | net you all later
and you were all very nmuch alive. But | renenber
you telling ne, d adahn, how once you were nearly
killed by a bear—and you told ne how cl ose you cane
to death in Tarkia, Count Brass—and, Bowgentle, |
renenber sone nention of the Scandi an pl ague.

"And | ?' asked D Averc with interest.

"I forget, D Averc—for your illnesses tended to run
into each other and | never saw you anything but in
the best of health . ..’

"Ah! Am | to be cured, then?

Hawknoon i gnored D Averc and continued. 'So this

means you are not going to di e—+hough you, your-

selves, think that you might. Woever is deceiving us
wants you to think that it is by their efforts that you'l
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survive.'
"Much what | worked out.' Count Brass nodded.

"But that's as far as ny logic |eads me,' said Hawk-
moon, 'for a paradox is involved here—why, when we
did (or do) neet, did we not remenber this particul ar
meeti ng?'

"W nust find our villains and ask themthat ques-

tion, I think,' said Bowgentle. 'O course, | have studied
sonet hing of the nature of time. Such paradoxes, ac-
cording to one school of thought, would necessarily re-

sol ve thensel ves—aenori es woul d be wi ped cl ean of

anyt hi ng which contradi cted the normal experience of

time. The brain, in short, would sponge out anything

whi ch was apparently inconsistent. However, there are
certain aspects of that line of reasoning with which

am not whol | y happy . '

' Perhaps we coul d discuss the phil osophical inplica-

tions at sone other time, Sir Bowgentle,' said Count
Brass gruffly.

"Time and phil osophy are but one subject, Count
Brass. And only phil osophy nmay easily discuss the
nature of tinme.'

"Perhaps. But there is the other matter—the possibil -
ity that we are being manipul ated by malicious nmen
who are sonehow able to control tine. How do we
reach them and what do we do when we do reach

t hen?'

"I remenber something concerning crystals,' nused
Hawkroon, 'which transported nen through alternate

di mensi ons of the Earth. | wonder if these crystals, or
somet hing like them are being used again?

"I know not hing of crystals,' said Count Brass, and
the other three agreed that they knew nothing, either.

"There are other dinensions, you see,' Hawknoon

went on. '"And it could be that there are dinensions
where live nmen alnost identical to men living in this
di mension. W found a Kamarg that was not dissimlar
tothis. | wonder if that is the answer. Yet, still not
quite the answer.'

"I barely follow you," growl ed Count Brass. 'You be-
gin to sound like this sorcerer fellow . '

" Phi | osopher,' corrected Bowgentle, 'and poet.

"Aye, it's conmplicated thinking that's involved if we're
to get closer to the truth,' said Hawknoon. He told them
the story of Elvereza Tozer and the Crystal Rings of
Mygan—how t hey had been used to transport hinself

and D Averc through the dinensions, across seas—per-
haps through tine itself. And since they all had played
parts in this drama, Hawknoon felt the strangeness of
the situati on—for he spoke fanm liarly of themas his
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friends—and he referred to events which were to take
place in their future. And when he was finished they

seemed convinced that he had produced a likely expl a-
nation for their present situation. Hawknmoon renmem
bered, too, the Waith-folk, those gentle people who had
gi ven hima machi ne which had helped lift Castle Brass
fromits own space-tine into another, safer space-tine
when Baron Meliadus attacked them Perhaps if he were

to travel to Soryandumin the Syranian Desert he night
again enlist the help of the Waith-folk. He put this to
his friends.

"Aye, an idea worth trying,' said Count Brass. 'But

in the neantime we're still in the grip of whonever put
us here in the first place—and we've no expl anati on of
how t hey' ve acconplished that or, for that matter, ex-
actly why they have done it.'

"This oracle you spoke of,' said Hawknoon. 'Were
is it? Can you tell ne exactly what happened to you—
after you "died"?

"I found nyself in this land, with all ny wounds
heal ed and my arnour repaired . '

The others agreed that this was what happened to
t hem

"Wth a horse and with food to last ne for a good
whi | e—though unpal atable stuff it is.'

"And the oracl e?

"A sort of speaking pyram d about the height of a

man—gl owi ng—di anond- | i ke—hoveri ng above the

ground. It appears and vanishes at will, it seems. It
told me all that | told you when we first net. | assumed
it to be supernatural in origin—+though it went agai nst
all ny previous beliefs . '

"It is probably of nortal origin,' said Hawknoon.

"Either the word of some sorcerer-scientist such as those
who once worked for the Dark Enpire—er el se some-

thing which our ancestors invented before the Tragic

M1l ennium'

"lI'"ve heard of such,' agreed Count Brass. 'And | pre-
fer that explanation. It suits ny tenperanent nore, |
nmust admit.

'"Did it offer to restore you to life once | was slain?
Hawknoon asked.

"Aye—that's it, in short.'

"That's what it told ne,' said D Averc, and the others

nodded.

"Wl |, perhaps we should confront this machine, if
machine it be, and see what happens?' Bowgentle sug-
gest ed.
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"There is another nystery, however,' Hawknoon said.
"Wy is it that you are in perpetual night in the Kamarg,
whereas, for ne, the days pass nornally?

"A splendid conundrum' said D Averc in sonme de-

light. 'Perhaps we should ask it. After all, if this is Dark
Empi re work, they could hardly seek to harm me—+ am

a friend of Granbretan!’

And Hawknoon smled a private snmile.
"You are at present, Huillam D Averc.

"Let's nake a plan,' said Count Brass practically.
"Shall we set off nowto see if we can find the dianond

pyram d?'
"Wait for nme here,' said Hawknmoon. '| nust return
home first. | will be back before dawmm—this is, in a few

hours. WIIl you trust ne?
"I'd rather trust a nan than a crystal pyram d,' sniled Count Brass.

Hawkrmoon wal ked to where his horse grazed. He
lifted hinmself into his saddle.

As he rode away fromthe little hill, |eaving the four
men behind him he forced hinself to think as clearly
as was possible, trying to avoid considering the para-
doxi cal inplications of what he had | earned this night
and to concentrate on what was likely to have created

the situation. There were two possibilities, in his ex-
perience, as to what was at work here—the Runest aff

on the one hand and the Dark Enpire on the other. But
it could be neither—sonme other force. Yet the only
other people with great scientific resources were the
Waith-fol k of Soryandum and it seemed unlikely that
they woul d concern thenselves with the affairs of others.
Besi des, only the Dark Enpire woul d want hi m de-
stroyed—by one or all of his nowdead friends. It was
an irony which would have suited their perverse m nds.
Yet +he fact came back to him-all the great |eaders

of the old Dark Enpire were dead. But then so were
Count Brass, O adahn, Bowgentle and D Averc dead.

Hawkroon drew a deep breath of cold air into his

lungs as the town of Aigues-Mrtes came in sight. The
t hought had al ready come to himthat perhaps even this
was a conplicated trap and that soon he, too, mght be
dead.

And that was why he rode back to Castle Brass, to

take his leave of his wife, to kiss his children and to
wite a letter which should be opened if he did not
return.

BOOK TWO
OLD ENEM ES

CHAPTER ONE
A SPEAKI NG PYRAM D
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Hawkroon' s heart was heavy as he rode away from

Castle Brass for the third time. The pleasure he felt at
seeing his old friends again was m xed with the painfu
know edge that, in one sense, they were ghosts. He had
seen them dead, all of them Al so these nmen were
strangers. \Wereas he recall ed conversations, adventures
and events they had shared, they knew nothing of these
things; they did not know each other, even. Hangi ng

over everything was the know edge that they would die,
in their own futures, and that his being reunited with
them mght last only a few nore hours, whereupon they

m ght be snatched away agai n by whonmever or what -

ever was nmani pul ating them It was even possibl e that
when he returned to the ruin on the hill they would al -
ready be gone.

That was why he had told Yisselda as little of the
night's occurrences as possible, nerely letting her know
that he nust go away, to seek the source of whatever

it was that threatened him The rest he had put in the
letter so that, if he did not return, she would learn all
of the truth that he knew at this stage. He had not nen-
ti oned Bowgentle, D Averc and O adahn and had made

it plain to her that he considered Count Brass an im
postor. He did not want her to share the burden which
now | ay upon his shoul ders.

There were still several hours to go before dawn when
he at | ast reached the hill and saw that four nen and
four horses waited for himthere. He reached the ruin
and di smounted. The four cane towards himout of the
shadows and for an instant he believed that he was
really in a netherworld, in the conpany of the dead,
but he disnissed this norbid thought and said, instead:

' Count Brass, sonething puzzles mne.

The Count all clad in brass inclined his brazen head.
"And what is that?

"When we parted—at our first neeting—+ told you

that the Dark Enpire was destroyed. You told ne that
it was not. This puzzled me so nuch that | attenpted
to follow you but, instead, stunbled into the marsh.
What did you nean? Do you know nore than you

have told ne?

"I spoke only the sinple truth. The Dark Enpire
grows in strength. It extends its boundari es.

And then sonet hing becane clear to Hawknmoon and
he | aughed. 'In what year was the battle of which you
spoke—n Tarki a?'

"Way, this year. The sixty-seventh Year of the Bull.'

‘No, you are wong,' said Bowgentle. 'This is the
eighty-first Year of the Rat . . .’

"The ninetieth Year of the Frog,' said D Averc.

' The seventy-fifth Year of the Goat,' O adahn con-
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tradi ct ed.

"You are all wong,' said Hawknoon. 'This year—

the year in which we are now as we stand upon this

hill ock—+s the eighty-ninth Year of the Rat. There-
fore, to you all the Dark Enpire still thrives, has not
even begun to show her full strength. But to me, the
Enpire is over—pull ed down prinmarily by we four. Now

do you see why | suspect that we are the objects of Dark
Enpi re vengeance? Either some Dark Enpire sorcerer

has | ooked into the future and seen what we did, or

el se some sorcerer has escaped the doom we brought

to the Beast Lords and is nowtrying to repay us for
the injury we did to them The five of us came together
some six years ago, to serve the Runestaff, of which
you have all doubtless heard, against the Dark Enpire.
W were successful in our mission, but four died to
achi eve that success—you four. Save for the Waith-folk
of Soryandum who take no interest in human affairs,
the only ones capable of manipulating Tinme are the
Dark Empire sorcerers.’

"I have often thought that | should |Iike to know how
| was to die,' said Count Brass, 'but now | am not so
sure.'

"We have only your word, friend Hawknmoon,' said

D Averc. 'There are still nmany nysteries unsol ved—

anong themthe fact that if all this is taking place in our
future, why did we not recall having net you before

when we did neet?' He raised his eyebrows and then

began to cough into his handkerchi ef.

Bowgentl e smled. 'l have already expl ained the

theory concerning this seem ng paradox. Tine does not
necessarily flowin a linear motion. It is our mnds which
perceive it flowing in this way. Pure Time m ght even

have a random nature . '

'Yes, yes,' said O adahn. 'Sonehow, good Sir Bow
gentle, you have a way of confusing nme further with
your expl anations.'

"Then let us just say that Tinme might not be what we
think it to be,' said Count Brass. 'And we've some proof
of that, after all, for we do not need to believe Duke
Dori an—e have certain know edge that we were al
wenched fromdifferent years and stand together now.
Whet her we're in the future or the past, its clear we
are in different tine-periods to those we |eft behind.

And, of course, this does help to support Duke Dorian's
suggestions and to contradict what the pyramd told
us.'

"I support that logic, Count Brass,' Bowgentle agreed.
"Both intellectually and enptionally | aminclined to
throwin nmy lot, for the nonent, with Duke Dorian. |

am not sure what | woul d have done, anyway, had |

pl anned to kill him for it goes against all ny beliefs to
take the |ife of another being.
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"Well, if you two are convinced,' said D Averc yawn-
ing, 'l amprepared to be. | never was a judge of char-
acter. | rarely knew where ny real interests lay. As an

architect my work, grandly ambitious and m nutely

pai d, was al ways done for sone princeling who was
pronptly dethroned. H s successor never seened to
favour nmy work—and | had usually insulted the fellow,
anyway. As a painter | chose patrons who were in-
clined to die before they could begin seriously to sup-
port me. That is why | becanme a freel ance di pl omat —

to learn nmore of the ways of politics before I returned
to ny old professions. As yet | do not feel | have

| earned anything |ike enough . '

"Perhaps that is because you prefer to listen to your
own voice,' said dadahn gently. 'Had not we better
set off to seek the pyram d, gentlenen?' He hefted his
qui ver of arrows on his back and unstrung his bow to

|l oop it over his shoulder. 'After all, we do not know
how much tinme we have left.'

"You are right. Wien dawn cones | might see you al

vani sh,' Hawknmoon said. 'l should |like to know how
the days pass normally for nme, in their proper cycle,
while for you it is eternal night." He returned to his
horse and clinbed into the saddle. He had saddl e-

panni ers now, full of food. And there were two | ances
in a scabbard slung at the back of his saddle. The tal

horned stallion he rode was the best horse in the stables
of Castle Brass. It was called Brand because its eyes
flashed like fire.

The others went to their own horses and nount ed.

Count Brass pointed down the hillock to the south.
"There's a hellish sea yonder—dncrossable | was told.
It is toits shore we nust go and on that shore we shal
see the oracle.'

"The sea is only the sea into which flows the Rhone,’
sai d Hawknoon mldly. 'Called by sone the Mddle

Sea.'

Count Brass | aughed. 'A sea | have crossed a hun-
dred times. | hope you are right, friend Hawknoon—
and | suspect that you are. Oh, | look forward to

mat chi ng swords with the ones who decei ve us!’

‘Let us hope that they give us the opportunity,' drily
said D Averc. 'For |'ve a feeling—and, of course, |I'm
not the judge of nen that you are, Count Brass—that

we shall have little opportunity for swordplay when
dealing with our foes. Their weapons are likely to be a
little nore sophisticated.'

Hawknoon i ndicated the tall |ances protruding from
the rear of his saddle. '|I have two flane-lances here, for
| anticipated the sanme situation.

"Well, flame-1ances are better than nothing,' agreed
D Averc, but he still |ooked sceptical
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"I have never much favoured sorcerous weapons,' said

A adahn with a suspicious glance at the |ances. 'They
are inclined to bring stronger forces against those who
wield them"

"You are superstitious, O adahn. Flane-|lances are not
the products of supernatural sorcery, but of the science
whi ch flourished before the conming of the Tragic MII en-
nium' Bowgentl e spoke kindly.

"Aye,' said O adahn. 'l think that proves mny point,
Mast er Bowgentle.'

Soon the dark sea could be seen glinting ahead.

Hawkrmoon felt his stomach nuscles tighten as he
anticipated the encounter with the nysterious pyramd
which had tried to get his friends to kill him

But the shore, when they reached it, was enpty save

for a few clunps of seaweed, sone tufts of grass grow
ing on sandhills, the surf which | apped the beach. Count
Brass took themto where he had erected an awni ng of

his cl oak behind a sandhill. Here was his food and sone
of the equipnment he had | eft behind when he set out to
meet Hawknoon. On the way the four had told Hawk-

moon how they had cone to neet, each, at first, ms-
taki ng anot her for Hawknmoon and chal | engi ng hi m

"This is where it appears, when it appears,' Count

Brass said. 'l suggest you hide in yonder patch of reeds,
Duke Dorian. Then I'Ill tell the pyram d that we have
killed you and we'll see what happens.

"Very well.' Hawknoon unshi pped the flame-I|ances

and led his horse into the cover of the tall reeds. From
a di stance he saw the four nen talking for a while and
then he heard Count Brass's great voice calling out:

"Oracle! Where are you? You nay rel ease nme now.
The deed is done! Hawknopon is dead.

Hawkrmoon wondered if the pyram d, or those who
mani pul ated it, had any nmeans of testing the truth of
Count Brass's words. Did they peer into the whole of
this world or nerely a part of it. Did they have human
spi es working for thenf

"Oracle!' called Count Brass again. 'Hawknoon is
dead by ny hand!'’

It seenmed to Hawkmoon then that they had entirely
failed to deceive the so-called oracle. The mstral con-

tinued to how across the |agoons and the nmarshes. The
sea whi pped at the shore. Grass and reeds waved. Dawn
was fast approaching. Soon the first grey |light would
begin to appear and then his friends m ght vanish alto-
get her.

"Oracle! Where are you?'
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Sonething flickered, but it was probably only a
wi nd- borne firefly. Then it flickered again, in the same
place, in the air just above Count Brass's head.

Hawkroon slipped a flame-lance into his hand and
felt for the stud which, when pressed, would di scharge
ruby fire

"Oracl el

An outline appeared, white and tenuous. This was

the source of the flickering light. It was the outline of
a pyramd. And within the pyranmid was a fainter
shadow whi ch was gradual |y obscured as the outline

began to fill in.

And then a dianond-I1ike pyram d about the hei ght of
a man was hovering above Count Brass's head and to
his right.

Hawknoon strai ned both ears and eyes as the pyra-
m d began to speak.

