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Author's Note

On May 10, 1941, afew months after Britain had unexpectedly won the crucia Battle of Britain and at
last stopped the Nazi expansion, Rudolf Hess, Hitler's deputy and his oldest remaining friend within the
Nazi hierarchy, flew to Scotland on hisown initiative. He had crucid information for Churchill, he said.
Arrested, he wasinterrogated by MIS, British military intelligence. What he told MIS wasimmediately
suppressed. Certain files have since disgppeared. Some existing files have still not been made public.
Hitler attacked the Soviet Union on June 24, 1941. Many believe that Hesswas appalled by Hitler's
decison and wastrying to make afind bargain with Churchill. Churchill never permitted a meeting with
Hess, who died in mysterious circumstancesin 1987.



Book One

Seep, and I'll steal your silver; Dream, and 111 steal your soul.
-wheldrake, " The Knight of the Balance"



Chapter One

Stolen Dreams

My nameisUlric, Graf von Bek, and | am thelast of my earthly line. An unhedlthy child, cursed with
the family disease of abinism, | was born and raised in Bek, Saxony, in the early years of the century. |
was trained to rule our province wisdly and justly, to preserve the status quo, in the best traditions of the
Lutheran Church.

My mother died giving birth to me. My father perished in aghagtly fire, when our old tower was
partidly destroyed. My brotherswere dl far older than |, and engaged mostly in military diplomacy
abroad, so the estate, it was thought, would be my responsibility. It was not expected that | would wish
to expose, any longer than necessary, my strange, ruby eyesto the light of common day. | accepted this
sentence of virtua imprisonment as my due. It had been suffered by many ancestors before me. There
wereterrible tales of what had become of twin abino children born to my great-grandmother.

Any unease | had in this role was soon subdued as, in my questioning years, | made friendswith the
local Catholic priest and became an obsessive fencer. | would discuss theology with Fra Corneliusin the
morning and practice my swordplay every afternoon. All my bafflement and frustrations were trand ated
into learning that subtle and dangerous art. Not the sort of silly swashbuckling boy-braggadocio nonsense
affected by the nouveaux riches and ennobled biirgermeisters who perform haf-invented rituas of
ludicrous manliness a Heidel berg.

No red lover of the sword would subject the instrument to such vulgar, clattering nonsense. With
precious few affectations, | hope, | became atrue swordsman, an expert in the art of the duel to the
death. For inthe end, exigtentidist that | am, entropy doneisthe only enemy worth chalenging, to
conquer entropy isto reach acompromise with desth, always the ultimate victor in our conflicts.

There's something to be said for dedicating one'slife to an impossible cause. Perhaps an easier
decison for asolitary abino aristocrat full of theidealism of previous centuries, didiked by his
contemporaries and a discomfort to histenants. One given to reading and brooding. But not unaware,
never unaware, that outsde the old, thick walls of Bek, in my rich and complex Germany, the world was
beginning to march to smpligtic tunes, numbing the race mind so that it would deceiveitsdf into making
war again. Into destroying itself again.

Ingtinctively, still ateenager, and after an ingpiring school trip to the Nile Valey and other great Stes of
our civilization, | plunged deeply into archaic studies.

Old Bek grew dl around me. A towered manor house to which rooms and buildings had been added
over the centuries, she emerged like atree from the lush grounds and thickly wooded hills of Bek,
surrounded by the cedars, poplars and cypresses my crusader forebears had brought from the Holy
Land, by the Saxon oaksinto which my earlier ancestors had bound their souls, so that they and the
world were rooted in the same earth. Those ancestors had first fought against Charlemagne and then
fought with him. They had sent two sonsto Roncesvalles. They had been Irish pirates. They had served
King Ethelred of England.

My tutor was old von Asch, black, shrunken and gnarled, whom my brothers called The Walnut,
whose family had been

smiths and swordsmen since the time their first ancestor struck the bronze weapon. He loved me. |
wasavess for hisexperience. | waswilling to learn anything, try any trick to improve my skills.
Whatever he demanded, | would eventudlly rise to meet that expectation. | was, he said, theliving record
of hisfamily wisdom.

But von Asch's wisdom was nothing sensational. Indeed, his advice was subtle and appeded, as
perhaps he knew, to my aes-theticism, my love of the complex and the symbolic. Rather than impose his
ideas on me, he planted them like seeds. They would grow if the conditions were right. Thiswasthe
secret of histeaching. He somehow made you redlize that you were doing it yoursdf, that the situation
demanded certain responses and what he hel ped you to do wastrust your intuition and useiit.

Of course, there was his notion of the sword's song.

"You haveto listen for the song,” he said. "Every great individua sword has her own song. Onceyou



find that song and hear it clearly, then you can fight with it, for the song isthe very essence of the sword.
The sword was not forged to decorate wals or be alifted sgnd of victory and dominance, but to cut
flesh, bone and sinew, and kill. Sheisnot an extension of your manhood, nor an expression of your
sdlfhood. Sheisan instrument of deeth. At her best, shekillsin justice. If this notion is objectionable to
you, my son—and | do not suggest for an ingtant that you apply it, smply that you acknowledgeits
truth—then you should put away the sword forever. Fighting with swordsisarefined art, but itisan art
best enjoyed when dso amatter of life and death.”

Tofight for the ultimate—against oblivion—seemed to me exactly the noble destiny the Raven Sword,
our ancestral blade, deserved. Few down the centuries had shown much interest in this queerly wrought
old longsword inscribed with mysterious runic verses. It was even consdered something of an
embarrassment. We had afew mad ancestors who had perhaps not been exemplary in their tormented
curiosity and had put the sword to strange uses. There was areport in the Mirenburg pressonly in the
last century. Some madman posing as alegendary creature caled "Crimson Eyes' had run amok with a
blade, killing at least

thirty people before disappearing. For awhile the von Beks had been suspected. The story of our
abinism waswell known there. But no person was ever brought to justice. He festured draméticaly in
the street literature of the day, like Jack the Ripper, Fantomas and Springhedled Jack.

Part of our vulgar and bloody past. We tended to want to forget the sword and itslegends. But there
were few in the empty, abandoned and lost rooms at Bek, which had no family to fill them any longer,
who could remember. Only afew retainerstoo old for war or the city. And, of course, books.

When it wastime for me to handle that sivord whenever | wished, von Asch taught me her main
songs—for this blade was a specia blade.

There were extraordinary resonances to the stedl, however you turned it. A vibrancy which seemed
ferd. Like aperfect musica instrument. She moved to those songs. She seemed to guide me. He showed
me how to coax from her, by subtle strokes and movements of my fingers and wrigts, her songs of hatred
and contempt, sweet songs of yearning bloodlust, melancholy memories of battles fought, determined
revenge. But no love songs. Swords, said von Asch, rarely had hearts. And it isunwiseto rely on their
loydlty.

This particular weagpon, which we caled Ravenbrand, was abig longsword of black iron with a
dender, unusua leaf-shaped blade. Our family legend said that it wasforged by Friar Corvo, the
Venetian armorer, who wrote the famous treatise on the subject. But thereisatde that Corvo—the
Raven Smith, as Browning called him—only found the sword, or at least the blade itsdlf, and wrought
nothing but the hilt.

Some said it was Satan's own blade. Others said it was the Devil Himself. The Browning poem
describes how Corvo gave his soul to bring the sword to life again. One day | would go with our
Ravenbrand to Venice and discover for mysalf what truth there might be to the story. Von Asch went of f
and never came back. He was searching for a certain kind of metal which he thought might be found on
theldeof Morn.

Then it was August 1914 and for the first months of that war | longed to be old enoughto joinit. As
the redlities were reported by the returning veterans—young men hardly older than myself—I began to
wonder how such awar could ever be ended.

My brothers died of disease or were blown gpart in some nameless pit. Soon | had no other living
relative but my ancient grandfather, who lived in sheltered luxury on the outskirts of Mirenburgin
Wadenstein and would look a me from huge, pale, disappointed grey eyeswhich saw the end of
everything he had worked for. After awhile he would wave me away. Eventudly he refused to have me
at hisbedside.

| wasinducted in 1918. | joined my father's old infantry regiment and, with the rank of lieutenant, was
sent immediately to the Western front. The war lasted just long enough to demonstrate what cruel folly it
was. We could rarely speak of what we'd witnessed.

Sometimesit seemed amillion voices caled out to usfrom no-man's-land, pleading only for arelease
from pain. Help me, help me, help me. English. French. German. Russian. And the voices of adozen



disparate empires. Which screamed at the sight of their own exposed organs and ruined limbs. Which
implored God to take away their pain. To bless them with death. V oices which could soon be ours.

They did not leave mewhen | dept. They turned and twisted in millions, screaming and wailing for
rel ease throughout my congtant dreams. At night | left one horror to inhabit another. There seemed little
difference between them.

What was worse, my dreams did not confine themselves to the current conflict but embraced every
war Man had ingtigated.

Vividly, and no doubt thanksto my intense reading, | began to witness huge battles. Some of them |
recognized from history. Mogt, however, were merdly the repetition, with different costumes, of the
obscenity | witnessed twenty-four hours aday from the trenches.

Towards the end, one or two of the dreams had something elsein common. A beautiful white hare
who ran through the warring

men, apparently unnoticed and unharmed. Once she turned and looked back at me and her
ruby-colored eyeswere my own. | felt | should follow her. But gradually the nightmaresfaded. Red life
proved hard enough, perhaps.

We, who were technically the ingtigators of the war and subject to the victor's view of history, were
humiliated by the Treaty of Versaillesin which the Europeans squabbled with ruthless greed over the
spails, disgusted President Woodrow Wilson and stripped Germany of everything, including machinery
with which to rebuild. The result, of course, wasthat as usua the common people were forced to pay far
too high aprice for thefollies of exiled nobles. Welive, die, know sickness and hedlth, comfort and
discomfort, because of the egos of afew stupid men.

To befair, some of those nobles, such as myself, elected to stay and work for the restoration of the
German Federation, though | had no liking for the swaggering aggression of the defeated Prussians, who
had thought themsalves unbestable. These proud nationalists were the oneswho supplied the rhetoric
which, by 1920, was fueling what would be the Nazi and Bolshevik movements, admittedly towards
rather different ends. Germany defeated, impoverished, shamed.

The Serbian Black Hand had fallen upon our world and blighted it amost beyond recognition. All that
Bismarck had built up in us, asense of unity and mission, had been diverted to serve the ambitions of a
few greedy businessmen, indugtridists, gun-makers and their roya dlies, asour echo which many of
those, in Berlin for instance, choseto ignore, or turn into an art of bitter realism giving usthe likes of
Brecht and Weill. The sardonic, popular rhythms of The Threegpenny Opera were the musica
accompaniment to the story of our ruin.

Germany remained on the verge of civil war, between right and |eft. Between the communist fighters
and the nationalist Freikorps. Civil war wasthe greatest danger we feared. We saw what it had doneto
Russa

Thereisno faster way of plunging a country into chaos than to make panicky decisonsamed at
averting that chaos. Germany

was recovering. Many thinking people believed that if the other great powers had supported Germany
then, we should have no Adolf Hitler. Creatures like Hitler emerge frequently because of avacuum. They
are conjured whole from yearning nothingness by our own negativity, by our Faustian appetites and dark
greed.

Our family and its fortunes had been grestly reduced by the War. My friend the priest had become a
missionary in the former German colony of Rwanda. | became arather sorry, solitary individud. | was
frequently advised to sdl Bek. Bustling black marketeers and rising fascistis would offer to buy my
ancestra seat from me. They thought they could buy the authority of place in the same way they had
bought their grand houses and large motorcars.

In some ways, by having to manage my estates rather more desperately than in the past, | learned a
little of the uncertainty and horror facing the average German who saw his country on the brink of total
ruin.

It was easy to blamethe victors. True, their tax on uswas punitive, unjust, inhumane and foolish; it
was the poison which the Nazisin Munich and other parts of Bavaria began to useto their own



advantage.

Even astheir popular support began to dide, the Nazi Party was able to take control of dmost al the
power in Germany. A power they had originally claimed for the Jaws. But recently, unlike the Jews, they
actualy did control the media. On the radio, in the newspapers and magazines and movies, they began to
tell the people whom they should love and whom they should hate.

How do you kill amillion or so of your neighbors?

Widll, firgt you say they are Unlike. They are Not Us. Not human. Only like us on the surface.
Pretending to be us. Evil undernesth in spite of al common experience. Then you compare them to
unclean animas and you accuse them of plotting againgt you. And very soon you have the necessary
madness in place to produce a holocaust.

Thisis by no means anew phenomenon, of course. The American Puritans characterized everyone
who disagreed with

them as evil and godless and probably witches. Andrew Jackson helped start an imaginary war which
he then pretended to win in order to Stedl the treaty lands of Indian nations. The British and Americans
went into Chinato save the country from the opium they had originally sold it. The Turks had to
characterize Armenians as godless mongtersin order to begin their gppalling daughter of the Christians.
But in my time, save for the embarrassments of Martin Luther's fulminations against Jewry, such talk was
srangeto mein Bek and | could not believe that ultimately acivilized nation would tolerateit.