"You have done well, Count Brass. For this we will
send you and your conpani ons back to the world of the
living. Where i s Hawknoon's corpse.

Hawkrmoon was astoni shed. He had recogni sed the
voice fromthe pyramid but he could hardly believe it.

' Corpse?' Count Brass was nonpl ussed. 'You did not
speak of his corpse? Wiy should you? You work in ny
interest, not | in yours. That is what you told ne.'

"But the corpse . The voice was al nost pettish

now.
"Here is the corpse, Kalan of Vitall!' And Hawknoon

rose fromthe reeds and strode towards the pyram d.

' Show yourself to me, coward. So you did not kill your-
self, after all. Well, let ne help you now. . .' And, in

his anger, he pressed the stud of the flanme-lance and the
red fire leapt out fromthe ruby tip and spl ashed agai nst
the pulsing pyramid so that it how ed and then it whined

and then it whinpered and becane transparent so that

the cringing creature within could be seen by all of

the five who watched

' Kal an!'" Hawknoon recogni sed the Dark Enpire sci-

entist. 'l guessed it nust be you. None saw you die. A

t hought that the pool of matter left on the floor of your
| aboratory nmust be your remmins. But you deceived us!

"It is too hot!' screamed Kalan. 'This nmachine is a
delicate thing. You'll destroy it.'

"Should | care?

' Aye—the consequences . . . They would be ter-
rible.’

But Hawknoon continued to play the ruby fire over
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the pyramid and Kal an continued to cringe and to
scream

"How di d you make these poor fellows think it was a
net herworl d they inhabited. How did you rmake it per-
petual night for then?

Kal an wail ed: 'How do you think? | nmerely nade a
split-second of their days so that they did not even notice
the sun's passing. | speeded up their days and | sl owed
down their nights.'

"And how did you neke the barrier which meant
they could not reach Castle Brass or the town?

"Just as easy. Ah! Ah! Every time they reached the
walls of the city, | shifted them back a few m nutes so
that they m ght never quite reach the walls. These were
crude skills—but | warn you, Hawkmoon, the machi ne

is not crude—+t is hyperdelicate. It could go out of
control and destroy us all.'

"As long as | could be sure of your destruction, Kalan,
I would not care!'’

"You are cruel, Hawknpon!

And Hawknoon | aughed at the note of accusation

in Kalan's voi ce. Kal an—-who had inplanted the Bl ack
Jewel in his skull—ho had hel ped Taragorm destr oy

the crystal machine which had protected Castle Brass—
who had been the greatest and nost evil of the geniuses
who had supplied the Dark Enpire with its scientific
power —accusi hg Hawknmoon of cruelty.

And the ruby fire continued to play over the pyranmid.

"You are wecking ny controls!' Kalan screanmed. 'If

I leave now | shan't be able to return until | have nade
repairs. | will not be able to rel ease these friends of
yours . '

"I think we can do wi thout your help, little man!'

Count Brass | aughed. 'Though | thank you for your
concern. You sought to deceive us and now you are
payi ng the price.'

"I spoke truth—Hawknmoon will |ead you to your

deat hs.'

' Aye—but they'll be noble deaths and not the fault

of Hawkmoon.'

Kal an's face tw sted. He was sweating as the pyramd
grew hotter and hotter. 'Very well. | retreat. But ||
take ny vengeance on all four of you yet—alive or
dead, I'Il still reach you all. Now | return . . .'

"To Londra?" Hawknoon cried. 'Are you hidden in
Londra?'

Kal an | aughed wildly. 'Londra? Aye—but no Londra
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that you know. Farewell, horrid Hawknoon.'
And the pyranmid faded and then vani shed and | eft

the five standing on the shore in silence, for there
seened nothing to say at that stage.

Alittle while |ater Hawknoon pointed to the horizon
'Look,' he said.

The sun was beginning to rise.

CHAPTER TWO

THE RETURN CF THE PYRAM D

For a while, as they breakfasted on the unpal atabl e food
Kalan of Vitall had left for Count Brass and the others,
they debated what they nust do.

It had become obvious that the four were stranded,
for the present, in Hawknoon's tinme-period. How | ong
they could remain there none knew.

"l spoke of Soryandum and the Waith-fol k," Hawk-

moon told his friends. "It is our only hope of getting
hel p, for the Runestaff is unlikely to give us aid, even
if we could find it to ask for such aid.'" He had told them
much of the events which were to occur in their futures
and had taken place in his past.

'Then we shoul d nmake haste,' said Count Brass, 'lest
Kal an returns—as return, |'msure, he will. How shall
we reach Soryandun®’

"I do not know,' Hawknoon said honestly. "They

shifted their city out of our dinensions when the Dark
Enpire threatened them | can only hope that they have
moved it back to its old |ocation now that the threat
had passed.'

"And where is Soryandum-er where was it?' Od a-
dahn asked.

"In the Syrani an Desert.'

Count Brass raised his red eyebrows. 'A w de desert,
friend Hawknoon. A vast desert. And harsh.

"Aye. Al of those things. That is why so few travellers
ever came upon Soryandum''

"And you expect us to cross such a desert in search
of a city which might be there?" D Averc smiled sourly.

"Aye. It is our only hope, Sir Huillam'

D Averc shrugged and turned away. 'Perhaps the dry
air would be good for ny chest.’

"So we nust cross the Mddle Sea, then?' said Bow
gentle. 'W need a boat.'
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"There is a port not far fromhere,' said Hawknoon.

" There we should find a boat to take us on the |ong
journey to the coasts of Syrania—to the port of
Hornus, if possible. After that we journey inland, on
canels if we can hire them beyond the Euphrates.

"A journey of many weeks,' said Bowgentle thought-
fully. "Is there no quicker route?

"This is the quickest. Onithopters would fly faster,

but they are notoriously capricious and have not the
range we need. The riding flam ngoes of the Kamarg

woul d have offered us an alternative but, | fear, | do
not want to draw attention to us in the Kamarg—it

woul d cause too nuch confusion and pain to those we

all love—er will love. Therefore we nust go in dis-
gui se to Marshais, the largest port hereabouts, and take
passage as ordinary travelers aboard the first avail able
ship.'

'l see that you have considered this carefully.' Count
Brass rose and began to pack his gear into his saddle-
bags. 'We'll follow your plan, ny lord of Koln, and
hope that we are not traced by Kal an before we reach
Soryandum '

Two days | ater they cane, cloaked and cautious, into
the bustling city of Marshais, perhaps the greatest sea-
port on this coast. In the harbour were over a hundred

shi ps—far-going, tall-nmasted trading vessels, used to
plying all kinds of seas in all kinds of weather. And
the men, too, were fit to sail in such shi ps—bronzed by
wi nd, sun and sea, tough, hard-eyed, harsh-voiced sea-
men for the nost part, who kept their own counsel

Many were stripped to the waist, wearing only divided
kilts of silk or cotton, dyed in dozens of different shades,
with anklets and wistlets often of precious netal stud-
ded with gemstones. And around their necks and

heads were tied | ong scarves, as brightly coloured as
their britches. Many wore weapons at their belts—
knives and cutl asses for the npbst part. And nobst of
these nmen were worth only what they wore—but what

they wore, in the way of bracelets and earrings and the
like, was worth a small fortune and m ght be ganbl ed
away in a few hours ashore in any of the scores of
taverns, inns, gam ng houses and whorehouses which
lined all the streets |eading down to the quays of

Mar shal s.

Into all this noise and bustle and col our cane the five
weary men, their hoods about their faces, for they
want ed none to recogni se them And Hawknoon knew,

best of all, that they would be recogni sed—five heroes
whose portraits hung on many an inn-sign, whose statues
filled many a square, whose nanmes were used for the
swearing of oaths and for the telling of yarns which
coul d never be as incredible as the truth. There was
only one danger that Hawknoon coul d see—that in

their unwillingness to show their faces they night be
nm st aken for Dark Enpire nmen, unrepentant and stil
desiring to hide their heads in masks. They found an
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inn, quieter than nost, in the backstreets and asked for
a large roomin which they mght all stay for a night
whi |l e one of themwent down to the quayside to en-

qui re about a ship.

It was Hawknmoon, who had been growi ng a beard as

they travelled, who elected to nmake the necessary en-
quiries and soon after they had eaten he left for the
waterfront and returned quite quickly with good news.
There was a trader |eaving by the first tide of the norn-
ing. He was willing to take passengers and charged a
reasonabl e fee. He was not going to Hornus but to Beh-
ruk a little further up the coast. This was al nbst as
good and Hawknoon had deci ded on the spot to book
passages for themall aboard his ship. They all |ay

down to sleep as soon as this was settled, but none slept
well, for there was ever the thought to plague them

that the pyramid with Kalan in it would return.

Hawkroon real i sed of what the pyram d had re-

m nded him It was something |like the Throne-d obe

of the King-Enmperor Huon—the thing which had sup-
ported the life of that incredibly ancient homuncul us be-
fore he had been slain by Baron Ml iadus. Perhaps the
same science had created both? It was nore than |ikely.
O had Kalan found a cache of old machi nes, such as
were buried in many places upon the planet, and used
then? And where was Kal an of Vitall hiding? Not in
Londra but in sone other Londra? Is that what he
meant ?

Hawkrmoon sl ept poorest of all that night as these

t houghts and a thousand others sped through his head.
And his sword | ay, unscabbarded, in his hand when he
did sleep.

On a clear autunm day they set sail in a tall, fast ship
call The Romani an Queen (Her home port was on the

Bl ack Sea) whose sails and decks gl eamed white and

cl ean and who seened to speed without effort over the
wat er .

The sailing was good for the first two days, but on the
third day the wi nd dropped and they were becal ned.

The captain was reluctant to unship his vessel's oars,
for he had a small crew and did not want to overwork
them so he decided to risk a day's wait and hope that
the wi nd woul d come up. The coast of Kyprus, an is-

| and ki ngdom whi ch, |ike so nmany, had once been a
vassal state of the Dark Enpire, could just be seen off
to the east and it was frustrating for the five friends to
have to peer through the narrow porthole of their cabin
and see it. Al five had remai ned bel ow decks for the
whol e voyage. Hawkrmoon had expl ai ned this strange
behavi our by saying that they were nmenbers of a re-
ligious cult making a pilgrinmge and according to their
vows, nust spend their whole waking time in prayer.

The captain, a decent sailor who wanted only a fair
price for the passage and no trouble from his passen-
gers, accepted this explanation w thout question.

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20Moo...les%200f%20Castle%20Brass_1_- Count%20Brass.txt (45 of 94) [6/4/03 10:51:16 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/Michael %20M oorcock - The%20Chronicles%200f%20Cast|e%20Brass_1 - Count%20Brass.txt

It was about noon on the next day, when a wi nd had
still not materialised, that Hawknoon and the others
heard a commoti on above their heads—shouts and oaths
and a runni ng of booted and bare feet to and fro.

"What can it be?' Hawknmoon said. 'Pirates? W have
met with pirates before in near-by waters, have we not
a adahn?

But O adahn nerely | ooked astonished. 'Eh? This is
my first sea voyage, Duke Dori an!

And Hawknoon, not for the first tinme, renenbered

that O adahn was still to experience the adventure of
the Mad God's ship, and he apol ogised to the little
nmount ai N man.

The commoti on grew | ouder and nore confused. Star-
ing through the porthole, they could see no sign of an
attacking ship and there were no sounds of battle.

Per haps sone seanobnster, sone creature |left over from
the Tragic MIlennium had risen fromthe waters out-
side their field of vision?

Hawknoon rose and put on his cloak, draw ng the
cowl over his head. '"I'll investigate,' he said

He opened the door of the cabin and clinbed the

short stairway to the deck. And there, near the stern,
was the object of the crews terror, and fromit came
the voice of Kalan of Vitall exhorting the nmen to fal
upon their passengers and slay themimediately or the
whol e ship would go down.

The pyramid was glowing a brilliant, blinding white
and stood out sharply against the blue of the sky and the
sea.

At once Hawknpon dashed back into the cabin and
pi cked up a flane-|ance.

"The pyram d has conme back!' he told them 'Wit
here while | deal with it.'

He clinbed the conpani onway and rushed across

the deck towards the pyramid, his passage encunbered
by the frightened crewren who were backi ng away
rapidly.

Again a beam of red light darted fromthe ruby tip of
the flanme-1ance and spl ashed agai nst the white of the
pyramid, like blood nmingling with mlk. But this tine
there was no screanms fromw thin the pyramd, only

| aught er .

"l have taken precautions, Dorian Hawknoon, agai nst
your crude weapons. | have strengthened ny machi ne.

'Let us see to what degree,' Hawknoon said grimy
He had guessed that Kal an was nervous of using his
machi ne's power to mani pulate tinme, that perhaps
Kal an was unsure of the results he woul d achieve.
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And now O adahn of the Bul gar Mountai ns was be-

side him a sword in his furry hand, a scowW on his
face.

' Begone, false oracle!' shouted O adahn. 'W do not
fear you now. '

"You shoul d have cause to fear ne,' said Kalan, his
face now just visible through the sem -transparent ma-
terial of the pyram d. He was sweating. Plainly the
flane-1 ance was having at |east sone effect. 'For | have
the means of controlling all events in this world—and

in others!'

' Then control them' Hawknoon chal | enged, and he
turned the beamof his flane-lance to full strength.

" Aaah! Fool s—destroy my machi ne and you di srupt

the fabric of tine itself. Al will be throwm into flux—
chaos will rage throughout the universe. Al intelligence
shal | die!’

And then O adahn was running at the pyramd, his

sword whirling, trying to cut through the peculiar sub-
stance which protected Kalan fromthe powers of the

fl ame-1 ance.

'Get back, A adahn!' Hawknpon cried. 'You can do
nothing with a sword!'’

But O adahn hacked twice at the pyram d and he

stabbed through it, it seenmed, and al nost ran Kal an of
Vitall through before the sorcerer turned and saw him
and adjusted a small pyramd he held in his hand, grin-
ning at A adahn with horrible malice.

' d adahn! Beware!' Hawknoon yell ed, sensing sone
new danger .

Agai n A adahn drew back his arm for anot her bl ow
at Kal an.

d adahn screaned.

He | ooked about himin bew | dernent as if he saw
somet hing ot her than the pyram d and the deck of the
ship. 'The bear!' he wailed. 'It has ne!’

And then, with a chilling shout, he vani shed.

Hawkroon dropped the flame-1ance and ran forward,
but he had only a glinpse of Kalan's chuckling features
before the pyranid, too, had di sappear ed.

There was not hing of O adahn to be seen. And Hawk-
moon knew that, initially at least, the little man had
been thrown back to the nonent he had first left his
own tinme. But would he be allowed to renmain there?

Hawknmoon woul d not have cared so much—for he
knew t hat d adahn had survived the fight with the bear
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—+f he had not becone suddenly aware of the great
power whi ch Kal an wi el ded.

In spite of himself, Hawknmoon shuddered. He turned
and saw that both captain and crew were offering him
st range suspi ci ous | ooks.

Wt hout speaking to them he went straight back to
hi s cabi n.

Now it had beconme nore urgent than ever that they
shoul d find Soryandum and the Waith-folKk.

CHAPTER THREE
THE JOURNEY TO SORYANDUM

Soon after the incident on deck the wind sprang up with
great force so that it seenmed that a stormmght be in

the offing and the captain ordered all sails on so that he
could run before the stormand get into Behruk with al
possi bl e speed.

Hawkrmoon suspected that the captain's haste had

more to do with his wish to unload his passengers than

his cargo, but he synpathised with the nman. Anot her
captain, after such an incident, mght have been justified
in throwi ng the renmining four overboard.

Hawkroon's hatred for Kalan of Vitall grew nore in-
tense. This was the second tine that he had been robbed
of his friend by a Dark Enpire lord and, if anything,
he felt this second | oss nore painfully than he did the
first, for all that he had been, in some ways, nore
prepared for it. He becane determ ned, no matter what
befell, to seek out Kalan and destroy him

Di senbar ki ng on the white quaysi de of Behruk, the

four took fewer precautions to hide their identities here.
Their | egends were famliar to the folk who dwelt al ong
the Arabian Sea but their descriptions were not so well -
known. None the less they lost no tine in going speedily
to the market-place and there purchasing four sturdy
canels for their expedition into the hinterl and.

Four days riding saw themused to the |oll oping

beasts and nost of their aches gone. Four days riding
al so saw them on the edge of the Syranian desert, fol-
| owi ng the Euphrates as it wound through great sand-
dunes, whil e Hawknoon | ooked often at the map and

wi shed that O adahn, the O adahn who had fought at his
si de against D Averc in Soryandum when they were stil
enem es, was here to help himrecall their route.