Frightened nations, however, will accept too easly the threst of civil war and the promise of the man
who says hewill avert it. Hitler averted civil war because he had no need of it. His opposition was
delivered into his hands by the ballot boxes of acountry which, at that time, had one of the best
democratic congtitutionsin the world, superior in many waysto the American.

Hitler's opponents were already in his power, thanks to the authority of the State he had seized. We
could al seethis, those of uswho were horrified, but it wasimpossible to convince anyone. So many
German people so badly needed stability they were willing to cleave to the Nazis. And it was easier to
forget a Jewish neighbor's disappearance than it was the concerns of your own relatives.

And so ordinary people wereled into complicity in that evil, through deed or word or that awful
slence, to become part of it, to defend against their own consciences, to hate themsalves aswell as
others, to choose a strutting self-esteem over salf-respect, and so deva ue themsalves as citizens.

In thisway amodern dictatorship makes us rule oursalves on its behdf. We learn to gloss our
sdf-disgust with chesp rhetoric, sentimenta talk, claims of good will, protestations of innocence, of
victimhood. And those of uswho refuse are ultimately killed.

For al my determination to pursue the cause of peace, | ill maintained my swordsmanship. It had
become much more than amere pasatiempo. It remained something of acause, | suppose, amethod of
controlling whet little therewas il in my own

control. The skills needed to wield the Raven Blade were highly specidized, for while my sword was
balanced so perfectly | could easily spinit in one hand, it was of heavy, flexible stedl and had alife of its
own. It seemed to flow through my hands, even as| practiced.

The blade was impossible to sharpen with ordinary sone. Von Asch had given me aspecia
grindstone, which appeared to be imbedded with pieces of diamond. Not that the blade ever needed
much sharpening.

Freudians, who were busly interpreting our chaosin those days, would have known what to think of
my tendency to bond with my blade and my unwillingnessto be separated fromit. Yet | felt | drew
power from the weapon. Not the kind of brute, predatory power the Nazis so loved, but a permanent
sustenance.

| carried the sword with me whenever | traveled, which wasrarely. A local maker had fashioned a
long gun case, into which Ravenbrand fitted discreetly, so that to the casua eye, with the case over my
shoulder, | looked like some bucolic landsman prepared for aday's shooting or even fishing.

I had itin my mind that whatever happened to Bek, the sword and | would survive. Whatever the
symbolic meaning of the sword was, | cannot tell you, savethat it had been handled by my family for at
least athousand years, that it was said to have been forged for Wotan, had turned the tide at



Roncesvales, leading the monstrous horses of Carolinian chivary againg the invading Berber, had
defended the Danish royd line at Hastings and served the Saxon cause in exilein Byzantium and beyond.

| suppose | was a'so superdtitious, if not completely crazy, because | sensed there was abond
between mysdf and the sword. Something more than tradition or romance.

Meanwhile the qudity of civil life continued to declinein Germany.

Even the town of Bek with her dreaming gables, twisted old roofs and chimneys, green-glazed
windows, weekly markets and ancient customs, was not immune to the twentieth-century jackboot.

Inthe yearsbefore 1933, asmadl division of sdf-titled

Freikorps, made up mostly of unemployed ex-soldiers commanded by NCOswho had given
themsalvesthe rank of captain or higher, paraded occasiondlly through the streets. They were not based
in Bek, where | refused to alow any such goings-on, but in aneighboring city. They had too many rivas
in the city to contend with, | suspect, and felt more important showing their strength to atown of old
people and children, which had lost most of its men.

These private armies controlled parts of Germany and were constantly in conflict with rivals, with
communist groups and politicians who sought to curb their power, warning that civil war wasinevitableif
the Frelkorps were not brought under control. Of course, thisis what the Nazis offered to do—to control
the very forces they were using to sow the seeds of further uncertainty about the future of our poor,
humiliated Germany.

| sharetheview that if the allies had been more generous and not attempted to suck the last marrow
from our bones, Hitler and the Freikorps would have had nothing to complain of. But our Situation was
manifestly unjust and in such aclimate even the most moderate of burghers can somehow find himself
condoning the actions of people he would have condemned out of hand before the War.

Thus, in 1933, fearing Russian-style civil conflict worse than tyranny, many of usvoted for a"strong
man," in the hope it would bring us sability.

Sadly, of course, like most "strong men,” Hitler was merely apolitical construct, no more the man of
iron hisfollowers declared him to be than any other of hiswretched, ranting psychopathic type.

There were athousand Hitlersin the sireets of Germany, athousand dispossessed, twitching, feckless
neurotics, eaten up with jealousy and frustrated hatred. But Hitler worked hard at his gift for cheap
political oratory, drew power from the worst elements of the mob, and spoke in the grossest emotional
terms of our betraya not, as some perceived it, by the greed of our leaders and the rapacity of our
conquerors, but by amysterious, amost supernaturd, force they called "Internationa Jewry."

Normaly such blatant nonsense would have gathered together

only the margina and lessintelligent members of society, but asfinancia crisisfollowed crisis, Hitler
and hisfollowers had persuaded more and more ordinary Germans and business leaders that fascism was
the only way to savation.

Look at Mussolini in Italy. He had saved his nation, regenerated it, made people fear it again. He had
masculinized Italy, they said. Madeit virile as Germany could be made virile again. It ishow they think,
these people. Guns and boots, flags and prongs | Blacks and whites. Rights and wrongs... As
Wheldrake put it in one of those angry doggerd pieces he wrote just before his death in 1927.

Smple pursuits. Smple answers. Smpletruths.

Intellect, learning and mora decency were mocked and attacked as though they were mortal enemies.
Men asserted their own vulnerable masculinity by inssting, asthey so often do, that women stay a home
and have babies. For dl their worship of these earth goddesses, women were actually treated with
sentimental contempt. Women were kept from al real power.

We are dow to learn. Neither the English, French nor American experimentsin socid order by
imposition cameto any good, and the communist and fascist experiments, equaly puritanica in their
rhetoric, demongtrated the same fact—that ordinary human beings are far more complex than smpletruth
and ampletruthisfinefor argument and clarification, but it is not an instrument for government, which
must represent complexity if it isto succeed. It was no surprise to many that juvenile delinquency reached
epidemic proportionsin Germany by 1940, dthough the Nazis, of course, could not admit the problem
which was not supposed to exist in theworld they had crested.



By 1933, in spite of so many of us knowing what the Nazis were like, they had taken control of
parliament. Our congtitution was no more than a piece of paper, burning amongst great, ingpired books,
by Mann, Heine, Brecht, Zweig and Remarque, which the Nazis hegped in blazing pyres at crossroads
and in town squares. An act they termed "cultural cleansing.” It was the triumph of ignorance and bigotry.

Boots, blackjacks and whips became the instruments of politica policy. We could not resist because
we could not believe what had happened. We had relied upon our democratic ingtitutions. Wewerein a
date of nationa denid. The redlities, however, were soon demonstrated to us.

It was intolerable for any who valued the old humane virtues of German life, but our protestswere
slenced in the most brutdly efficient ways. Soon there were only afew of uswho continued to resist.

Asthe Nazi grip tightened, fewer and fewer of us spoke out, or even grumbled. The storm troopers
were everywhere. They would arrest people on an arbitrary basis "just to give them ataste of what they'll
oet if they step out of line" Severd journdists | knew, who had no politica affiliations, were locked up
for months, released, then locked up again. Not only would they not speak when they were released,
they wereterrified of speech.

Nazi policy wasto cow the protesting classes. They succeeded fairly well, with the compliance of the
church and the army, but they did not entirely extinguish opposition. I, for instance, determined to join the
White Rose Society, sworeto destroy Hitler and work againgt hisinterestsin every way.

| advertised my sympathies as best | could and was eventudly telephoned by ayoung woman. She
gave her name as"Gertie" and told me that she would bein touch as soon asit was safe. | believed they
were probably checking my credentias, making sure | was not aspy or a potentid traitor.

Twicein the streets of Bek | was pointed out as an unclean creature, some kind of leper. | waslucky
to get home without being harmed. After that, | went out aslittle as possible, usualy after dark.
Frequently accompanied by my sword. Stupid asit sounds, for the storm troopers were armed with
guns, the sword gave me asense of purpose, akind of courage, a peculiar security.

Not long after the second incident, when | had been spat at by brownshirt boys, who had aso
attacked my old manservant Reiter as an aristocrat's lackey, those bizarre, terrifying dreams began again.
With even grester intensity. Wagnerian, dmost.

Thick with armor and heavy warhorses, bloody banners, butchering stedl and blaring trumpets. All the
potent, misplaced romance of conflict. The kind of imagery which powered the very movement | was
swvorn tofight.

Sowly the dreamstook shape and in them | was again plagued by voicesin languages | could not
understand, full of alitany of unlikely, tongue-twisting names. It seemed to me | wasligeningto a longligt
of those who had aready died violent deaths since the beginning of time—and those who were yet to die.

The resumption of my nightmares caused me consderable distress and darmed my old servantswho
spoke of fetching the doctor or getting meto Berlin to seeaspecidist.

Y et before | could decide what action to take, the white hare appeared again. She ran swiftly over
corpses, between the legs of metal-covered men, under the guns and lances of athousand conflicting
nations and religions. | could not tell if shewished meto follow her. Thistime she did not ook back. |
longed for her to turn, to show me her eyes again, to determineif shewas, infact, averson of mysef—a
sdf freed at last from that eternd struggle. It was asif she signaled the ending of the horror. | needed to
know what she symbolized. | tried to call out, but | was dumb. Then | was deaf. Then blind.

And suddenly the dreams were gone. | would wake in the morning with that strange fegling of rapidly
fading memory, of avanishing redity, asapowerful dream disappears, leaving only the sense of having
experienced it. A sense, in my case, of confusion and deep, deep dread. All | could remember was the
visgon of awhite hareracing acrossafied of butchered flesh. Not a particularly pleasant feding, but
offering ardief from that nightly conflict.

Not only my nightmares had been stolen, but also my ordinary, waking dreams, my dreams of a
lifetime of quiet study and benign action. Such amonkish life was the best someone of my appearance
could hopefor in those days which were merely an uneasy pause in the conflict we began by caling the
Great War to end wars. Now we think of it as an entire century of war, where one dreadful conflict
followed another, haf of them justified as holy wars, or mora wars, or warsto help distressed minorities,



but dmost al of which were actually inspired by the basest of emotions, the most short-term of godls, the
crudest greed and that appalling sl f-righteousness which no doubt the Christian Crusaders had when
they brought blood and terror to Jerusalem in the name of God and human justice.

So many quiet dreamslike mine were stolen in that century. So many noble men and women, honest
souls, were rewarded only with agony and obscene death.

Soon, thanks to compliance of the church, we were privileged to seein Bek's streets pictures of Adolf
Hitler, Chancellor of Germany, dressed in slver, shining armor and mounted on awhite horse, carrying
the banner of Christ and the Holy Grail, recalling al the legendary saviors of our people.

These bigoted philistines despised Chrigtianity and had made the swastika the symbol of modern
Germany, but they were not above corrupting our noblest idedlism and historical imagery to further their
evil.

Itisamark, | think, of the political scoundrel, one who speaks most of the people's rights and hopes
and usesthe mogt sentimenta language to blame al others but his own congtituents for the problems of
theworld. Alwaysa"foreign threat,” fear of "the Stranger.” " Secret intruders, illegd diens..."

| still hear those voicesin modern Germany and France and Americaand all the countries we once
thought of asfar too civilized to alow such horror within their own borders.

After many years| il fear, | suppose, arecurrence of that terrible dream into which | finaly plunged.
A dream far morered than any redity | had known, adream without end. A dream of eternity. An
experience of the complexity of our multiversein dl itsvad,, limitlessvariety, with dl its potentia for evil
and its capacity for good.

Perhaps the only dream that was not stolen from me.



Chapter Two

Uninvited Relatives

| was gill waiting for another cal from "Gertie€" when in the early months of 1934 | had an unexpected
and rather darming visitor to Bek. My people are related through marriage and other kinshipsto the
traditiond rulers of Mirenburg, the capital of Wadenstein, which the Nazis, and later the Soviets, would
annex. Although predominantly of Slavic stock, the principdity hasfor hundreds of years been culturaly
linked to Germany through language and common concerns. It was my family's practice to spend the
Season in Mirenburg at least. Some members, such as my rather unwholesome Uncle Rudy, disgraced in
Germany, choseto live there dmost permanently.

Therulers of Mirenburg had not survived the tenor of the century. They, too, had known civil war,
most of it ingtigated by foreign interests who had dways sought to control Waldengtein. The
Badehoff-Krasny family had been restored to power, but more as clients of Austriathan as independent
rulers. They had married into the von Mincts, one of the great Mirenburg dynasties.