The huge, hot sun had turned Count Brass's arnour

into glaring gold. He dazzled the eyes of his conpanions
al nrost as nuch as the pyramd of Kalan of Vitall had
dazzl ed them And Dorian Hawkrmoon's steel arnour

shone, in contrast, like silver. Bowgentle and Huill am
D Averc, who wore no armour at all, nade one or two
aci d commrents about this effect, though he stopped

when it becane evident that the armoured nen were
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suf fering considerably nmore disconfort in the heat and,
whil e waterhol es and the river were close, took to pour-
i ng whole helnmets-full of water through the necks of
their breastpl ates.

The fifth day's riding saw t hem passed beyond the

river and into the desert proper. Dull yell ow sand
stretched in all directions. It rippled sonmetines, when a
faint breeze blew across the desert, rem nding them
intolerably, of the water they had | eft behind.

The sixth day's riding saw them | eaning wearily over

the pommel s of their high saddles, their eyes gl azed and
their lips cracked as they preserved their water, not
knowi ng when next they mght find a waterhole.

The seventh day's riding saw Bowgentle fall fromhis
saddl e and |ie spreadeagl ed upon the sand and it took
half their remaining water to revive him After he had
fallen they sought the scant shade of a dune and re-
mai ned there through the night until the next norning
when Hawknoon dragged hinself to his feet and said

he woul d conti nue al one.

"Alone? Wiy is that?" Count Brass got up, the straps
of his brass armour were creaking. 'For what reason,
Duke of Kol n?

"I will scout while you rest. | could swear that Soryan-
dumwas near here. | will circle about until | find it—
or find the site on which it stood. Watever else, there
is bound to be a source of water there.'

"l can see sense in that,' Count Brass agreed. 'And if
you grow weary, then one of us can relieve you, and so
on. Are you certain that we are close to Soryandun®’

‘I am | shall look for the hills which mark the end

of the desert. They should be near. If only these dunes
were not so high, | amsure we should see the hills by
now. '

"Very well,' said Count Brass. 'We shall wait.'

And Hawknoon goaded his canel to its feet and
rode away fromwhere his friends still sat.

But it was not until the afternoon that he clinbed the
twentieth dune of the day and saw at | ast the green foot-
hills of the nmountains at the foot of which had lain

Sor yandum

But he could not see the ruined city of the Waith-
folk. He had marked his way carefully on his nap and
now he retraced his journey.

He was al nost back at the spot where he had left his
friends when he saw the pyrami d again. Foolishly he

had decided to | eave his encunbering flanme-|ances be-
hi nd and he was not sure if any of the others knew how
to work the lances, or whether they would care to, after
what had happened to O adahn
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He di smounted fromthe canel and proceeded as
cautiously as he could, using the little cover avail able
to him Automatically he had drawn his sword

Now words reached himfromthe pyram d. Kal an of

Vitall was once again trying to convince his three
friends that they should kill hi mwhen he returned.

‘"He is your eneny. VWatever else | mght have told

you, | spoke truth when | said that he will lead you to
your deaths. You know Huillam D Averc that you are a
friend of G anbretan—Hawknmoon will turn you agai nst

the Dark Enpire. And you, Bowgentle, you hate vio-

| ence—Hawkmoon wi Il make you a man of viol ence.

And you, Count Brass, who has always been neutra

where the affairs of G anbretan are concerned, he wll
set you upon a course which will make you fight agai nst
that very force which now you regard as a unifying fac-
tor in the future of Europe. And, as well as being de-
ceived into acting against your better interests, you wll
be slain. Kill Hawkrmoon now and . . .'

"Kill me, then!' Hawkmoon stood up, inpatient with
Kal an's cunning. '"Kill ne yourself, Kalan. Wy can't
you?'

The pyram d continued to hover over the heads of the
three nen as Hawknoon | ooked down upon it from
t he dune.

"And why woul d Kkilling ne now make all that has
gone before different, Kalan? Your logic is either very
bad, or else you have not told us all that you should!"

" You grow boring, besides,' said Huillam D Averc.

He drew his slimsword fromits scabbard. 'And | am

very thirsty and tired, Baron Kalan. | think I will try

my luck against you, for there's precious little else to do
in this desert!’

And suddenly he had | eaped forward, stabbing and
stabbing again with his foil, the steel passing into the
white material of the pyramd

Kal an screanmed as if wounded. 'Look to your own
interest, D Averc—t lies with ne!’

D Averc | aughed and passed his sword again into the

pyram d.
And again Kal an shouted. 'l warn you, D Averc—
if you nake ne, | shall rid this world of youl!

"This world has nothing to offer. And it does not want
me haunting it, either. | think I'll find your heart,
Baron Kalan, if | continue to search.'

He st abbed once nore.
Kal an shout ed once nore.

Hawkroon cried: 'D Averc, be careful!' He began to
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run and slide down the dune, trying to reach the flame-
| ance. But D Averc had vani shed, silently, before he
had got hal fway to the weapon.

"D Averc!' Hawknoon's voice had a baying quality,
a mournful quality. 'D Averc!'

'Be silent, Hawkmoon,' said Kalan's voice fromthe
glowi ng pyramd. 'Listen to me, you others. Kill him
now—er D Averc's fate shall be yours.'

"I't does not seema particularly terrible fate.' Count
Brass smi |l ed.

Hawkroon pi cked up the flane-lance. Kal an coul d
obvi ously see through the pyranid for he screaned.
"Ch, you are crude, Hawknmoon. But you shall die yet.'

And the pyram d faded and was gone.

Count Brass | ooked about him a sardonic expres-

sion on his bronzed face. 'Should we find Soryandum

he said, '"it could come to pass that there' |l be nothing
of us to find in Soryandum Qur ranks are reducing
swiftly, friend Hawknoon.'

Hawkrmoon gave a deep sigh. 'To | ose good friends

twice over is hard to bear. You cannot understand that.
A adahn and D Averc were strangers to you as was |

a stranger to them But they were old, dear friends to
me. '

Bowgentl e put a hand on Hawknoon's shoul der. '

can understand,' he said. 'This business is harder on you
than it is on us, Duke Dorian. For all that we are be-

wi | dered—tugged fromour tines, given onens of death

on all sides, discovering peculiar nmachi nes which order
us to kill strangers—you are sad. And grief could be

call ed the nost weakening of all the enptions. It robs
you of will when you nost need your will.'

" Aye,' Hawknoon sighed again. He flung down the

flane-lance. 'Well,' he said, 'l have found Soryandum—
or, at least, the hills in which Soryandumlies. W can
get there by nightfall, |I'd guess.'

"Then let us hurry on to Soryandum' sai d Count

Brass. He brushed sand fromhis face and his npustache.
"Wth luck we shall not see Baron Kal an and his

damed pyram d for a few days yet. And by that time

we m ght have gone a stage or two further towards sol v-
ing this nystery.' He slapped Hawknmoon on the back

' Come, |ad. Mount up. You never know—perhaps this

will all end well. Perhaps you'll see your other friends
again.'

Hawkrmoon smled bitterly. 'l have the feeling I'll be
lucky if | ever see ny wife and children again, Count
Brass.'

CHAPTER FOUR

A FURTHER ENCOUNTER W TH ANOTHER
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OLD ENEMY

But there was no Soryandumin the green foothills bor-
dering the Syranian desert. They found water. They

found the outline which narked the area of the city, but
the city had gone. Hawknoon had seen it go, when
threatened by the Dark Enpire. Plainly the people of
Soryandum had been wi se, judging that the threat was

not yet over. Wser, Hawknoon thought sardonically,

than he. So, after all, their journey had been for nothing.
There was only one other faint hope—that the cave of
machi nes from whi ch, years before, he had taken the
crystal machines, was still intact. Mserably he led his
two conpanions deep into the hills until Soryandum was
several miles behind them

‘"It seens that | have | ed you on a usel ess quest, ny
friends,' Hawknoon told Bowgentle and Count Brass.
" And, noreover, offered you a fal se hope.

"Perhaps not,' said Bowgentle thoughtfully. "It could
be that the nmachines remain intact and that |, who have
some slight experience of such things, mght be able to
see a use for them'

Count Brass was ahead of the other two, striding in
his arnmour of brass, up the steep hill to stand on the
brow and peer into the valley bel ow.

"Is this your cave?' he call ed.
Hawkrmoon and Bowgentle joined him 'Aye-that's

the cliff,' said Hawknobon. A cliff which | ooked as if a

gi ant sword had sheared a hill in twd. And there, sone
di stance to the south, he sawthe cairn of granite,
made fromthe stone sliced fromthe hill to make the

cave in which the weapons were stored. And there was
the cave opening, a narrow slit inthe cliff face. It

| ooked undi sturbed. Hawknoon's spirits began to rise a
little.

He went faster down the hill. 'Cone, then,' he call ed,
‘let's hope the treasures are intact!’

But there was sonething that Hawknoon had for-

gotten in his confusion of thoughts and enotions. He
had forgotten that the ancient technol ogy of the Waith-
fol k had had a guardi an. A guardian that he and O a-
dahn had fought once before and had failed to destroy.

A guardian that D Averc had only just managed to es-
cape from A guardian that could not be reasoned wth.
And Hawknoon wi shed that they had not left their

camel s resting at the site of Soryandum for all he

wi shed for now was a chance to flee swiftly.

"What is that sound?' asked Count Brass as a pe-
culiar, rmuted wailing cane fromthe crack in the cliff.
"Do you recognise it, Hawknoon?

"Aye,' said Hawknoon miserably. '|I recognise it. It is
the cry of the machine-beast—the nechanical creature
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whi ch guards the caves. | had assuned it destroyed but
nowit will destroy us, | fear.'

"We have swords,' said Count Brass.
Hawkrmoon | aughed wildly. 'W have swords, aye!'’

"And there are three of us,' Bowgentle pointed out.
"Al'l cunning nen.'

" Aye.'
The wailing increased as the beast scented them

"W have only one advantage, however,' said Hawk-
nmoon softly. 'The beast is blind. Qur only chance is to

scatter and run, naking for Soryandum and our canels.
There ny flame-1ance mght prove effective for a short
while.'

"Run?' Count Brass | ooked disgruntled. He drew his
great sword and stroked his red noustache. '| have
never fought a nechani cal beast before. | do not care
to run, Hawknoon.'

" Then di e—perhaps for the third tine!' Hawknoon

shouted in frustration. 'Listen to ne Count Brass—you
know | am not a coward—f we are to survive, we

must get back to our canels before the beast catches us.
Look!"'

And the blind machi ne-beast energed fromthe open-
ing inthe cliff, its huge head casting about for the
source of the sounds and the scents it hated.

"Nion!" hissed Count Brass. 'It is a |large beast.

It was at least twice the size of Count Brass. Down
the length of its back was a row of razar-sharp horns.
Its netal scales were nulticol oured and hal f-blinded
themas it began to hop towards them It had short hind-
| egs and long fore-legs which ended in netal talons.
Roughly of the proportions of a large gorilla, it had
multi-faceted eyes which had been broken in a previous
fight with Hawknmoon and d adahn. As it noved, it
clashed. Its voice was nmetallic and nmade their teeth
ache. Its snell, comng to themeven fromthat dis-
tance, was also netallic.

Hawkrmoon tugged at Count Brass's arm 'Please,
Count Brass, | beg you. This is not the right ground on
whi ch to choose to nmake a stand.

This |l ogic appealed to Count Brass. 'Aye,' he said, '
can see that. Very well, we'll make for the flat ground
again. WII it follow us?

"Ch, of that you can be certain!
And then, in three slightly different directions, the

compani ons began to ran back towards the site of
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Soryandum as fast as they could before the beast de-
cided which of themit would follow.

Their canels could snell the nmachi ne-beast, that was
evi dent as they came panting back to where they had
tethered their animls. The camels were tuggi ng at
the ropes which had been pegged to the ground. Their
ugly heads reared, their nouths and nostrils twi sted,
their eyes rolled and their hooves thunped nervously
at the barren ground.

Again the wailing shriek of the nachi ne-beast echoed
through the hills behind them

Hawkmoon handed a fl ane-1ance to Count Brass, '
doubt if these will have much effect, but we nmust try
them'

Count Brass grunbled. 'I'd have preferred a hand to hand engagement with the thing.

"That could still happen,' Hawknoon told himw th
gri m hunour.

Hoppi ng, waddling, running on all fours, the nighty
met al beast energed over the nearest hill, pausing as,
again, it sought their scent—perhaps it even heard the
sound of their heartbeats.

Bowgent | e. positioned himnmself behind his friends, for

he had no flane-lance. '|I am beginning to becone tired

of dying,' he said with a smle. '"Is that the fate of the
dead, then? To die again and again through uncount -

abl e incarnations? It is not an appealing concepti on.

"Now! ' Hawknoon said, and pressed the stud of his
flane-1ance. At the sane tine Count Brass activated his
| ance.

Ruby fire struck the nechani cal beast and it snorted.
Its scales glowed and in places becane white hot, but
the heat did not seemto have any effect upon the beast
at all. It did not notice the flame-1ances. Shaking his

head, Hawknoon swi tched off his | ance and Count
Brass did the same. It would be stupid to use up the
| ances' power.

"There is only one way to deal with such a nonster,"
said Count Brass.

"And what is that?'

"It would have to be lured into a pit..

"But we do not have a pit,' Bowgentle pointed out,
nervously eyeing the creature as it began to hop nearer

'O acliff,'" said Count Brass. 'If it could be tricked
to fall over a cliff '

"There is no cliff near by,' Bowgentle said patiently.

'Then we shall perish, | suppose,' said Count Brass

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20Moo...les%200f%20Castle%20Brass_1_- Count%20Brass.txt (54 of 94) [6/4/03 10:51:16 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/Michael %20M oorcock - The%20Chronicles%200f%20Cast|e%20Brass_1 - Count%20Brass.txt

with a shrug of his brazen shoul ders. And then, before
they coul d guess at what he planned, he had drawn his
great broadsword and with a wild battle-yell was rush-
i ng upon the machi ne-beast—seeningly a nan of netal
attacking a nonster of netal.

The nonster roared. It stopped and it reared upon
its hindquarters, its taloned paws sl ashing here and
there at random meking the very air whistle.

Count Brass ducked beneath the claws and ained a

blow at the thing's mdriff. H's sword clanged on its
scal es and cl anged again. Then Count Brass had junped
back, out of the reach of those slashing talons, bringing
his sword down upon the great wist as it passed him

Hawknoon j oi ned hi m now, battering at one of the
creature's legs with his own sword. And Bowgentle, able
to forget his dislike of killing where this mechanica
thing was concerned, tried to drive his blade up into

t he machi ne-beast's face, only to have the netal jaws
close on the sword and snap it off cleanly.

' Get back, Bowgentle,' Hawkmoon said. 'You can do
not hi ng now.'

And the beast's head turned at the sound and the

tal ons sl ashed again so that, in avoiding them Hawk-
nmoon stunbl ed and fell.

In again came Count Brass, roaring alnmost as |oudly

as his adversary. Again the blade clanged on the scal es.
And again the beast turned to seek the source of this
new irritation.

But all three were tiring. Their journeys across the
desert had weakened them Their run fromthe hills had
tired them further. Hawknmoon knew that it was in-
evitabl e that they should perish here in the desert and
that none shoul d know the manner of their passing.

He saw Count Brass shout as he was flung back-

wards several feet by a sideswi pe of the beast's paw. The
Count, encunbered by his heavy arnour, fell help-

| essly upon the barren ground, w nded and, for the
nmoment, unable to rise.

The netal beast sensed its opponent's weakness and
| unbered forward to crush Count Brass beneath its huge
feet.

Hawkrmoon shout ed wordl essly and ran at the thing,
bringing his sword down upon its back. But it did not
pause. Closer and closer it cane to where Count Brass
| ay.

Hawkroon darted around to put hinself between

the creature and his friend. He struck at its whirling
talons, at its torso. His bones ached horribly as his
sword shuddered with every bl ow he struck

And still the beast refused to alter its course, its
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blind eyes staring ahead of it.

Then Hawknoon, too, was flung aside and |ay bruised
and dazed, watching in horror as Count Brass strug-
gled to rise. He saw one of the nonstrous feet rise up
above Count Brass's head, saw Count Brass raise an
armas if it would protect himfrom being crushed.
Sonehow he managed to get to his feet and began to

stunbl e forward, knowi ng that he would be too | ate

to save Count Brass, even if he could get to the machine-
beast in tinme. And as he noved, so did Bowgentl| e—
Bowgent| e who had no weapon save the stunp of a
sword—+ushing at the beast as if he thought he could
turn it aside with his bare hands.

And Hawknmoon thought: '| have brought my friends
to yet another death. It is true what Kalan told them |
amtheir nemesis, it seens.'

CHAPTER FI VE

SOMVE OTHER LONDRA

And then the metal beast hesitated.
It whined al nost plaintively.

Count Brass was not one to miss such an opportu-

nity. Swiftly he rolled fromunder the great foot. He

still did not have the strength to rise to his feet, but he
began to crawl away, his sword still in his hand

Bot h Bowgentl e and Hawknoon paused, wonderi ng
what had caused the beast to stop

The machi ne-creature cringed. Its whine became
pl acatory, fearful. It turned its head on one side as if it
heard a voi ce which none of the others could hear.

Count Brass rose, at last, to his feet and wearily pre-
pared hinself again to fight the nonster

Then, with an enornous crash which nade the earth
shake, the beast fell and the bright colours of its scales
becane dull as if suddenly rusted. It did not nove.

"What ?' Count Brass's deep voice was puzzled. 'Dd
we wll it to death?

Hawkrmoon began to | augh as he noticed the faintest
of outlines begin to appear against the clear, desert sky.
' Soneone mi ght have done,' he said.

Bowgent | e gasped as he, too, noticed the outlines.
"What is it? The ghost of a city?

"Al npst .

Count Brass growl ed. He sniffed and hefted his sword.
"I like this new danger no better.'

"It should not be a danger—to us,' said Hawknoon.
" Soryandumis returning.’
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Slowmy they saw the outlines grow firmer until soon
a whole city lay spread across the desert. An ancient
city. Aruined city.

Count Brass cursed and stroked his red noustache,
his stance still that of one prepared for an attack

' Sheat h your sword, Count Brass,' Hawknoon sai d.
"This is Soryandum that we sought. The Waith-folKk,
those ancient imortals of whom| told you, have cone
to our rescue. This is lovely Soryandum Look.'

And Soryandum was |lovely, for all that she lay in

ruins. Her noss-grown walls, her fountains, her tall

broken towers, her blossons of ochre, orange and pur-

pl e, her cracked, marble pavenents, her col umms of

granite and obsidian—all were beautiful. And there was

an air of tranquillity about the city, even about the birds
whi ch nested in her time-worn houses, the dust which

bl ew t hrough her deserted streets.

"This is Soryandum' said Hawknoon again, al nost
in a whisper.

They stood in a square, beside the dead beast of
met al .

Count Brass was the first to nove, crossing the weed-
grown pavenent and touching a colum. "It is solid
enough,' he grunted. 'How can this be?

"I have ever rejected the nmore sensational clains of
those who believe in the supernatural,' said Bowgentl e.
"But now | begin to wonder '

"This is science that has brought Soryandum here,"
Hawkrmoon said. '"And it is science that took her away.
I know. | supplied the machine the Waith-fol k needed,

for it is inpossible for themto [eave their city now.
These folk were |ike us once, but over the centuries,
according to a process | cannot begin to understand,
they have rid thensel ves of physical form and have be-
cone creatures of mnd alone. They can take physica
shape when they desire it and they have greater strength
than nost nortals. They are a peaceful people—and as
beautiful as this city of theirs.

"You are nost flattering, old friend,' said a voice from

the air.

"Rinal ?* said Hawknoon, recognising the voice. 'Is
that you?'

"It is |. But who are your conpanions? Qur instru-

ments are confused by them It is for this reason that
we were reluctant to reveal either ourselves or our
city, in case they should have deceived you in sone
way into | eading themto Soryandum when they had evi
desi gns agai nst our city.'

'They are good friends,' said Hawknmoon, 'but not of
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this tinme. Is that what confuses your instrunents,

Ri nal ?'

"It could be. Well, | shall trust you Hawknmoon, for |
have reason to. You are a wel cone guest in Soryandum
for it is thanks to you that we still survive.'

"And it is thanks to you that | survive.' Hawknoon
smled. 'Were are you Rinal?

The figure of Rinal, tall, ethereal, appeared suddenly
beside him H s body was naked and without ornanent

and it had a kind of mlky opaque quality. Hs face was
thin and his eyes seened blind—as blind as those of the
machi ne- beast —yet | ooked cl early at Hawknoon.

"Chosts of cities, ghosts of nmen,' said Count Brass
sheathing his sword. '"Still, if you saved our lives from
that thing,' he pointed at the dead machi ne-beast, 'I

must thank you.' He recovered his grace and bowed. ‘I
thank you nost hunbly, Sir Ghost.

"I regret that our beast caused you so much trouble,’
said Rinal of Soryandum 'W created it to protect our
treasures, nmany centuries ago. W woul d have destroyed
it, save that we feared the Dark Enpire folk would re-
turn to take our machines and put themto evil use—and
al so, we could do nothing until it came into the environs
of our city, for, as you know, Dorian Hawknmoon, we
have no power beyond Soryandum now. Qur exi stence

is completely linked with the existence of the city. It
was an easy matter to tell the beast to die, however,
once it was here.'

"It was as well for us, Duke Dorian, that you advised
us to flee back here,' said Bowgentle feelingly. 'Qher-
wi se we should all three be dead by now.'

"Where is your other friend,' said Rinal. 'The one who
came with you first to Soryandum'

A adahn is twi ce-dead,' said Hawknobon in a | ow
voi ce.

"Twi ce?'

' Aye—fust as these other friends of nmine cane cl ose
to dying for at |east a second tine.'

"You intrigue me,' said Rinal. 'Cone, we'll find you
sonmet hing with which to sustain yourselves as you ex-
plain all these nysteries to nyself and the few others of
nmy folk who remain.'

Ri nal led the three conpani ons through the broken
streets of Soryandumuntil they came to a three-storied
house which had no entrance at ground |evel. Hawk-

moon had visited the house before. Although super-
ficially no different to the other ruins of Soryandum
this was where the Waith-folk lived when they needed
to take material form
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And now two others energed from above, drifting

down towards Hawkmoon, Count Brass and Bowgentl e

and lifting themeffortlessly, bearing themupward to
the second | evel and a w de wi ndow which was the
entrance to the house.

In a bare, clean roomfood was brought to them

though Rinal's folk had no need of food thensel ves. The
food was delicious, though unfamliar. Count Brass at-
tacked it with vigour, speaking hardly at all as he
listened to Hawkmoon tell Rinal of why they sought

the assistance of the Waith-fol k of Soryandum

And when Hawknoon had finished his tale, Count

Brass continued to eat, to Bowgentle's quiet amusenent.
Bowgentl e hinmself was nore interested in | earning nore
about Soryandum and its inhabitants, its history and its
science and Rinal told himnuch, between listening to
Hawkrmoon. He tol d Bowgentle how, during the Tragic

M1l ennium nost of the great cities and nations had
concentrated their energi es on produci ng nore and

nore power ful weapons of war. But Soryandum had

been able to remain neutral, thanks to her renote

geogr aphi cal position. She had concentrated on under-
standing nore of the nature of space, of matter and of
time. Thus she had survived the Tragic M| ennium and
renenbered all her know edge while el sewhere know -
edge died and superstition replaced it, as was ever the
case in such situations

"And that is why we now seek your help,' said Hawk-
moon. 'We wish to find out how Baron Kal an escaped

and to where he fled. W wish to discover how he
manages to mani pul ate the stuff of tinme, to bring Count
Brass and Bowgentl e—and the others | nentioned—
fromone age to another and still not create a paradox
in our mnds at |east.

' That sounds the sinplest of the problemnms,' said

Rinal. 'This Kalan seens to have got control of enor-
nmous power. |Is he the one who destroyed your crysta
machi ne—the one we gave you which allowed you to

shift your own castle and city out of this space-tine?

'No, that was Taragorm | believe,' Hawknoon told

Rinal. 'But Kalan is just as clever as the old Mster of
the Pal ace of Tine. However, | suspect that he is un-

sure of the nature of his power. He is reluctant to test

it toits fullest extent. And, also, he seens to think that
my death now m ght change past history. |Is that pos-

si bl e?

Ri nal | ooked thoughtful. "It could be," he said. 'This
Baron Kal an rmust have a very subtl e understandi ng of
time. Objectively, of course, there is no such thing as
past, present or future. Yet Baron Kalan's plot seens
unnecessarily conmplicated. If he can manipulate time

to that extent, could he not nerely seek to destroy you
bef or e—subj ecti vel y speaki ng—you coul d be of service

to the Runestaff?
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'That woul d change all the events concerning our de-
feat of the Dark Enpire?

"That is one of the paradoxes. Events are events.

They occur. They are truth. But truth varies in different
dimensions. It is just possible that there is sone di nen-
sion of Earth so |ike your own, that simlar events are
about to take place init..." Rinal smled. Count Brass's
bronzed forehead had furrowed and he was plucking at

hi s moust ache and shaking his head fromside to side

as if he thought Rinal nad.

' You have another suggestion, Count Brass?

"Politics are ny interest,' said Count Brass. 'I've
never cared overnmuch for the nore abstract areas of
phi l osophy. My mind is not trained to follow your
reasoning."'

Hawkrmoon | aughed. ' M ne, neither. Only Bowgen-
tle appears to know of what Ri nal speaks.

' Sonet hing,' Bowgentle adm tted. ' Sonething. You
think that Kalan mght be in sonme other dinension of
the Earth where a Count Brass, say, exists who is not
quite the same as the Count Brass who sits beside ne
now?'

"What ?' Count Brass growl ed. 'Have | a doppel -
ganger ?'

Hawkroon | aughed again. But Bowgentle's face was
serious as he said: 'Not quite, Count Brass. It occurs
to ne that, in this world, you would be the doppel ganger
—and |, for that matter. | believe that this is not our
wor | d—+that the past we recall would not be quite the
sane, in detail, as that which friend Hawknoon recalls.
We are interlopers, through no fault of our own.

Brought here to kill Duke Dorian. Yet, save for reasons
of perverse vengeance, why could not Baron Kal an kil
Duke Dorian hinsel f? Why rmust he use us?

' Because of the repercussions—f your theory is cor-

rect—— put in Rnal. "H s action nust conflict with
sonme other action which is against his interests. If he
sl ays Hawknoon, sonething will happen to hi ma

chain of events will cone to pass which would be just
that nuch different to the chain of events which wll
take place if one of you kills him'

"Yet he nmust have allowed for the possibility that we
woul d not be deceived into killing Hawkrmoon?'

"I think not,' said Rinal. 'I think things have gone
awy for Baron Kalan. That is why he continued to try
to force you to kill Hawkmoon even when it becane ob-

vi ous that you were suspicious of the situation. He nust
have based sone plan on the expectation of Hawk-

moon's being slain in the Kamarg. That is why he grows
more and nore hysterical. Doubtless he has other

schenes afoot and sees them all endangered by Hawk-
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nmoon's continuing to live. That, too, is why he has only
despat ched those of you who have directly attacked him
He i s sonehow vul nerable. You would be well ad-

vised to discover the nature of that vulnerability.

Hawkrmoon shrugged. 'What chance have we of mak-
ing such a discovery, when we do not even know where
Baron Kal an is hiding?

"It mght be possible to find him' nused Rinal. 'There
are certain devices we invented when we were | earning
to shift our city through the di nensi ons—sensors and
the like which can probe the various |ayers of the

mul tiverse. W shall have to prepare them W have

used only one probe, to watch this area of our own
Earth while we remai ned hidden in the other dinen-

sion. To activate the others will take a short while.
Woul d this be hel pful to you?

“I't would,' said Hawknoon.

"Does it nean we'll be given a chance to get our
hands on Kal an?' growl ed Count Brass.

Bowgentl e pl aced a hand on the shoul der of the nman

who woul d becone, in |later years, his closest friend.
"You are inpetuous, Count. Rinal's machines can only
see into these dinensions. It will be another matter al-
together, | amsure, to travel into them'

Ri nal inclined his thin-skulled head. 'That is true.
However, let us see if we can find Baron Kal an of the
Dark Enpire. There is a good chance that we shall fai
—for there are an infinity of dinensions, of this Earth
al one."'

Thr ough nost of the follow ng day, while Ri nal and

hi s peopl e worked on their machi nes, Hawknmoon, Bow-
gentl e and Count Brass slept, recouping the strength
they had expended in travelling to Soryandum and fi ght -
ing the nmetal beast

And then, in the evening, Rinal floated through the
wi ndow so that the rays of the setting sun seened to
radiate fromhis opaque body.

'They are ready, the devices,' he said. '"WII| you cone
now? We are beginning to scan the dimensions.’

Count Brass |eapt up. 'Aye, we'll cone.’

The others rose as two of Rinal's fellow entered

the roomand, in strong arns, lifted themup, through
the window and to the floor above where were assem

bl ed an array of machi nes unlike any machi nes they had
ever seen before. Like the crystal device which had
shifted Castle Brass through the dinensions, these were
nmore |ike jewels than machi nes—sone of the jewels
nearly the height of a man. At each of the nachines

fl oated one of the Waith-folk, manipulating smaller
jewels, not dissimlar to that small pyram d which
Hawknoon had seen in the hands of Baron Kal an.
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A thousand pictures flashed upon the screens as the
probes del ved the di nensions of the multiverse, show
ing peculiar, alien scenes, nmany of which seenmed to
bear little relation to any Earth Hawknoon knew.

And then, hours |ater, Hawknoon cried: 'There! A
beast-mask! | saw it.

The operator stroked a series of crystals, trying to fix
on the image which had flashed on to the screen so brief-
ly. But it was gone.

Agai n the probes began their search. Tw ce nore
Hawkrmoon t hought he saw scenes providi ng evi dence

of Kal an's whereabouts, but twi ce nore they |ost the
scene.

And then, at last, by the purest chance, they saw a
white, glowing pyramd and it was unm stakably the
pyram d in which Baron Kalan travelled

The sensors received a particularly strong signal, for

the pyramd was in the process of conpleting a journey
of its own, returning, Hawknoon hoped, to its base.

"W can follow it easily enough. Watch.'

Hawkrmoon, Count Brass and Bowgent| e gat hered

round the screen as it shadowed the nilky pyram d

until at last it came to a stop and began to turn trans-
parent, revealing the hateful face of Baron Kal an of
Vitall. Unaware that he was bei ng observed by those he
sought to destroy, he clinbed fromhis pyranid into a

| arge, dark, untidy roomthat m ght have been a copy

of his old laboratory in Londra. He was frowning, con-
sulting notes he had made. Another figure appeared and
spoke to him though the three friends heard no sound.
The figure was clad in the old manner of the fol k of the
Dar k Enpi re—a huge, cunbersone nmask was on his

head, conpletely covering it. The mask was of netal,
enanel led in a score of colours, and had been fashioned
to resenble the head of a hissing serpent.

Hawkroon recognised it as the mask of the Order

of the Snake—the order to which all sorcerers and
scientists of old Granbretan had had to bel ong. Even
as they watched, the snake-nasked one handed an-

ot her mask to Kal an who donned it hurriedly, for no
G anbretani an of his kind could bear to be seen un-
masked by any of his fellows.

Kal an's nmask was also in the formof a serpent's
head, but nore ornate than his servant's.

Hawknoon rubbed at his jaw, wondering why he felt
somet hi ng was w ong about the scene. He wi shed that
D Averc, nore famliar with the intinmte ways of the
Dark Enpire, was with himnow, for D Averc woul d
have noti ced.

And then it dawned on Hawknopon that these masks
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were cruder than any he had seen in Londra, even those

worn by the hunbl est servants. The finish of the masks,
their design, was not of the sanme quality. But why
shoul d this be?

Now t he probes followed Kalan fromhis | aboratory

and t hrough w ndi ng passages very |ike those which

had once connected buildings in Londra. Superficially
this place could have been Londra. But, again, these
passages were subtly different. The stone was poorly
faced, the carvings and nurals were by inferior artists.
None of this would have been tolerated in Londra

where, for all their perverse tastes, the Lords of the
Dar k Enpire had demanded the hi ghest standards of
craftsmanship, down to the smallest detail.

Here, detail was |acking. The whole thing resenbled a
bad copy of a painting.

The scene flickered as Kal an entered anot her cham
ber where nore masked ones net. This chanber al so
| ooked fam liar, but crude, |ike everything el se.

Count Brass was fum ng. 'Wen can we get there?
That's our eneny. Let's deal with himat once!’

"It is not easy to travel through the dinensions,' Rina
said mldly. 'Moreover, we have not yet traced exactly
where it is that we are watching.

Hawkrmoon smiled at Count Brass. 'Have patience,
sir.’

This Count Brass was nore inpetuous than the man
Hawknoon had known. Doubtless it was because he

was sone twenty years younger. O perhaps, as Rina
had suggested, he was not the same man—enly a man
very nearly the sane, from another dinension. Still,
Hawkrmoon t hought, he was satisfied with this Count
Brass, wherever he came from

"Qur probe falters,' said the Waith-man operating
the screen. 'The di mension we study nmust be many
| ayers away.'

Ri nal nodded. 'Aye, many. Sonmewhere even our old
adventuring ancestors never explored. It will be hard
to find a doorway through.'

' Kal an found one,' Hawknoon pointed out.

Rinal smiled faintly. 'By accident or by design, friend
Hawknoon?'

"By design, surely? \Were el se woul d he have dis-
covered some ot her Londra?

"New cities can be built,' said Rinal
"Aye,' said Bowgentle. 'And so can new realities.'

CHAPTER SI X
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ANOTHER VI CTI M

The three nmen waited anxiously while Rinal and his
peopl e considered the possibility of journeying into the
di mensi on where Baron Kal an of Vitall was hiding.