Hungary, of course, also possessed an interest in the tiny country. The current Prince of Waldenstein
wasmy cousn

Gaynor, whose mother had been one of the most beautiful women in Buda-Pest and was il
reckoned apowerful politica mind. | knew and admired my aunt. In middle years she was an impressive
woman, maintaining her adopted country with al the skills of aBismarck.

Shewasailing now. Therise of fascism had shocked and exhausted her. Mussolini's successes were
an abomination to her, and Hitler wasinconceivably shallow and viciousin hispalitica rhetoric, his
ambitionsand claims. But, as she said when last | saw her, Germany's soul had been stolen already.
Hitler was merely addressing the corpse of German democracy. He had killed nothing. He had grown out
of the grave, she said. Grown out of that corpse like an epidemic which had rapidly infected the entire
country.

"And whereis Germany's soul?' | asked. "Who soleit?"

"It's safe enough, | think." She had winked a me, crediting me with more wit than | possessed. And
that was dl she had said on the subject.

Prince Gaynor Paul St. Odhran Badehoff-Krasny von Minct lacked his mother's cam intelligence but
had al her wonderful Hungarian beauty and a charm which often disarmed his palitical opponents. At one
time he had shared his mother's palitics, but it seemed he had followed the road of many frustrated
idedistsin those days and saw fascism as the strong force that would revitdize an exhausted Europe and
easethe pain of al those who il suffered the war's consequences.

Gaynor was no recidist. Waldengtein was traditionaly philo-Semitic (though not so tolerant of her
Gypsies) and hisfascism, at least as he presented it to me, looked more to Mussolini than to Hitler. | il
found the ideas either foolish or unpaatable, amelange of kulak bigotry, certainly not in any serious
philosophica or palitica tradition, for al their seduction of thinkerslike Heildegger and their incorporation
of afew misunderstood Nietzschean dogans.

It shocked me, however, to see him arrivein an official black Mercedes, festooned with swastikas,
wearing the uniform of acaptainin the"dite" SS, now superior to Rohm's SA, the origina rough and
ready Freikorps fighters who had become an embarrassment to Hitler. Therewas till aconsiderable
amount of snow. It would not be until the summer that Ernst Rohm and dl Hitler's other Nazi rivalsand
embarrassments were murdered in the so-called Night of the Long Knives. Rohm's great enemy, now
rising rapidly in the Party, wasthe colorless little prude Heinrich Himmler, the boss of the SS, with his
prissy pinz nez, an ex-chicken farmer, whose power would soon be second to Hitler's.

My manservant Reiter disdainfully opened the door for them and took my cousin's card. He
announced, in high sarcasm, the honor of the arrival of Captain Paul von Minct. Before they were taken
below stairs by adetermined Reiter, Gaynor was addressed as Captain von Minct both by hisdriver and
by the skull-faced Prussian, Sergeant Klosterheim, whose eyes glittered from within the deep caverns of
their sockets.

Gaynor looked splendid and sinister in the black and silver uniform with itsred and black swastika



indgnia. Hewas, as usud, completely engaging and amusing, making some self-deprecating murmur
about his uniform even as he followed the servants up the stairs. | invited him, as soon ashewasin his
rooms and refreshed, to join me on the terrace before dinner. His driver and the secretary, Klosterheim,
would teke their supper in the servants hdl. Klosterheim had seemed to resent thisalittle, but then
accepted it with the air of aman who had been insulted too many timesfor thisto matter. | wasglad he
wasn't egting with us. Hissickly, gray skin and dmost fleshless head gave him the appearance of adead
man.

It was ardatively warm evening and the moon was aready rising asthe sun s&t, turning the
surrounding landscape to glittering white and bloody shadow. Thiswould probably be our last snow. |
amost regretted its passing.

Asl lit acigarette, | saw amovement in the copse to my left and suddenly, from the bushes, darted a
large white hare. She ran into astain of scarlet sunlight then hesitated, looked to left and right and loped
forward afew paces. She was an identical animal to the one | had seenin my dreams. | amost caled to
her. Ingtinctively | held my peace. Either the Naziswould think me mad, or they would be suspicious of
me. Y et | wanted to reach out to the hare and reassure her that she wasin no danger fromme. | felt asa
father might fed to achild.

Then the white hare had made her decision and was moving again. | watched her run, afaint
powdering of snow rising like mist around her feet as she sped rapidly towards the darkness of the oaks
onthefar side. | heard a sound from the house and turned. When | looked back, the hare had vanished.

Gaynor came down in perfect evening dress and accepted a cigarette from my case. We agreed that
the sun setting over the old oaks and cypresses, the soft, snowy roofs and leaning chimneys of Bek did
the soul good. We said little while, as true romantics, we savored aview Goethe would have turned into
acause. | mentioned to him that | had seen a snow hare, running across the far meadow. His response
was odd.

He shrugged. "Oh, shelll be no bother to us," he said.

When it was twilight and growing alittle chilly, we continued to St outside under the moon exchanging
superficid questions and answers about obscure rel atives and common acquaintances. He mentioned a
name. | said that to my astonishment he had joined the Nazi Party. Why would someone of that sort do
such athing? And | let the question hang.

Helaughed.

"Oh, no, cousin. Never fear! | didn't volunteer. I'm only anomina Nazi, an honorary captainin the
SS. It makesthem fed respectable. And it'sauseful uniform for traveling in Germany these days. After a
vidit | made afew weeks ago to Berlin, they offered methe rank. | accepted it. They assured methat |
would not be called up intime of war! | had avist, aletter. Y ou know how they cultivate peoplelike
oursalves. Why, Mussolini even made the king afascist! It helps convince old fogieslike you that the
Nazis are no longer abunch of uneducated, unemployed, unthinking butchers.”

| told him that | remained a skeptic. All | saw were the same thugs with the spending power of a
looted state willing to pay anything to cultivate those people whose association with their Party would
giveit authority in the wider world.

"Precisaly,” he said. "But we can use these thugs for our own ends, can't we? To improve the world?
They know in their bones that they have no real mora position or political programs. They know how to
seize and hold power, but not much ese. They need people like us, cousin. And the more people like us
join them, the more they will become likeus."

| told him that in my experience most people seemed to become like them. He said that it was
because there were not yet enough of "us' running things. | suggested that this was dangerouslogic. | had
heard of no individuals corrupting power, but | had seen many individuals corrupted by it. He found this
amusing. He said that it depended what you meant by power. And how you used that power when it was
yours. To attack and dander tax-paying citizens because of their race and religion, | said. Power to do
that? Of course not, he said. The Jewish Question was a nonsense. We dl knew that. The poor old Jews
were adways the scapegoats. They'd survivethisbit of politica theater. Nobody ever came to serious
harm doing afew physical exercisesin awell-ordered open air environment. Hadn't | seen the film of



those camps? They had every luxury. He had the grace to change the conversation as we went into
dinner.

We spent the medl discussing the Nazi reorganization of the legal system and what it meant for
lawyerstrained in avery different tradition. At that time we had not seen the ruin which fascism brought
to dl who professed it and <till talked about the "good” and "bad" aspects of the system. It would be a
year or two before ordinary people came to understand the fundamental evil which had settled on our
nation. Gaynor's views were common. We had grown used to anti-Jewish rhetoric and understood it to
have no meaning beyond gathering afew right-wing votes. Many of our Jewish friends refused to teke it
serioudy, so why should we? We dl failed to understand how the Nazis had made that rhetoric their
redity.

Although the Nazis had devel oped concentration camps from the moment they came to power and
used exactly the same methods at the beginning of their rule asthey would at the end, we had no
experience of such appaling cruelty and horror, and in our desire to avert the foulness of the trenches, we
had created aworse foulness from our unthinking appetites and fears. Even when wereceived credible
stories of Nazi brutality we thought them to be isolated cases. Even the Jews scarcely understood what
was happening, and they were the chief objects of that brutality.

That is how we take for granted the fundamental social bargain of our democracy, whose deep,
historic freedoms were won for us by our ancestors, step by noble step, through the centuries, the bones
and sinews of our common compact. When those structures are forgotten or destroyed, we know no
other way to think.

So familiar had their democratic freedoms and rights become to those citizens that they congtantly
asked "What have | done?' to brutes who had overturned the rule of law and replaced it with violence
and raging hatred, with loathing and unwholesome sexudity. These were not policemen but torturers,
thieves, rapists and murderers who had been given power by our own lack of moral courage and
self-respect. And now they controlled us al! We have nothing to fear, the great FDR would tell us, but
fear itsdlf. Fear won inthis case.

Although not of a superdtitious disposition, | felt that real evil had falen upon our world. Ironicdly, the
century had started with the common belief that war and injustice were rapidly being eradicated. Had our
complacency encouraged attack? It was as if some demonic force had been attracted by the stink of the
Boer War's carnage, by Leopold's Congo, by the Armenian genocide, by the Great War, by the millions
of corpses which filled the ditches, gutters and trenches of the world from Paristo Peking. Greedily
feadting, the force grew strong enough to begin preying upon theliving.

After dinner it was abit chilly for the terrace, so we smoked our cigars by thefire in the study and
enjoyed our brandy and sodaand the familiarity of old-fashioned, civilized comforts. | redized that my
cousin had not come for avacation. Some sort of business brought him to Bek, and | wondered when he
would raisetheissue.

He had spent the past week in Berlin and was full of gossip about Hitler's new hierarchy. Goring was
agreat snob and liked to cultivate the aristocracy. So Prince Gaynor—whom the Germans preferred to
cal by the name of Paul von Minct—was the persona guest of the Reichsmarschall which, he said, was
agreat ded better than being Hitler's persona guest. Hitler, he assured me, was the most boring little man
on the face of the planet. All heliked to do was drone on and on about his half-baked ideas while a
flunky played the same Franz Lehar records over and over again. An evening with Hitler, he said, was
like the longest evening you could imagine with your prissy maiden aunt. It was hard to believe hisold
friends, who said he used to keep them in fits of laughter with hisimpressions and jokes. Goebbelswas
too withdrawn to be good company and confined himself to 9y remarks about the other Nazis, but
Goring was grest fun and had a genuinelove of art which his colleagues only pretended. He was making
it his businessto rescue threatened paintings from the Nazi censor. In fact hishouse in Berlin had become
ahaven, arepogtory for al kinds of art, including ancient German folk objects and weaponry.

Although that ironic, dightly mocking tone never left him, | was not convinced that Gaynor was merely
playing dong with the Nazisin order to keep Wadengtein free from their direct influence. He said he
accepted the red palitik of the Situation, but hoped that it would suit the new German mastersto let his



little country remain at least superficially independent. Y et | sensed more than this. | sensed hisattraction
to the whole perverse dew of corrupted romanticism. He was drawn by the enormous power he saw
Hitler and Co. now wielding. | had the fegling that he did not want to share in that power; he wanted to
takeit dl for himsalf. Perhgps he intended to set himself up asthe new Prince of the Greater Germany?
Hejoked that he had as much Jewish and Slavic blood as he had Aryan, but it seemed the Nazis turned
ablind eye to some of oné's ancestorsif one was useful enough to them.

And it was clear that ""Captain von Minct" was currently useful enough to the Nazisfor them to equip
him with agtaff car, adriver and a secretary. And from his manner, it was obvious he was here on some
connected business. | could only believe my eyes and use my intelligence. Had Gaynor been sent hereto
recruit me, too?

Or perhaps, | wondered, he had been sent to kill me. Then logic told me that he'd have many better
means of doing that than inviting himsdf to dinner. The one thing the Nazis were unconcerned about was
the murder of their opponents. They hardly needed to be clandestine about it.

| needed fresh air. | suggested we stroll onto the terrace. The moonlight was dramatic.

Abruptly, he proposed that his secretary, Lieutenant Klosterheim, join us. "He's alittle touchy about
being treated as an outsider and he's rather well-connected, | understand, to Goebbelsswife's people.
An old mountain family. One of those which refused al honors and maintained their landsman statusasa
meatter of pride. The family had somekind of fortressin the Harz Mountains for athousand years. They
cal themselves yeomen-mountaineers, but my guessisthey kept themselves through banditry during most
of their history. He dso has other relativesin the Church.”

I no longer much cared. Gaynor's company had begun to irritate me and it was growing harder for me
to remember that he was my guest. Klosterheim might relieve the atmosphere.

Thisfantasy was dispelled the moment the cadaverous, monkish figurein histight SS uniform came
out onto the terrace, his cap under hisarm, his breath steaming with awhiteness which seemed colder
than the surrounding air. | gpologized for my rudeness and invited him to drink. He waved apocket Mein

Kampf a me and said he had plenty to engage him in hisroom. He carried the air of afanatic and
reminded mein many ways of his neurotic Filhrer. Gaynor seemed dmost deferentid to him.

Klosterheim agreed to take a smdll glass of Benedictine. As| handed him hisdrink he spoketo
Gaynor over my shoulder. "Have you made the proposition yet, Captain von Minct?'