"Since this new cult has grown up in the real Londra,
I woul d assune that Kalan is visiting his supporters
secretly. That explains the runour that sonme of the
Dark Enpire Lords are still alive in Londra,' Hawk-
moon mused. 'Qur only other chance would be to go to
Londra and seek Kal an out there, when he nakes his
next visit. But would we have the tine?'

Count Brass shook his head. 'That Kal an—he is

desperate to acconplish his schene. Wiy he should be

so hysterical, with all the di nensions of space and tinme
to play with, I cannot guess. Yet, though he can pre-
sumably mani pul ate us at will, he does not. | wonder

why we should be so crucial to his plans?

Hawkrmoon shrugged. 'Perhaps we are not. He would

not be the first Dark Enpire Lord to let a thirst for
vengeance get in the way of his own self-interest.' He
told themthe story of Baron Meliadus.

Bowgent| e had been paci ng anmong the crystalline in-
struments, trying to understand the principles by which
they worked, but they defeated him Now they were al
dormant as the Waith-fol k busied thenselves in an-

other part of the building with the probl em of designing
a machi ne which could shift through the dinmensions.

They woul d adapt the crystal engine which noved their
city, but the actual engine they nmust retain, in case
further danger threatened them

"Well,' said Bowgentle, scratching his head, 'l can
make nothing of the things. All | can say for certainis
that they work!'’

Count Brass stirred in his arnmour. He went to the

wi ndow and | ooked out into cool night. 'I'm becom ng

i mpatient with being cooped up here,' he said. 'l could
do with sonme fresh air. What about you two?'

Hawkrmoon shook his head. '"I'll rest.'

"I"lIl come with you,' said Bowgentle to Count Brass.
"But how do we | eave?

‘Call Rinal,' Hawknmoon said. 'He'll hear you.'

And this they did, |ooking slightly unconfortable
as the Waith-folk, seemngly so frail, bore them
t hrough the wi ndow and down to the earth. Hawknoon
settled hinmself in a corner of the room and sl ept

But strange, disquieting dreans, in which his friends

changed into enemies and his enemies into friends, the
living becane the dead and the dead becane the living,
whi | e sonme becane the unborn, disturbed himand he
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forced hinself awake, sweating, to find Rinal standing
over him

"The machine is ready,' said the Waith-nan. '"But it is

not perfect, | fear. Al it can do is pursue your pyram d.
Once the pyramd materialises in this world again, our
sphere will followit, wherever it goes—but it has no

navi gati ng power of its own—+t can only follow the
pyram d. Therefore there is a strong danger of your
being trapped in some other dinmension for all tinme.

"It isarisk |"'mprepared to take, for one,' Hawknoon

said. "It will be better than the nightrmares | experience,
awake or dreami ng. Were are Count Brass and Bow
gentl e?

' Somewher e near by, wal king and tal ki ng through the
streets of Soryandum Shall | tell themyou wi sh to see
t hen®?'

"Aye,' said Hawknoon, rubbing sleep fromhis eyes.

"W had best mmke our plans as soon as possible. | have
a feeling we shall see Kalan again before long.' He
stretched and yawned. The sl eep had not really hel ped
him Rather it appeared to have nade himfeel wearier

t han bef ore.

He changed his mind. 'No, perhaps | had better speak
with themnyself. The air mght refresh ne.’

"As you will. I'Il take you down.' Rinal floated
t owar ds Hawkmoon.

As Rinal began to lift himtowards the w ndow,
Hawkrmoon asked: 'Where is the machi ne you nen-
tioned?

' The di nension-travelling sphere? Below in our |ab-
oratory. Wuld you like to see it tonight?

"I think | had better. | have a feeling Kalan could
reappear at any tine.'

"Very well. | shall bring it to you shortly. The con-
trols are sinple—+ndeed they are scarcely controls at
all since the purpose of the sphere is to make itself the

sl ave of another nachi ne. However, | understand your
eagerness to see it. Go now and speak with your
friends.'

The Waith-man, virtually invisible in the noonlit
street, drifted away, |eaving Hawknmoon to find Bow
gentl e and Count Brass by hinself.

He wal ked t hrough overgrown streets, between ruined
bui I di ngs t hrough which the noonlight glared, enjoying

the peace of the night and feeling his head begin to
clear. The air was very sweet and cool

At length he heard voices ahead of himand was about
to call out when he realised that he heard the tones of
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three voices, not two. He began to run softly towards
the source of the voices, keeping to the shadows, unti
he stood in the cover of a ruined col onnade and | ooked
into a small square where stood Count Brass and Bow
gentle. Count Brass stood frozen, as if nesnerised, and
Bowgentl e was renonstrating in a low voice with a man
who sat cross-legged in the air above him the outline
of the pyramid glowing only very faintly, as if Kalan
had deliberately tried to escape attention. Kalan was
glaring at Bowgentl e.

"What do you know of such matters?' Baron Kal an
demanded. 'Why—you are barely real yourself!’

"That's as may be. | suspect that your own reality

is also at stake, is it not? Wiy can you not kill Hawk-
nmoon yoursel f? Because of the repercussions, eh? Have
you plotted the possibilities follow ng such an action?
Are they not very pal at abl e?’

"Be silent, puppet!' Baron Kalan denmanded. 'O you,

too, will return to linbo. | offer you full life if you
destroy Hawknoon—er can convi nce Count Brass to
doit!’

"Why did you not send Count Brass to limnmbo just now
when he attacked you? Is it because you nust have
Hawkroon killed by one of us and now there are only
two left who can do your work?

"I told you to be silent!' Kalan snarled. 'You should
have worked with the Dark Enpire, Sir Bowgentle. Such
wit as yours is wasted anbng the barbarians.’

Bowgentl e smiled. 'Barbarians? | have heard sone-
thing of what, in nmy future, the Dark Enpire will do

to its enem es. Your choice of words is poor, Baron
Kal an."'

"I warned you,' Kalan said nenacingly. 'You go too
far. | amstill a Lord of Granbretan. | cannot tolerate
such famliarity!'

"Your |ack of tolerance has been your downfall once
—or will be. W are beginning to understand what it is
you try to do in your imtation Londra . . .'

"You know?' Kal an | ooked al nmost frightened. His

i ps pursed and his brows drew together. 'You know, eh?
I think we made a m stake in bringing a pawn of your
perception on to the board, Sir Bowgentle.'

" Aye, perhaps you did.

Kal an began to fiddle with the small pyram d he held
in his hand. 'Then it would be wise to sacrifice that
pawn now,' he muttered.

Bowgentl e seened to realise what was in Kalan's
m nd. He took a step backward. 'Is that really w se? Are
you not mani pul ati ng forces you barely understand?

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20Moo...les%200f%20Castle%20Brass_1_- Count%20Brass.txt (66 of 94) [6/4/03 10:51:16 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/Michael %20M oorcock - The%20Chronicles%200f%20Cast|e%20Brass_1 - Count%20Brass.txt

"Perhaps.' Baron Kal an chuckled. 'But that is no com
fort to you, eh?

Bowgent | e grew pal e.

Hawkrmoon nmade to nove forward, wondering at the

manner in which Count Brass still remained frozen,

seem ngly unaware of what was taking place. Then he

felt a light touch on his shoul der and he started, turn-
ing and reaching for his sword. But it was the alnbst in-
visible Waith-man, R nal, who stood behind him Rina

whi sper ed:

' The sphere conmes. This is your chance to follow
the pyram d.'

'But Bowgentle is in danger Hawkroon rmur -

mured. 'l nust try to save him'

"You will not be able to save him It is unlikely that
he will be harned, that he will retain anything but the

di mest nmenory of these events—as you recall a fad-
ing dream'

"But he is ny friend

"You will serve himbetter if you can find a way of
stopping Kalan's activities forever.' Rinal pointed
Several of his folk were drifting down the street towards
them They were carrying a | arge sphere of gl ow ng
yellow. 'There will be a few nonents after the pyramd
has gone when you'll be able to followit.'

"But Count Brass—he has been nesnerised by
Kal an.'

' The power will fade when Kal an | eaves.'

Bowgent| e was speaking hurriedly. "Wy should you
fear ny know edge, Baron Kal an? You are strong. |
amweak. It is you who nmani pul ates ne!’

"The nore you know the less | can predict,' said
Kalan. "It is sinple, Sir Bowgentle. Farewell.'

And Bowgentle cried out, whirled as if trying to es-
cape. He began to run and as he ran he faded, faded
until he had di sappeared altogether.

Hawkrmoon heard Baron Kal an laugh. It was a fam/| -

iar laugh. A laugh he had growmn to hate. Only Rinal's
hand on his shoul der stopped himfrom attacki ng Kal an
who, still unaware that he was observed, addressed
Count Brass:

"You will gain nuch, Count Brass, by serving ny

pur pose—and gain nothing if you do not. Wy shoul d

it be Hawknoon who pl agues ne al ways? | had thought

it asinple matter to elininate himand yet in every
probability |I investigate he energes again. He is eter-
nal, | sonetines think—perhaps immortal. Only if he

is slain by another hero, another chanpion of that
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dammed Runestaff, can events progress along the
course | choose. So slay him Count Brass. Earn life for
yoursel f and for ne!’

Count Brass noved his head. He blinked. He | ooked
around himas if he did not see the pyramd, or its oc-
cupant .

The pyram d began to glow with a m | ky whiteness.
The whiteness becane brilliant, blinding. Count Brass
cursed and threw his armup to protect his eyes.

And then the brilliance faded and there was only a
di moutline against the night.

"Quickly,' said Rinal. "Into the sphere.

As Hawknoon passed t hrough an entrance that was

like a flinmsy curtain which instantly refornmed behind
him he saw Rinal drift over to Count Brass, seize him
and bear himto the sphere, flinging himin after
Hawkrmoon so that he sprawl ed, sword still in hand,

at Hawknoon's feet.

'The sapphire,' Rinal said urgently. 'Touch the sap-
phire. It is all you nust do. And | w sh you success,
Dori an Hawknmoon, in that other Londra!

Hawkroon reached out and touched the sapphire
stone suspended in the air before him

At once the sphere seenmed to spin around them while
he and Count Brass renained notionless. They were in
conpl ete bl ackness now and the white pyramd could
be seen through the walls of the sphere.

Suddenly there was sunshine and a | andscape of
green rocks. This faded alnost as quickly as it had ap-
peared. Mre inmages foll owed rapidly.

Megaliths of light, |akes of boiling nmetal, cities of

gl ass and steel, battlefields on which thousands fought,
forests through which strode shadowy giants, frozen
seas—and al ways the pyram d was ahead of them as

if shifted through plane after plane of the Earth, through
wor | ds whi ch seened totally alien and worl ds which

seenmed absolutely identical to Hawknoon's.

Once before had Hawknoon travel |l ed through the

di nensions. But then he had been escaping from dan-
ger. Now he went towards it.

Count Brass spoke for the first time. 'Wat happened

back there? |I remenber trying to attack Baron Kal an,
deciding that even if he sent ne to linbo | should have
his life first. Next | was in this—this chariot. Were is
Bowgent | e?"

' Bowgent | e had begun to understand Kalan's plot,"
Hawkrmoon said grimy, keeping his eyes fixed on the
pyram d ahead. ' And so Kal an bani shed hi mback to
wherever it was he cane from But Kalan al so gave
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sonet hing away. He said that, for some reason,

could only be slain by a friend—by sone other who

had served the Runestaff. And that, he said, would en-
sure the friend's life.'

Count Brass shrugged. 'It still has the snell of a
perverse plot to ne. Wiy should it matter who sl ays
you?'

"Wl l, Count Brass,' said Hawknoon soberly. 'I have
often said that | would give anything for you not to
have died on that battlefield at Londra. | would give ny
life, even. So, if the tine ever cones when you wish to
be done with all this—you can always kill ne.'

Count Brass |aughed. 'If you want to die, Dorian
Hawkrmoon, | am sure you can find one nore used to

col d- bl ooded assassination in Londra, or wherever it is
we journey to now.' He sheathed his great brass-hilted
sword. "I'Il save ny own strength for dealing with Baron
Kal an and his servants when we get there!’

"If they are not prepared for us,' said Hawknoon, as
wi |l d scenes continued to conme and go at even greater
speed. He felt dizzy and he closed his eyes. 'This
journey through infinity appears to take an infinity!
Once | cursed the Runestaff for meddling in ny af-
fairs, but now!l w sh greatly that Ol and Fank was

here to advise ne. Still, it is plain by now that the
Runest aff plays no part in this.

"Just as well,' grow ed Count Brass. 'There is already
too much sorcery and science involved for ny taste!

I"1l be happier when all this is finished, even should it
mean ny own deat h!'

Hawkrmoon nodded his agreenment. He was remem

bering Yisselda and his children, Manfred and Yarnil a.
He was renmenbering the quiet life of the Kamarg and

the satisfactions he had got from seeing the marsh-

| ands restocked, the harvests brought in. And he was
regretting bitterly that he had ever allowed hinmself to
fall into the trap Baron Kal an had evidently set for

hi m when he had sent Count Brass through tinme to

haunt the Kamarg.

And at that, another thought occurred to him Had
all this been a trap?

Did Baron Kal an actually want to be foll owed? Were
they being lured, even now, to their doonf

BOOK THREE

OLD DREAMS
AND NEW

CHAPTER ONE
THE WORLD HALF- MADE

Count Brass, |ying unconfortably al ong the curve of
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the sphere's interior, groaned and shifted his brass-cl ad
bul k agai n. He peered through the m sty yellow wall and
wat ched the | andscape outside change forty tinmes in as
many seconds. The pyramid was still ahead of them
Sonetinmes the outline of Baron Kal an coul d be seen
within. Sonetines the vessel's surface turned to that
famliar, blinding white.

"Ah, ny eyes ache!' grunbl ed Count Brass. 'They

grow weary of so many variegated sights. And ny head
aches when | strive to consider exactly what is happen-
ing to us. If | should ever tell of this adventure | shal
never have ny word believed agai n!

And t hen Hawknoon cautioned himto silence, for

the scenes cane and went nuch nore slowy until at

| ast they ceased to change. They hung in darkness. All
they coul d see beyond the sphere was the white pyram d.

Li ght cane from somewhere

Hawkroon recogni sed Baron Kal an's | aboratory. He
acted swiftly, instinctively. 'Quickly, Count Brass, we
must | eave the sphere.’

They dived through the curtain and onto the dirty
flagstones of the floor. By chance they were behind sev-
eral large and crazily shaped machi nes at the back of
the | aboratory.

Hawkrmoon saw t he sphere shudder and vani sh. Now

only Kalan's pyramid offered an escape fromthis dinmen-
sion. Familiar snmells and sounds cane to Hawknoon.

He renenbered when he had first visited Kalan's |ab-
oratories, as a prisoner of Baron Meliadus, to have the
Bl ack Jewel implanted in his skull. He felt a strange
col dness in his bones. Their arrival had been unnoticed
it seenmed, for Kalan's serpent-nasked servants had
their attention on the pyranid, standing ready to hand
their master his own nask when he enmerged. The

pyram d sank slowy to the ground and Kal an st epped

out of it, accepting the nmask without a word and don-
ning it. There was sonething hasty about his nove-
ments. He said sonmething to his servants and they al
followed himas he left the |aboratory.

Cauti ousl y Hawknoon and Count Brass emerged.
Bot h had unsheat hed their swords.

Assured that the | aboratory was, indeed, conpletely
deserted, they debated their next action

" Perhaps we should wait until Kalan returns and slay
hi mon the spot,' Count Brass suggested, 'using his own
machi ne for our escape.'

"W do not know how to operate the machine,"’

Hawknoon reminded his friend. 'No, | think we should
learn nmore of this world and Kal an's pl ans before we
consider killing him For all we know he has other allies,
more powerful than hinmself, who would continue to put

his schenes into effect."’
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"That's fair enough,' Count Brass agreed. 'But this

pl ace makes ne nervous. |'ve never been one to enjoy
bei ng underground. | prefer the open spaces. That's why
I could never remain in one city for |ong.

Hawknmoon began to inspect Baron Kal an's machi nes.
Many of themwere familiar to himin appearance, but
he could make out little of their functions. He won-

dered if he should destroy the nmachines first, but then
he decided it would be wiser to |l earn for what purpose
they were intended. They could produce a disaster by
tanmpering with the kind of forces with which Kal an was
experi nmenting.

"Wth the right masks and cl ot hes,' Hawknoon sai d,

as they both padded towards the door, 'we would have
an i nproved chance of exploring this place undiscov-
ered. | think we should nmake that objective our first
priority.'

Count Brass agreed.

They opened the door of the |aboratory and found
thenselves in a | owceilinged passage. The snell was
musty, the air stale. Once the whole of Londra had

reeked of the sanme stink. But, now that he was able to

i nspect the murals and carvings on the walls nore

cl osely, Hawknmoon was certain this was not Londra.