Gaynor laughed. A little strained. | turned to ask him aquestion and heraised hishand. "A small
matter, cousin, which can be discussed at any time. Lieutenant Klosterheim isvery direct and efficient,
but he sometimes lacks the subtler graces.”

"Weare not very gentlemanly at Klosterheim," said the lieutenant severely. "We have no timeto
cultivate fine manners, for lifeishard and constantly threatened. We've defended your borders sincetime
began. All we have are our ancient traditions. Our craggy fortresses. Our pride and our privacy.”

| suggested that modern tourism might consequently be welcomed by hisfamily and bring them some
relief. Some ease, a last. A budoad of Bavarians round the old place and one could put one's feet up for
aweek. I'd do the same, only dl | had was aglorified farmhouse. | don't know what encouraged such
levity inme. Perhapsit was aresponse to his unremitting sobriety. Something unpleasant glinted from his
eye sockets and then dulled again.

"Perhaps s0," he said. "Yes. It would give usthe easy life, en?' He consumed his Benedictine and
made an awkward attempt at grace. "But Captain von Minct came here, | believe, to ease one of your
burdens, Herr Count?'

"l have nonethat need easing,” | said.

"Of respongbility. Of gewardship." Gaynor was now cultivating arather over-hearty manner.
Klosterheim had no trouble sounding threatening but Gaynor wanted my approva aswell aswhatever it
was he had comefor.

"You know | placelittle value on our remaining heirlooms,” | said, "except wherethey pertainto
persond, family matters. |Isthere something you want?'

"Y ou remember the old sword you used to play with before you went to the War? Black with age?
Must have rusted through eventudly. Rather like von Asch himsdlf, your tutor. What did you do with that



old sword in the end? Give it away? Sdll it? Or did you place amore sentimenta value on it?"

"Presumably, cousin, you spesk of the sword Ravenbrand.”

"Just 0, cousin. Ravenbrand. | had forgotten you christened it with anickname.”

"It has never had adifferent name. It isasold asour family. It hasal sorts of legendary nonsense
atached to it, of course, but no evidence. Just the usua stories we invent to make generations of farmers
seem more interesting. Ghosts and old treasure. No antiquarian or genuine historian would give credence
to those legends. They are asfamiliar asthey are unlikely.” | became alittle darmed. Surely he had not
come hereto loot us of our oldest treasures, our responsibilities, our heritage?"Buit it haslittle
commercia value, | understand. Uncle Rudy tried to sell it once. Took it al the way to Mirenburg to get
it valued. Hewas very disgppointed.”

"It ismore valuable asapair. When matched toitstwin,” said Klosterheim, dmaost humoroudy. His
mouth twisted in a peculiar rictus. Perhgps asmile. "Its counterweight.”

| had begun to suspect that Klosterheim was not, asthey say in Vienna, the full pfennig. Hisremarks
seemed to bear only the barest connection to the conversation, asif his mind was operating on some
other, colder plane dtogether. It was easier to ignore him than ask him for explanations. How on earth
could asword be a"counterweight"? He was probably one of those mystical Nazis. It'san odd
phenomenon I've noticed more than once, that fascination with the numinous and the supernatural and a
preference for extremist right-wing politics. | have never been able to understand it, but many of the
Nazis, including Hitler and Hess, wereimmersed in such stuff. Asrationd, no doubt, astheir racialism.
Dark abstractions which, when applied to red life, produce the most band evils.

"Don't minimize your family's achievements, ether.” Gaynor recaled our ancient victories. "Y ou've
given Germany some famous soldiers™

"And rogues. And radicals.”

"And somewho weredl three," said Gaynor, till hearty as a highwayman on the scaffold. All face.

"Y our namesake, for ingtance,” murmured Klosterheim. Even the act of speaking seemed to add a
chill tothenight air.

Klosterheim's voice seemed to echo in his mouth. "He who sought and found—the Grail. Who gave
your family its antique motto."

| shrugged &t this and suggested we return insde. Therewas afiregoing in the hearth and | had an
unlikely frisson of nostalgiaas | remembered the great family Christmases we had enjoyed, asonly
Saxons can enjoy their Y uletide festival, when my father and mother and brotherswere dl aive and
friends came from Castle Auchy in Scotland and Mirenburg and France and America, together with more
distant relatives, to enjoy that unchallenged fantasy of comfort and good will. War had destroyed dl thet.
And now | stood by blackened oak and date watching the smoke rise from out of a guttering, unhappy
fireand did my best to remember * my mannersas| entertained the two gentlemen in black and silver
who had come, | was now certain, to take away my sword.

"Do you the devil'swork." Klosterheim read the coat of arms which was imbedded above the hearth.
| thought the thing was vulgar and would have removed it if it had not entailed ripping down the entire
wall. A piece of Gothic nonsense, with itsamost dchemica motifs and its dark admonishment which,
according to my reading, had once meant something rather different than it seemed. "Do you ill follow
that motto, Herr Count?"'

"There are more stories attached to the motto than to the sword. Unfortunately, as you know, our
family curse of abinism was not dways tolerated and some generations came to see it asamatter of
shame, destroying much that had been recorded where it pertained to abinos like mysdlf or, | suspect,
anything which seemed alittle strange to the kind of mentality which believes burning booksto be burning
unpa atable truths. Something we seem proneto, in Germany. So little record remains of any sense. But |
understand the motto to beironicin someway."

"Perhaps.” Klosterheim looked capable of carrying only the heaviest of ironies. "But you lost the
goblet, | understand. The Grail "

"My dear Herr Lieutenant, thereisn't an old family in Germany that doesn't have a least one Grail



legend attached to it and usually some cup or other which is supposed to represent the Grail. The sameis
truein England. Arthur had more Cameots than Mussolini hastitles. They're dl nineteenth-century
inventions. Part of the Gothic revival. The Romantic movement. A nation reinventing herself. Y ou must
know of half-a-dozen such family legends. Wolfram von Eschenbach claimed it was granite. Few can be
traced much past 1750. | can imagine, too, that with your recruitment of Wagner to the Nazi cause, your
Leader has need of such symbols, but if we did have an old goblet it haslong since gone from here.”

"| agree these associations are ridiculous.” Gaynor took himself closer to thefire. "But my father
remembers your grandfather showing him agolden bowl that had the properties of glass and metals
combined. Warm to the touch, he said, and vibrant.”

"If thereis such afamily secret, cousin, then it has not been passed on to me. My grandfather died
soon after thearmistice. | was never in his confidence.”