The absence of detail was nobst noticeable. Paintings

were done in outline and then filled in with solid colours,.
not the subtle shades of the clever Granbretanian artists.
And whereas col ours had been clashed in old Londra

with the intention of making an effect, these colours
were nerely poorly selected. It was as if someone who

had only seen Londra for hal f-an-hour or so had tried

to recreate it.

Even Count Brass, who had only visited G anbretan
once, on sone diplomatic errand, noticed the contrast.
On they crept, wi thout encountering anyone, trying to
det erm ne whi ch way Baron Kal an had gone, when all at
once they had turned a corner in the passage and cone
face to face with two soldiers of the Mantis O der—
King Huon's old Order—armed with | ong pi kes and

swor ds.

| medi ately, Count Brass and Hawknmoon took up a
fighting stance, expecting the two soldiers to attack. The

mant i s- masks nodded on the nen's shoul ders, but they
only stared at Count Brass and his conpanion, as if
puzzl ed.

One of the soldiers spoke in a vague, nuffled voice
fromwithin his mantis-helm 'Wy do you go un-
masked?' he said. 'Should this be?

Hi s voice had a distant, dreamike quality, not unlike
that of Count Brass when Hawknoon had first en-
countered himin the Kanarg.
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"Aye. It is correct,' said Hawknoon. 'You are to give
us your masks.'

"But unnmasking is forbidden in the passages!' said the
second soldier in horror. H's gauntleted hands went to
his great-insect helmas if to protect it. Mantis eyes
seened to stare sardonically into Hawknoon's.

"Then we nust fight you for them' grow ed Count
Brass. 'Draw your swords.'

Slowmy the two drew their swords. Slowy they as-
sumed def ensive positions.

It was horrible work, killing those two, for they did
not make any nore than a token effort to defend them
sel ves. They went down in the space of half-a-mnute
and Hawkrmoon and Count Brass began i mediately to
strip themof their masks and their outer clothes of
green silk and green vel vet.

They stripped the pair just in tinme. Hawknoon was
wondering what to do with the bodi es when, suddenly,
t hey vani shed.

Count Brass snorted suspiciously. 'Mre sorcery?

"Or an explanation of why they behaved so strange-

ly," said Hawkrmoon thoughtfully. 'They vani shed as
Bowgentl e, O adahn and D Averc vani shed. The Man-

tis Order was ever the fiercest in Granbretan and those
who belonged to it were arrogant, proud and quick to
strike. Either those fellows were not really of G an-

bretan, but playing parts for Baron Kal an's benefit—
or else they were from Granbretan, but in sonme kind
of trance.'

'They seened to be in a dream right enough,' agreed
Count Brass.

Hawkrmoon adj usted his stolen nmask upon his head.
' Best behave the sane, if challenged,' he said. 'That, too,
will be to our advantage.'

Toget her they continued to make their way through
t he passages, noving at a neasured pace, |like that of
patrol ling sol diers.

"At least,' said Count Brass in a | ow voice, 'we shall
have little trouble with corpses if all those we slay disap-
pear with such fortunate alacrity!’

They paused at several doors and tried them but all
were secured. They passed many ot her nasked nen,
fromall the main orders—Pig, Vulture, Dragon, Wl f

and the |ike—but saw no other nenbers of the Order

of the Snake. Menbers of this Order, they were sure,
woul d I ead themeventually to Kalan. It would al so be
useful to exchange mantis-nmasks for serpent masks at
sone stage. Finally they found thensel ves at a door |ar-
ger than the others and this was guarded by two nen
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who wore the same masks now worn by Hawknoon

and Count Brass. A guarded door was an inportant

door, thought Hawknoon. Behind it mght |lie sone-

t hi ng which woul d hel p answer the questions he had
foll owed Kalan to solve. He thought quickly, saying in
as dreamy a voice as he coul d nanage

"W have orders to relieve you. You may return to
your quarters now.'

One of the guards spoke. 'Relieve us? Have we been

here for a full period of duty, then? |I thought it was but
an hour. But then tinme . .'" He paused. 'It is all so
strange.'

"You are relieved,' said Count Brass, guessing Hawk-
moon's plan. 'That is all we know. '

Sl uggi shly the two guards sal uted and marched away,
| eavi ng Hawknoon and Count Brass to take up their
posi ti ons.

As soon as the guards were gone, Hawknoon turned
and tried the latch of the door. It was | ocked.

Count Brass gl anced around him shuddering. 'This
seenms nore of a true netherworld than the one | first
found nyself in,' he said.

"I think you could be close to the truth,' Hawknoon
told himas he bent to inspect the | ock. Like so many of
the other artefacts here it was crude. He took out the
ener al d- pormel | ed poi gnard whi ch he had got off the
mantis-warrior. He inserted the point in the |ock and
shifted it about for several seconds before twisting it
sharply. There was a click and the door swung open

The two conpani ons stepped through
And bot h gasped in unison at what they saw.
CHAPTER TWO

A MJUSEUM OF THE LI VI NG AND
THE DEAD

"Ki ng Huon!' Hawkroon nurnured. Quickly he cl osed
the door behind him |ooking up at the great gl obe
suspended above his head. In the globe swamthe w z-
ened figure of the ancient king who had once spoken

with the voice of a golden youth. "I thought you slain by
Mel i adus!'’

A tiny whisper escaped the globe. It was al nmost a
thought, so tenuous was it. 'Meliadus,' it said. 'Mlia-
dus.'

'The king dreans,' said the voice of Flana, Queen of
G anbr et an.

And there she was, in her heron-nmask, nmade up of
fragments of a thousand jewels, in her lush brocade
gown, coming slowy towards them
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" Fl ana?'

Hawknmoon noved towards her. 'How did you cone
to be here?

"I was born in Londra. Who are you? Though you be
of the King-Enperor's own Order, you speak insolently
to Flana, Countess of Kanbery.'

'Queen Flana now,' said Hawknoon.

"Queen . . . queen . . . queen . sai d the distant

voi ce of King Huon from behind them

"King . . .' Another figure nmoved blindly past them
"King Meliadus . . .'

And Hawkmoon knew that if he tore off that wolf-

hel mfromthe figure he would see the face of Baron
Mel i adus, his old foe. And he knew that the eyes would
be gl azed, as Flana's eyes would be gl azed. There were
others in this room-all Dark Enpire folk. Flana's old
husband, Asrovak M kosevaar; Shenegar Trott in his
silver mask; Pra Flenn, Duke of Lakasdeh, in his grin-
ni ng dragon-hel m who had di ed before his nineteenth

bi rt hday and had personally slain over a hundred nen
and wonen before his eighteenth. Yet, for all that this
was an assenbly of the fiercest of the G anbretanian
war | ords, none attacked. They hardly lived at all. Only
FIl ana—who still lived in Hawknmoon's wor| d—seened

to be able to frane a coherent sentence. The rest were
i ke sl eep-wal kers, nunmbling one or two words, but no
nmore. And Hawknmoon's and Count Brass's entrance

into this weird nmuseum of the living and the dead had
set themto babbling, like birds in an aviary.

It was unnerving, particularly to Dorian Hawknoon,

who had sl ain many of these people hinself. He seized
upon Flana, ripping off his owm mask so that she coul d
see his face

"Flana! Do you not recogni se nme? Hawknoon? How
came you here?

' Renmove your hand fromne, warrior!' she said auto-
matically, though it was plain she did not really care
Fl ana had never understood rmuch concerning protocol

"I do not know you. Put your mask back on!

' Then you, too, nust have been drawn froma tine
before we net—er else fromsone other world alto-
get her,' Hawknoon sai d.

"Meliadus . . . Meliadus . . .' said the whispering
voi ce of King Huon in the Throne G obe above their
heads.

"Kong... king...' said wol f-nasked Meli adus.

And: 'The Runestaff . . .' nurnmured fat Shenegar
Trott, who had died trying to possess that nystic
wand ... The Runestaff .. .'
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It was all they could speak of their fears or their
anbi tions. The chief fears or anbitions which had
driven themthrough their lives and brought about their
ruin.

"You are right,' said Hawknmoon to Count Brass. 'This
is the world of the dead. But who keeps these poor
creatures here? For what purpose have they been resur-
rected? It is like an obscene treasure-house—hunman

| oot—+he loot of tinme—all crowded together!

"Aye,' sniffed Count Brass. '| wonder if, until recent-
ly, I was part of this collection. Could that not be pos-
si bl e, Dorian Hawknoon?'

These are all Dark Empire folk,' said Hawknoon.

"No, | think you were seized froma tine before all these
di ed. Your youth speaks for that—-and your own recol -

| ection of the Battle of Tarkia.'

"I thank you for that reassurance,' said Count Brass.

Hawknoon put a finger to his lips. 'Do you hear
sonet hing? In the passage?

" Aye.'

"Into the shadows,' said Hawknoon. '1 think soneone
approaches. They night notice the guard gone.'

Not one of the people in the room even Flana, tried

to stop them as they squeezed through the conpany and
hid in the darkest corner, sheltered by the bul k of Adaz
Pronmp and Jherek Nankenseen, who had ever enjoyed

each other's company, even in life.

The door opened and there was Baron Kal an of
Vitall, G and Master of the Order of the Serpent, all
rage and bew | der nent.

The door open and the guards gone!' he raved. He
gl ared at the conpany of |iving-dead. 'Wich of you did

this? Is there one who does nore than dreamwho
plots to rob me of ny power? Wio seeks that power
for hinsel f? You, Meliadus—do you wake?' He pulled
the wolf-helmfree, but Meliadus's face was bl ank

Kal an sl apped the face, but Meliadus did not react.
He grunted.

' You, Huon? Even you are no |onger as powerful as
am|? Do you resent that?

But Huon nerely whispered the name of the one who
would kill him 'Meliadus . . .' he whispered. 'Mlia-
dus

' Shenegar Trott? You, cunning one?' Kalan shook the
unr esponsi ve shoul der of the Count of Sussex. 'Did you
unl ock the door and disniss the guards. And why?' He
frowned. 'No, it could only be Flana . ' He searched
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for the heron mask of Flana M kosevaar, Countess of
Kanbery, anong those nany nasks (whose workman-

ship was noticeably superior to Kalan's). 'Flana is the
only one who suspects . '

"What do you want with ne now, Baron Kal an?
said Flana, drifting forward. 'I amtired. You rust not
disturb ne.’

"You cannot deceive me, traitress-to-be. If | have an
eneny here, it is you. Wio else could it be? It is in
everyone's interest, save yours, for the old Enpire to be
restored.’

"As usual, | fail to understand you, Kal an.

"Aye, it's true that you should not understand—but |
wonder '

"Your guards cane in here,' Flana went on. 'They
were inpolite fell ows, but one was handsone enough.'

' Handsone? They renpved their nasks?

"One did, aye.'

Kal an's eyes darted this way and that as he con-
sidered the inplications of her remark. "How. . .?' he
muttered. "How . . .?'" He |looked hard at Flana. 'I| stil

think this is your doing!'

"I do not know of what you accuse me, Kalan, and
do not care, for this nightmare will end soon, as night-
mares must .’

Kal an's eyes glinted sardonically in his snake nask.

" Thi nk you, Madan®?' He turned away to inspect the

|l ock. 'My plans go constantly awy. Every action | take
| eads to further conplications. There nust be a single
action which will w pe out the conplexities at a stroke.
Oh, Hawknoon, Hawknoon, | w sh you would die.'

At this Hawknoon stepped out swiftly and tapped

Kal an upon the shoulder with the flat of his sword.

Kal an turned and the tip of the sword slipped under the
mask and rested against the throat.

"I'f the request had been couched nore politely, in the
first place,' Hawkmoon said with grimhunour, 'I might
have conplied. But now you have of fended me, Baron
Kal an. Too often have you shown yoursel f unfriendly

to ne.'
"Hawkmoon . . .' Kalan's voice sounded |ike those of
the living-dead around him 'Hawknoon . . .' He took

a deep breath. 'How did you cone here?

"Don't you know, Kalan?' Count Brass energed,

drawi ng of f his own nmask. He was grinning a big, wde
grin—the first Hawkmoon had seen on his face since
they had net in the Kamarg.
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‘"Is this a counterplot—did he bring you—2 No ...
He woul d not betray nme. We have too nuch at st ake.

"Who is that?

But Kal an had becone cautious. 'Killing ne at this
point could easily bring disaster upon us all,' he said.
"Aye—and not killing you, that could produce a

simlar effect!' Count Brass |aughed. 'Have we anything
to | ose, Baron Kal an?'

"You have your life to | ose, Count Brass,' Kalan said
savagely. 'At best you could becone |ike these others. Is
that an attractive thought?

"No.' Count Brass began to strip off the mantis-
cl ot hing which had covered his brass arnour.

'"Then do not be a fool!' Kalan hissed. 'Kill Hawk-
noon now '

"What did you try to do, Kalan?' Hawknoon inter-
rupted. 'Resurrect the whole Dark Enpire? Did you

hope to restore it here to its forner glory—+n a world
where Count Brass and nyself and the others never

exi sted? But you found that when you went back into
the past and brought them here to rebuild Londra, that
their nmenories were poor. It was as if they all dreaned.
They had too many conflicting experiences in their

m nds and this confused them+ade their brains dor-
mant. They coul d not renenber detail s—that is why al
your murals and your artefacts are so crude, is it not?
Why your guards are so ineffectual, why they do not
fight. And when they are killed here, they vani sh—for
even you cannot control time to the extent that it tol-
erates the paradox of the tw ce-dead. You began to
realise that if you altered history—even if you were
successful in re-establishing the Dark Enpire—al

woul d suffer fromthis mental confusion. Everything
woul d break down as swiftly as you built it. Any
triunmph you had would turn to ashes. You would rule
over unreal creatures in an unreal world.'

Kal an shrugged. 'But we have taken steps to adjust
matters. There are solutions, Hawknoon. Perhaps our
anbitions have becone a little | ess grandi ose, but the
result could be much the sane.'

"What do you intend to do?" Count Brass grow ed.

Kal an gave a hunourl ess | augh. 'Ah, that now de-
pends on what you do to me. Surely you can see that?

Al ready there are eddies of confusion in the tine-

streans. One di mensi on becones cl ogged with the con-
stituents of another. Originally ny schene was sinply

to get vengeance on Hawknoon by having himkilled

by one of his friends. 1'll admit | was foolish to think it
could be so sinple. And also, instead of remaining in

your dreamike state, you began to wake, to reason, to
refuse to listen to what | told you. That is not what
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shoul d have happened and | do not know why.'

"By bringing my friends out of a time before any of

us had net, you created an entirely new stream of possi-
bilities,' said Hawknoon. 'And fromthese sprang doz-
ens nore—hal f-worlds which you can't control, which
becone confused with the one fromwhich we all orig-
inally came...’

"Aye.' Kal an nodded his great mask. 'But there is stil
hope, if you, Count Brass, slay this Hawknoon. Surely
you realise that your friendship with himled directly
to your own death—er will lead to it in your future ..

'So O adahn and the others were nerely returned to
their own tinme, believing thenselves to have dreaned
what happened here?' said Hawknoon.

"Even that dreamwi |l fade,' said Kalan. 'They wl|
never know that | tried to help them save their own
lives.'

"And why do you not kill ne, Kalan? You have had

the opportunity. Is it, as | suspect, that if you do, then
the logic resulting fromsuch an action | eads inexorably
to your own destruction?

Kal an was silent. But his silence confirned the truth
of what Hawknoon had sai d.

"And only if | amkilled by one of ny already dead
friends will it be possible to renmove ny unwanted
presence fromall those possible worlds you have ex-
pl ored, those half-worlds your instruments have de-

tected, where you hope to restore the Dark Enpire? Is
that why you are so insistent on Count Brass killing ne?
And do you intend, once he had done that, to restore
the Dark Enmpire, unchallenged, to its original world—
wi th yourselves ruling behind these puppets of yours?
Hawkrmoon spread his hand to indicate the |iving-dead.
Even Queen Fl ana was qui escent now as her brain shut
off the information which mght easily turn it insane.
' These shadows will appear to be the great warl ords
conme back fromthe dead, to hold sway over G anbretan
again. You will even have a new Queen Flana to re-
nounce the throne in favour of this Shadow Huon.

"You are an intelligent young man, for a savage.' A

| angui d voice canme fromthe doorway. Hawknoon kept

the tip of his sword against Kalan's throat as he | ooked
towards the source of the voice.

A bizarre figure stood there, between two manti s-

masked guards who bore flame-1ances and | ooked any-

thing but indecisive. There were, it now seened, others
inthis world who were nore than shadows. Hawknoon
recogni sed the figure, clad in a gigantic mask which

was al so a working clock and was, even as its wearer
spoke, chimng the first eight bars of Sheneven's Tenp-
oral Antipathies, all of gilded and enanelled brass, with
nuneral s of inlaid nother-of-pearl and hands of filigree
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silver, balanced by a gol den pendulumin a box worn
upon his chest.

"I thought you might be here, too, My Lord Tara-
gorm' said Hawknmoon. He | owered his sword as the
fl anme-1 ances nudged his mdriff.

Taragorm of the Palace of Tine voiced his gol den
| aught er.

'"Greetings, Duke Dorian. You will note, | hope, that
these two guards are not of the conpany of the Dream
ing Ones. These escaped with nme at the Siege of Londra,

when it becanme obvious to Kalan and nyself that the
battle was lost to us. Even then we could probe a little
way into the future. My sad acci dent was arranged—

an expl osi on produced to cause ny apparent death.

And Kal an's suicide, as you already know, was in

reality the occasion of his first junp through the dinmen-
sions. W have worked so well together, since then

But there have been a few conplications, as you' ve
guessed.’

Kal an noved forward and took the swords of Count

Brass and Hawknoon. Count Brass was scow i ng but
seened too astonished to resist at that nonment. He had
never seen Taragorm Master of the Palace of Tineg,

bef ore.

Taragorm conti nued, his voice of full of anmusenent.
'Now t hat you have been graci ous enough to visit us,

hope those conplications can be dispensed with, at |ong
last. | had not hoped for such a stroke of |uck! You were
ever headstrong, Hawknoon.'

"And how wi Il you achi eve it—freeing yoursel ves of
the conplications you have created?" Hawknoon fol ded
his arnms on his chest.

The clock face inclined itself slightly to one side,
t he pendul um beneath continued to sw ng, bal anced as
it was by conplicated machinery, allow ng for every
nmovenent of Taragorm s body.

"You will know when we return to Londra shortly.

speak, of course, of the true Londra, where we are

soon expected, not this poor initation. Kalan's idea, not
m ne.'

"You supported ne!' said Kalan in an aggrieved tone.
"And it is | who take all the risks, travelling back and
forth through a thousand di nensions . '

"Let us not have our guests think us petty, Baron
Kal an,' Taragorm chi ded. There had al ways been sone-

thing of a rivalry between the two of them He bowed
slightly to Count Brass and Hawknoon. 'Pl ease cone
with us while we nmake the final preparations for our
journey back to our old hone.'

Hawkrmoon stood his ground. 'If we refuse?
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"You will be stranded here forever. You know we

cannot, ourselves, kill you. You bank on that, do you?
Well, alive in this place or dead in another, it's all nuch
of a muchness, friend Hawknoon. And now, please

cover up your naked face. | know it mght seem rude,

but | am dreadfully ol d-fashioned about such things.'

"I regret that, in this too, | nust give offence,' said
Hawknmoon with a snmall bow. He let the guards |ead

hi m t hrough the door. He saluted the dull-eyed Fl ana

and the others, who had even stopped breathing, it
seened. 'Farewel |, sad shades. | hope | shall, at |ength,
be the cause of your rel ease.

"l hope so, also,' said Taragorm And the hands on the
face of his mask nmoved a fraction and this bell began
to strike the hour.

CHAPTER THREE
COUNT BRASS CHOOSES TO LI VE
They were back in Baron Kalan's | aboratory.

Hawkroon consi dered the two guards who now had

their swords. He could tell that Count Brass was al so
wonderi ng whether it would be possible to rush the

fl ame- | ances.

Kal an was already in the white pyram d, making ad-
justrments to the snaller pyram ds which were suspended
before him Because he was still wearing his serpent-
mask, he had greater difficulty in manipulating the ob-
jects and arranging themto his satisfaction. It seened
to Hawknoon, as he watched, that sonmehow this scene
synbol i sed a salient aspect of the Dark Enpire cul -
ture.

For some reason Hawknoon felt singularly calmas

he considered his situation. Instinct told himto bide his
time, that the crucial nonent of action would cone

quite soon. And for this reason he relaxed his body

and took no notice of the guards with their flame-Iances,
concentrating on what Kalan and Taragorm were sayi ng.

"The pyram d is al nost ready,' Kalan told Taragorm
"But we must |eave swiftly.'

"Are we all to crowd into that thing? . Count Brass
sai d, and he | aughed. Hawknoon realised that Count
Brass, too, was biding his tine.

"Aye,' said Taragorm 'All.’

And, as they watched, the pyram d began to expand

until it was twice its size, then three tines, then four

and at last it filled the entire cleared space in the centre
of the | aboratory and suddenly Count Brass, Hawk-

moon, Taragorm and the two manti s-masked guards

were engul fed by the pyramd and stood within it while

Kal an, suspended above their heads, continued to play

with his odd controls.
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"You see,' said Taragorm Hi s voice was anused.
"Kalan's talents always lay in his understanding of the
nature of space. \Whereas mne, of course, lie in ny
under standi ng of time. That is why together we can
produce such whinsicalities as this pyramd!’

And now the pyram d was travelling again, shunt-

ing through the nyriad di nensions of Earth. Once nore
Hawknoon saw bi zarre scenery and peculiar nmirror-

i mges of his own world and nany of them were not

the sane as those he had wi tnessed on his journey to
Kal an's and Taragorm s hal f-worl d.

And then it seened they were in the darkness of
I'imbo again. Beyond the flickering walls of the pyramd
Hawkroon coul d see not hing but solid bl ackness.

"W are there,' said Kalan, and he turned a crysta
control. The vessel began to shrink again, grow ng

smal ler and smaller until it could barely contain Kalan's
body. The sides of the pyram d cl ouded and turned

to the famliar brilliant white. Hanging in the bl ack-
ness over their heads it seened to provide no illum na-
tion beyond its i medi ate area. Hawknmoon coul d see
not hi ng of his own body, |et alone those of the others.
He knew only that his feet stood upon snooth and solid
ground and that his nostrils picked up a danp, stale
snell. He stanped his foot upon the ground and the
sound echoed and echoed. It seened that they were in a
cavern of sone kind.

Now Kal an's voi ce booned fromthe pyram d.

' The nonent has cone. The resurrection of our great
Empire is at hand. W, who can bring life to the dead
and death to the living, who have remmined faithful to
the old ways of Granbretan, who are pledged to restore
her greatness and her domi nation over the whole world,
bring the faithful ones the creature they nost desire to
see. Behol d!"’

And suddenly Hawkmoon was engul fed in light. The
source was a nystery, but the light blinded himand
made him cover his eyes. He cursed as he turned this
way and that, trying to avoid it.

'See how he wiggles,' said Kalan of Vitall. 'See how
he cringes, this, our arch-eneny!’

Hawknoon forced hinself to stand still and open his
eyes to the terrible light.

A dreadful whispering was coming fromall around
hi m now, and a slithering, and a hissing. He peered
about him but could still see nothing beyond the |ight.
The whi spering grew to a nmurmur and the nurnur to

a muttering and the muttering to a roar and the roar be-
came a single word, voiced by what nust have been a

t housand t hroat s.

"G anbretan! G anbretan! G anbretan!’
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And then there was sil ence.

' Enough of this!' cane the voice of Count Brass.
' Have done wit h—aah!

And now Count Brass, too, was surrounded with the
sanme strange radi ance.

"And here is the other,' said Kalan's voice. 'Faithful,

| ook upon himand hate him for this is Count Brass.

Wt hout his help, Hawknoon woul d never have been

able to destroy that which we |ove. By treachery, by
stealth, by cowardice, by begging the assistance of those
more powerful than thensel ves, they thought they could

destroy the Dark Enpire. But the Dark Enpire is not
destroyed. She will grow stronger and greater still! Be-
hol d, Count Brass!'

And Hawkmoon saw the white |ight surrounding

Count Brass grow a peculiar blue colour and Count
Brass's arnour of brass gl owed blue, too, and Count
Brass cl apped his gauntleted hands to his hel meted head
and he opened his nouth and |l et out a scream of pain.

"Stop!' cried Hawknmoon. "Wy torture hin®?

Lord Taragorm s voice canme fromnear by, soft and
pl eased. 'Surely you know why, Hawknoon?

And now brands flared and Hawknoon saw that, in-

deed, they stood in a great cavern. And the five of them
—€ount Brass, Lord Taragorm the two guards and

hi nsel f —st ood upon the top of a ziggurat raised in the
centre of the cavern, while Baron Kalan in his pyramd
hovered above their heads.

And bel ow there were at | east a thousand masked

figures, travesties of beasts, with heads of Pig and Wl f
and Bear and Vul ture, swarm ng bel ow and screani ng

out now as Count Brass screamed and fell to his knees,
still surrounded by the awful blue flane.

And the | eaping |ight of the brands showed nurals

and carvings and bas-reliefs which were, in the details
of their obscenity, evidently of true Dark Enpire work-
manshi p. And Hawknoon knew that they nust be in

Londra proper, probably in sone cavern beneath a
cavern, far below the foundations of the city.

He tried to reach Count Brass, but the light around
hi s own body stopped him

"Torture ne!' cried Hawknoon. 'Leave Count Brass
and torture me!'’

And again cane Taragorm s soft, sardonic voice. 'But
we do torture you, Hawknoon, do we not ?

"Here is the one who brought us to the edge of an-
nihilation!" cane Kalan's voice fromabove. '"Here is the
one who, in his pride, thought he had destroyed us. But
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we shall destroy him And with his destruction will
come an end to all restraint upon us. W shall energe,
we shall conquer. The dead shall return and | ead us—
Ki ng Huon . '

"King Huon!' roared the masked crowd.
‘Baron Meliadus!' cried Kalan.

"Baron Meliadus!' roared the crowd.

' Shenegar Trott, Count of Sussex!

' Shenegar Trott!

"And all the great heroes and dem gods of G an-
bretan shall return!'

ALY ALY

"Aye—al | shall return. And they shall have vengeance
upon this world!

' Vengeance!'
' The Beasts shall have vengeance!'
And again, quite suddenly, the crowd fell silent.

And again Count Brass screanmed and tried to rise on
hi s knees and beat at his body as the blue flanme brought
pai n.

Hawkrmoon saw t hat Count Brass was sweating, that
his eyes burned as if with fever, that his |lips withed.

"Stop!' he cried. He tried to break through the |ight
whi ch held him but again wi thout success. ' Stop!

But now t he beasts were | aughing. Pigs giggled, dogs
cackl ed, wol ves barked and insects hissed. They | aughed
to see Count Brass in such pain and his friend in such
hel pl ess ni sery.

And Hawknoon realised they were trapped in a ritua

—a ritual which had been promi sed these nmask-wearers

in return for their loyalty to the unregenerate |ords of
the Dark Enpire.

And what would the ritual |ead to?
He began to guess.

Count Brass rolled upon the floor now, nearly falling
over the edge of the ziggurat. And, every time he cane
close to the edge, sonething rolled himback to the
centre. The blue flanme ate at his nerves and his screans
cane | ouder and louder. He had lost all dignity, al
identity, in that pain.

Hawkrmoon wept as he begged Kal an and Tar agor m
to desist.

At last it stopped. Count Brass got shakily to his
feet. The blue light faded to white and then the white
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light faded, too. Count Brass's face was taut. His |ips
were all bloody. H s eyes had horror in them

"Woul d you kill yoursel f, Hawkmoon, to end your
friend s agony?' Taragormis taunting voice cane from
besi de the Duke of Koln. 'Wuld you do that?'

"So that is the alternative. Did your prognosis show
you that your cause would triunph if | slew nyself?

"It inproves our chances. It would be best if Count

Brass could be prevailed upon to kill you but, if he wll
not ' Taragorm shrugged. 'This is the next best
thing.'

Hawknoon | ooked towards Count Brass. For an in-

stant their eyes net and he stared into yell ow orbs that
were full of agony. Hawknoon nodded. 'I wll do it.

But first you must release Count Brass.'

"Your own death will rel ease Count Brass,' said Kal an
from above. 'Be sure of that.

"I do not trust you,' Hawknoon sai d.

The beasts bel ow watched on with bated breath as
they waited for their eneny to die.

"WIl this be sufficient evidence of our faith? The
white light faded from around Hawknoon, too. Tara-

gorm t ook Hawknoon's sword fromthe sol di er who

still held it. He handed it to Hawknoon. 'There. Now

you can kill nme or kill yourself. Only be assured that if
you kill me, Count Brass's torture will continue. If

you kill yourself, it will cease.'

Hawkroon licked his dry lips. He | ooked from Count
Brass to Taragormto Kalan and to the bl ood-hungry
crowmd. To kill hinself for the pleasure of these de-
generates was | oat hsonme. And yet, it was the only way
to save Count Brass. But what of the rest of the world?
He was too dazed to think of anything nore, to con-
sider any further possibilities.

Slowmy he shifted his sword in his hand until the
ponmel was upon the flagstones and the tip under his
breastplate, resting against his flesh.

"You will still perish,' Hawknoon said. Hs snile was
bitter as he contenplated the frightful crowd. 'Whether

I live or die. You will perish because of the rot that is
in your souls. You perished before because you turned

i nward upon each other as a response to the great dan-
ger which threatened you. You squabbl ed, beast agai nst
beast, as we attacked Londra. Could we have succeeded

wi t hout your help? | think not.'

"Be silent!' Kalan cried fromhis pyram d. 'Do what
you have agreed to do, Hawkmoon, or Count Brass
begi ns to dance again!’

But then Count Brass's voice, deep and huge and
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weary, came from behi nd Hawknoon
Count Brass said:
' No!'*

"I f Hawknoon goes back on his word, Count Brass,
then back cones flane and pain ...' said Taragorm as
one ni ght address a child.

"No,"' said Count Brass. 'I'll suffer no nore.'
"You wish to kill yourself, too?

"My life means very little at this noment. It was be-
cause of Hawkmoon that | have suffered so. If heis to
die, at least give me the pleasure of despatching him

I"1l do what you wanted ne to do in the first place. | see
now that | have bore many ordeals for the sake of one

who i s, indeed, ny eneny. Aye—tet ne kill him Then

I shall die. And | shall have died avenged.

The pain had plainly turned Count Brass nmad. Hi s
yellow eyes rolled. Hs lips twisted back to reveal ivory
teeth. 'I shall have died avenged!

Taragorm was surprised. 'This is nore than | hoped

for. Qur faith in you, Count Brass, was justified, after
all.' Taragorm s voice was gl eeful as he took the brass-
hilted broadsword fromthe manti s-guard and handed

it to Count Brass.

Count Brass took his sword in both his great hands.
Hi s eyes narrowed as he turned to | ook at Hawknoon.

"I shall feel better, taking an eneny with ne,' said
Count Brass.

And he raised the long sword above his head. And his
brass arnour picked up the light fromthe brands and
made his whol e head and his whol e body shine as if with
fire.

And Hawknoon peered into those yell ow eyes and
knew t hat he saw death there.

CHAPTER FOUR

A GREAT W ND BLOW NG

But it was not his own death that Hawknpbon saw.
It was Taragorm s deat h.

In an instant Count Brass had shifted his stance,
shout ed to Hawknmoon to take the guards, and brought
the massive sword down upon the ornate cl ock-nask.

There came a how from bel ow as the crowd under -
stood what was happeni ng. Beast-nasks tossed from
side to side as the Dark Enpire creatures began to
climb the steps of the ziggurat.

Kal an cried out from above. Hawkmoon, reversing
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his sword swiftly, swept it round to knock the flame-
| ances fromthe hands of the guards. They fell back
Kal an's voice continued to wail hysterically fromthe
pyram d. 'Fool s! Fool s!

Taragorm was staggering. It was evidently Taragorm

who controlled the white fire, for it flickered around
Count Brass as he raised his sword for a second bl ow.
Taragorm s clock was split, the hands buckl ed, but the-
head beneath was evidently still intact.

The sword snmashed into the ruined mask and the two
sides fell away.

And there was reveal ed a head far smaller, in propor-
tion, than the body on which it sat. A round, ugly head
—the head of sonething which m ght have thrived dur-
ing the Tragic MIIennium

And then that tiny, round, white thing was | opped
fromits stalk by a sidesw pe of Count Brass's sword
Taragorm was now nost certainly dead.

Beasts began to clanber onto the platformfrom al
si des.

Count Brass roared with battle-joy as his sword took
lives, as blood splashed in the flane-light, as men
screamed and fell.

Hawkrmoon was still engaged on the far side of the
ziggurat with the two nmantis-guards who had drawn
their own swords

And now a great wi nd seened to be bl owi ng through
the cavern, a whistling wind, a wailing w nd.

Hawknoon drove his sword point first through the

eyeslit of the nearest mantis-warrior. He tugged the

sword free and slashed at the other, driving the edge into
the neck so hard that it smashed through the netal and
severed the jugular. Now he could try to reach Count

Br ass.

"Count Brass!' he called. 'Count Brass!'

Kal an was cackling in panic above. 'The wind!' he
cried. 'The tinme-w nd!'

But Hawknoon ignored him He was bent on reach-
ing his friend's side and dying with his friend if need be.

But the wind blew still nmore strongly. It buffeted
Hawkrmoon. He found that he could barely nove agai nst

it. And now beast-nmasked warriors of G anbretan were
falling back, plunging over the sides of the ziggurat as
the wind blew them too.

Hawknmoon saw Count Brass swi ngi ng his broad-

sword two- handed. The count's arnour still shone like
the sun itself. He had planted his feet upon a pile of
those he had already slain and he was roaring with
gigantic good humour as beasts cane at him sl ashing
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with swords and pi kes and spears, his own bl ade nov-

ing with the regularity with which Taragorm s pendul um
had once noved

And Hawknoon | aughed, too. This would be the way

to die, if die they nust. Again he fought against the
wi nd, wondering fromwhere it cane as he struggled to
reach Count Brass.

But then he was picked up by it. He struggled as the
ziggurat fell away bel ow himand the scene became
smal l er and smaller, the figure of Count Brass hinself
so tiny that he could barely be seen now-and Kal an's
white pyram d seenmed to shatter as he passed it and
Kal an screamed as he went tunbling down towards the
fight.

Hawkroon tried to see what held him But nothing
visible held himat all. Only the wi nd.

What had he heard Kalan call it? The tine-wi nd?

Had they, then, in slaying Taragorm rel eased other
forces of space and time—perhaps created the chaos
whi ch Kal an's and Taragorm s experinments had brought
so cl ose?

Chaos. Wbul d he be bl own forever upon this w nd of
time?

But no—he had left the cavern and was in Londra
itself. Yet this was not the reforned Londra. This was
the Londra of the old, bad days—the crazy towers and
m narets, the jewell ed dones, built upon both sides of
the bl ood-red River Thayne. The wi nd had bl own him
into the past. Metal w ngs clashed as ornate ornithop-
ters flew by. There seened to be nmuch activity in this
Londra. For what did they prepare?

And again the scene shifted.

Agai n Hawkrmoon | ooked down upon Londra. But

now a battle raged. Explosions. Flane. The shouts of
the dying. He recognised it. This was the Battle of
Londr a.

Down he began to tunble. Down and down until he
could barely think and hardly knew who he was.

And then he was Dori an Hawknobon, Duke von Kol n,

a flashing mirror-hel mupon his head, the Sword of the
Dawn in his hand, the Red Amul et about his throat and
a Bl ack Jewel enbedded in his skull

Again he was at the Battle of Londra.

And he thought his new thoughts and his old together
as he spurred his horse into the fray. And there was a
great pain in his head and he knew the Bl ack Jewel
gnawed at his brain.

Al'l about himmen were fighting. The strange Legi on
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of the Dawn, emitting its rosy aura, was driving through
warriors who wore fierce wolf and vulture helns. Al

was confusion. Through his pain-glazed eyes Hawk-

moon coul d hardly see what was happeni ng. He

glinpsed one or two of his Kamargi an warriors. He saw
two or three other nmirror-helns flashing in the thick of
the battle. He realised that his own sword armwas ris-
ing and falling, rising and falling as he beat off the
Dark Enpire warriors who were on all sides of him

"Count Brass,' he nurnured. 'Count Brass.' He re-
menbered that he sought to be at the side of his old
friend, though he hardly knew why. He saw the barbaric
Warriors of the Dawn, with their painted bodies, their
spi ked clubs and their barbed | ances decorated with tufts
of dyed hair, slicing through the massed ranks of the
Dark Empire warriors. He | ooked about him trying to

see which of those who wore the mirror-hel ns was

Count Brass.

And still the pain in his skull grew and grew. And
he gasped and w shed that he could tear the mrror-
helmfree fromhis own head. But his hands were al -
ready occupied with fending off those warriors who
pressed about him

And then he saw sonething flash |ike gold and he
knew it was the brazen hilt of Count Brass's sword and
he spurred his horse through the throng.

The man in the mirror-helmand the armour of brass

was fighting three great Dark Enmpire | ords. Hawk-

moon saw hi m standing there in the nud, horsel ess and
brave, while the three—Hound, CGoat and Bul | —ode

down on him He saw Count Brass swi ng his broad-

sword and cut at the |legs of his opponents' horses so
that Adaz Pronp was thrown forward to | and at Count
Brass's feet and be swiftly slain. He saw Mygel Hoi st
trying to get his feet, his arms w despread as he begged
for mercy. He saw Mygel Hoist's head fly fromits

shoul ders. Now only one of the lords renained alive,
Saka Gerden in his massive bull-helm rising to his feet
and shaking his head as the mrror-nmask blinded him

Hawkrmoon pl oughed on, still crying out: 'Count
Brass! Count Brass!'

Though he knew this was a dream a distorted mem

ory of the Battle of Londra, he still felt that he mnust
reach his old friend's side. But before he could reach
Count Brass, he saw the count wench off his mrror-
mask and face Saka Gerden bareheaded. Then the two

cl osed.

Hawkrmoon was nearly there by now, fighting wildly
with his only object being to reach Count Brass.

And t hen Hawknoon saw a rider of the Order of the

Goat, a spear poised in his hand, riding down on Count
Brass from behi nd. Hawknoon yel | ed, spurred his horse
forward and drove the Sword of the Dawn deep into the
throat of the Goat rider just as Count Brass split the
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skul I of Saka Gerden.

Hawkroon ki cked the corpse of the Goat Rider free
fromits saddl e and call ed

"A horse for you, Count Brass.'

Count Brass offered Hawkmoon a quick grin of
t hanks and swung up into the saddle, his mirror-helm
forgotten on the ground.

" Thanks!' shouted Count Brass above the din of the
battle. 'Now we'd best try to re-group our forces for the
final assault.'

Hi s voice had a peculiar echo to it. Hawknoon

swayed in his saddle as the pain fromthe Bl ack Jewel
grew still nore intense. He tried to reply, but he could
not He | ooked for Yisselda in the ranks of his own
forces, but could not see her

The horse seened to gallop faster and faster as the

battl e-noi se began to fade. Then he was no | onger astride
a horse at all. A wind blew himon. A strong, cold

wind, like the wind that bl ew across the Kanarg.

The sky was darkening. The battle was behind him

He began to fall through the night. He saw swayi ng
reeds where he had seen fighting nen. He saw gli stening
| agoons and nmarshes. He heard the lonely bark of a
marsh fox and he mistook it for Count Brass's voice.

And suddenly the wind no | onger blew.

He tried to nove of his own accord, but sonething
tugged at his body. He no longer wore the mirror-helm
H s sword was no longer in his hand. His vision cleared
as the terrible pain fled fromhis skull.

He lay inmmersed in marsh nmud. It was night-tine.

He was sinking slowy into the greedy earth. He saw part
of the body of a horse just in front of him He reached
towards it, but only one armwas free fromthe nud

now. He heard his nane being called and he m stook

it for the cry of a bird.

"Yisselda,' he murrmured. ' Ch, Yisseldal'
CHAPTER FI VE
SOVETHI NG OF A DREAM

He felt as if he had already died. Fantasies and nem
ories becane confused as he waited for the marsh to
swal | ow him Faces appeared before him He saw the
face of Count Brass which shifted fromrelative youth
to relative age even as he watched. He saw the face of
A adahn of the Bul gar Mountains. He saw Bowgentl e

and he saw D Averc. He saw Yissel da. He saw Kal an

of Vitall and Taragorm of the Pal ace of Tine. Beast
faces | ooned on all sides. He saw Rinal of the Waith-
folk, Oland Fank of the Runestaff and his brother The
Warrior in Jet and Gold. He saw Yissel da again. But
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weren't there other faces, too? Children's faces. Wy
did he not see them And why did he confuse them
with the face of Count Brass? Count Brass as a child?
He had not known himthen. He had not been born

t hen.

Count Brass's face was concerned. It opened its lips.
It spoke.

"I's that you, young Hawknoon?

" Aye, Count Brass. It is Hawknoon. Shall we die to-
get her?'

He smled at the vision

"He still raves,' said a sad voice which was not that
of Count Brass. 'l amsorry, ny lord. | should have
tried to stop him'

Hawknoon recogni sed the voi ce of Captain Josef
Vedl a.

'Captain Vedl a? Have you come to pull ne fromthe
marsh for a second tine?

A rope fell near Hawknoon's free hand. Automatical -

Iy he passed his wist through the | oop. Soneone began
to pull at the rope. Slowy he was tugged free of the
mar sh.

Hi s head was still aching, as if the Black Jewel had
never been renoved. But the ache was fadi ng now and

his brain was clearing. Wiy should he be reliving what
was, after all, a fairly nmundane incident in his life?—
t hough he had cone very cl ose to death.

"Yissel da?" He | ooked for her face anbng those bend-
ing over him But his fantasy remained. He still saw
Count Brass, surrounded by his old Kamargian sol di ers.
There was no woman here at all

"Yi ssel da?' he said again.

Count Brass said softly. 'Cone, lad, we'll take you
back to Castle Brass.'

Hawknmoon felt hinself lifted in the count's massive
arms and carried to a waiting horse.

"Can you ride yoursel f?' Count Brass asked.

" Aye.' Hawknoon cl anbered into the saddle of the

horned stallion and straightened his back, swaying
slightly as his feet sought the stirrups. He smled. 'Are
you a ghost still, Count Brass? Or have you truly been
restored to life. | said | would give anything for you to
be brought back to us.

"Restored to life? You should know that | am not
dead!' Count Brass | aughed. 'And these fresh terrors
come to haunt you, Hawknoon?
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"You did not die at Londra?
' Thanks to you, aye. You saved nmy life. If that CGoat

rider had got his spear into ne, the chances are |I'd be
dead now.'

Hawknoon sniled to himself. 'So events can be

changed. And without repercussion, it seens. But where
are Kal an and Taragorm now? And the others . . .' He
turned to Count Brass as they rode together along the
famliar marsh trails. 'And Bowgentle, and A adahn,
and D Averc?'

Count Brass frowned. 'Dead these five years. Do you

not remenber? Poor lad, we all suffered after the Battle
of Londra.' He cleared his throat. 'W |ost much in our
service of the Runestaff. And you |ost your sanity.

"My sanity?

The lights of Aigues-Mrtes were comng in sight.
Hawknmoon coul d see the outline of Castle Brass on the
hill.

Agai n Count Brass cleared his throat. Hawknoon
stared at him 'M sanity, Count Brass?

'l should not have nentioned it. We'll soon be hone.’
Count Brass woul d not neet his gaze.

They rode through the gates of the town and began

to ascend the winding streets. Sone of the soldiers rode
their horses in other directions as they neared the cas-
tle, for they had quarters in the town itself.

' Good night to you!' called Captain Vedl a.

Soon only Count Brass and Hawknoon were |eft.
They entered the courtyard of the castle and dis-
nmount ed.

The hall of the castle |looked little different from
when Hawknmoon had | ast seen it Yet it had an enpty
feel toit.

"I's Yisselda sl eepi ng?" Hawknoon asked.
"Aye,' said Count Brass wearily. 'Sl eeping.

Hawknmoon | ooked down at his nud-caked cl ot hes.

He no |l onger wore arnmour. 'I'd best bathe and get to
bed nyself,' he said. He | ooked hard at Count Brass and
then he smled. 'l thought you slain, you know, at the

Battl e of Londra.'

"Aye,' said Count Brass in the sane troubled voice. '
know. But now you know I'm no ghost, eh?

"Just so!' Hawknoon | aughed with joy. 'Kalan's
schenmes served us nuch better than they served him
eh?'
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Count Brass frowned. '| suppose so,' he said uncer-
tainly, as if he was not sure what Hawknoon neant.

'Yet he escaped,' Hawkrmoon went on. 'We could
have trouble from himagain.'

' Escaped? No. He committed suicide after taking that
jewel fromyour head. That is what disturbed your brain
so much.'’

Hawkrmoon began to feel afraid.

"You renenber nothing of our nost recent adven-
tures then?' He noved to where Count Brass warnmed
hinself at the fire.

" Adventures? You nean the marsh? You rode off in

a trance, nmunbling sonething of having seen ne out
there. Vedl a saw you | eave and cane to warn ne. That
is why we went in search of you and just nanaged to
find you before you died . '

Hawknmoon stared hard at Count Brass and then he
turned away. Had he dreaned all the rest. Had he truly
been mad?

"How | ong have | —-have | been in this trance you
mention, Count Brass?

"Wy, since Londra. You seened rational enough for
alittle while after the jewel was renoved. But then you
began to speak of Yisselda as if she still lived. And
there were other references to sone you thought dead—

such as nyself. It is not surprising that you should have
suf fered such strain, for the jewel was . '

"Yisselda!" Hawknoon cried out in sudden grief. 'You
say she is dead?

'Aye—at the Battle of Londra, fighting as well as
any other warrior—she went down . '

"But the children—the children . . .' Hawknoon
struggled to renmenber the nanmes of his children. 'Wat
were they called? | cannot quite recall '

Count Brass sighed a deep sigh and put his gaunt-

| eted hand on Hawknmoon's shoul der. ' You spoke of
children, too. But there were no children. How could
there be?

"No children.’

Hawkroon felt strangely enpty. He strove to remind
hi nsel f of sonething he had said quite recently. 'I would
give anything if Count Brass could live again . '

And now Count Brass lived again and his love, his
beautiful Yisselda, his children, they were gone to |inbo
—they had never existed in all those five years since the
Battl e of Londra.
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'You seem nore rational,' said Count Brass. 'l had
begun to hope that your brain was healing. Now, per-
haps, it has heal ed."'

' Heal ed?' The word was a nockery. Hawknoon
turned again to confront his old friend. 'Have all in
Castl e Brass—n the whol e Kamar g—thought ne mad?

' Madness might be too strong a word,' said Count

Brass gruffly. 'You were in a kind of trance, as if you
dreaned of events slightly different to those which were
actually taking place . . . that is the best way | can
describe it. If Bowgentle were here, perhaps he could
have explained it better. Perhaps he coul d have hel ped
you nore than we could.' The count in brass shook his
heavy, red head. '|I do not know, Hawknoon.

"And now | am sane,' said Hawkmoon bitterly.
"Aye, it seens so.'

' Then perhaps ny madness was preferable to this
reality.' Hawknmoon wal ked heavily towards the stairs.
"Ch, this is so hard to bear.

Surely it could not all have been a graphic dream
Surely Yisselda had |ived and the children had |ived?

But al ready the nmenories were fading, as a dream

fades. At the foot of the stairs he turned again to where
Count Brass still stood, looking into the fire, his old
head heavy and sad.

"W |live—you and |? And our friends are dead. Your
daughter is dead. You were right, Count Brass—auch
was | ost at the Battle of Londra. Your grandchildren
were |lost, also.'

"Aye,' said Count Brass alnost inaudibly. 'The future
was | ost, you could say.

EPI LOGUE

Nearly seven years had passed since the great Battle of
Londra, when the power of the Dark Enpire had been
broken. And much had taken place in those seven years.
For five of them Dorian Hawknoon, Duke of Kol n, had
suffered the tragedy of nadness. Even now, two years
since he had recovered, he was not the sane man who

had ridden so bravely on the Runestaff's business. He
had becone grim wi thdrawn and |onely. Even his old
friend, Count Brass, the only other survivor of the con-
flict, hardly knew hi m now.

‘"It is the loss of his conpani ons—the |oss of his

Yi ssel da,' whispered the synpathetic townspeople of the
restored Aigues-Mrtes. And they would pity Dorian
Hawkrmoon as he rode, alone, through the town and out

of the gates and across the w de Kamarg, across the
mar shl ands where the giant scarlet flam ngoes wheel ed
and the white bulls gall oped.

And Dori an Hawknoon would ride to a small hil
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which rose fromthe nmiddl e of the marsh and he woul d
di smount and lead his horse up to the top where stood
the ruin of an ancient church, built before the onset
of the Tragic MIIennium

And he woul d | ook out across the waving reeds and
the rippling | agoons as the mistral keened and its nel -
ancholy voice would echo the msery in his eyes.

And he would try to recall a dream

A dream of Yisselda and two chil dren whose nanes
he coul d not renenber. Had they ever had nanes in his
dr eanf?

A foolish dream of what mght have been, if Yisselda
had survived the Battle of Londra.

And sonetinmes, when the sun began to set across

the broad marshl ands and the rain began to fall, per-
haps, into the | agoons, he would stand upon the high-

est part of the ruin and raise his arns out to the ragged
cl ouds which raced across the darkeni ng sky and cal

her name into the w nd.

"Yi ssel da! Yisselda!'

And his cry would be taken up by the birds which
sai |l ed upon that w nd.

"Yi sselda!’

And | ater Hawkmoon woul d | ower his head and he

woul d weep and he woul d wonder why he still felt, in
spite of all the evident truth, that he m ght one day
find his lost |ove again.

Why did he wonder if there were still some place—
some other Earth perhaps—where the dead still |ived?
Surely such an obsessi on showed that there was a trace
of madness left in his skull?

Then he woul d sigh and arrange his features so that
none who saw hi m woul d know t hat he had nourned

and he would clinmb upon his horse and, as the dusk
fell, ride back to Castle Brass where his old friend
waited for him

Where Count Brass waited for him

This ends the first of the Chronicles of Castle Brass
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