Klosterheim frowned, clearly unsureif he should believe me. Gaynor was openly incredulous. Y ou of
all thevon Bekswould know of such things. Y our father died because of hisstudies. Y ou've read
everything in thelibrary. Von Asch passed what he knew on to you. Why, you yoursdf, cousin, are
amost part of the museum. No doubt a better progpect than the circus.”

"Very true," | sad. | glanced at the hideous old "huntsman's clock™ over the mantel and asked him if
hewould excuse me. It wastime | turned in.

Gaynor began to try to charm hisway out of what he now understood to be an insult, but his remark
about me was no more offensive than most of his and Klosterheim's conversation. Therewas acertain
coarseness about him | hadn't noticed in the past. No doubt he had the scent of his new pack on him. It
was how heintended to survive.

"But we gill have busness" said Klogterheim.

Gaynor turned towardsthefire.

"Business? Y ou're here on business?' | pretended to be surprised.

Gaynor said quietly, not turning to look at me, "Berlin made adecision. About these specia German
relics”

"Berlin? Do you mean Hitler and Co.?"

"They arefascinated by such things, cousin.”

"They are symbols of our old German power," said Klosterheim brusquely. "They represent what so
many German aristocrats have los—the vital blood of abrave and warlike people.”

"And why would you want to take my sword from me?"

"For safekeeping, cousin.”" Gaynor stepped forward before Klosterheim could reply. " So that it's not
stolen by Bolsheviks, for instance. Or otherwise harmed. A state treasure, as|1'm sure you will agree.

Y our namewill be credited of course, in any exhibition. And there would be somefinancia recompense,
I'msure.”

"1 know nothing of the so-cdled Grail. But what would happen if | refused to give up the sword?

"It would make you, of course, an enemy of the state.” Gaynor had the decency to glance down at his
well-polished boots. "And therefore an enemy of the Nazi Party and dll it standsfor.”

"An enemy of the Nazi Party?' | spoke thoughtfully. "Only afool would antagonize Hitler and expect
tosurvive, eh?"

"Very true, cousin.”

"Wdl," | sad, as| |eft the room, "the Beks have rarely been fools. I'd better deep on the problem.”

"I'm sure your dreamswill beingpired,” said Gaynor rather crypticaly.

But Klogterheim was more direct. "We have put sentimentality behind usin modern Germany and are
making our own traditions, Herr Count. That sword isno more yoursthan it ismine. Thesword is
Germany's, asymbol of our ancient power and valor. Of our blood. Y ou cannot betray your blood.”

| looked at the inbred mountaineer and the Savic Aryan before me. | looked at my own bone-white
hand, the pale nails and faintly darker veins. "Our blood? My blood. Who invented the myth of blood?!

"Mythsare smply old truths disguised as stories,” said Klosterheim. "That is the secret of Wagner's
success.”

"It can't be hismusic. Swords, bowls and tormented souls. Did you say the sword was one of apair?



Does the owner of the Sister sword seek to own the set?

Gaynor spoke from behind Klosterheim.

"The other sword, cousin, when last heard of, wasin Jerusalem.”

| suppose | could not help smiling as | made my way to bed, yet that sense of foreboding soon
returned and by thetime | put my head on my pillow | was dready wondering how | could save my
sword and mysdlf from Hitler. Then, in astrange hypnagogic moment between waking and deeping, |
heard avoice say: "Naturally | accept paradox. Paradox isthe stuff of the multiverse. The essence of
humanity. We are sustained by paradox.” It sounded like my own voice. Yet it carried an authority, a
confidence and apower | had never known.

| thought at first someone was in the room, but then | had falen back into dumber and found my
nostrils suddenly filled with aremarkable stink. It was pungent, dmost tangible, but not unpleasant. Acrid,
dry. The smdll of snakes, perhaps? Or lizards? Massive lizards. Creatures which flew as a squadron
under the control of mortas and rained fiery venom down upon their enemies. An enemy that was not
bound by any rulessavetowin at al costs, by whatever it chose to do and be.

Deep blue patterns like gigantic butterfly wings. It was adream of flying, but unlike any | had heard of.
| was seated in agreat black saddle which appeared to have been carved from asingle piece of ebony
yet which fitted my body perfectly and from which radiated akind of membrane blending with the living
cregture. | leaned forward to place my hand on ascaly skin that was hot to the touch, suggesting an aien
metabolism, and something reared up in front of me, dl rustle and clatter and jingling of harness, casting a
vast shadow. The monstrous head of what | first took to be adinosaur and then realized was a dragon,
absolutdly dwarfing me, its mouth carrying a bit of intricately decorated gold whose tasseled decorations
were aslong as my body and which threstened to sweep against me when the head turned and avast,
glowing yelow eye regarded me with an intelligence that was inconceivably ancient, drawing on
experience of worlds which had never known mankind. And yet, was | foolish to read affection there?

Emerad green. The subtle language of color and gesture.

Flamefang.

Wasit my voice which spoke that name?

That vibrant gtink filled my lungs. There was ahint of smoke wregthing the beast's huge nodtrilsand
something like acid boiled between itslong teeth. This beast's metabolism was extraordinary. Even as|
dreamed | recalled stories of spontaneous combustion and would not have been surprised if my steed
had suddenly burst into flames beneath the saddle. There was a sensua movement of huge bones and
muscles and sinews, of scraping scaes, abooming rush as the dragon's wings best against gravity and all
the laws of common sense and then, with another thrust which thrilled my whole body, we were airborne.
Theworld fell away. It seemed so naturd to fly. Another thrust and we had reached the clouds. It felt
grangdy familiar to beriding on the back of amonger, yet guiding her with dl the gentle fluid ease of a
Vienneseriding master. A gentle touch above the ear with the staff, afingertip movement of thereins.

While my left hand held the traditiond dragon goad, the other gripped Ravenbrand, pulsng with a
horrible darkness and perpetualy running with blood, the runesin her blade glowing a brilliant scarlet.
And | heard that voice again. My own voice.

Arioch! Arioch! Blood and soulsfor my Lord Arioch!

Such barbaric splendor, such splendid savagery, such ancient, sophisticated knowledge. But all
offering avocabulary of image, word and idea utterly dien to the Enlightenment humanist that was Ulric
von Bek. Here wereideals of courage and battle prowess which whispered in my ear like enticing
obscenities, thoroughly at odds with my training and traditions. Cruel, unthinkable ideas taken for
granted. Here was a power greater than any modern human being could ever know. The power to
transform redlity.

The power of sorcery in awar fought without machines, yet more terrifying, more al-encompassing
than the Great War which had recently passed.

Arioch! Arioch!

I could not know who Arioch was, but something in my bones conjured a strong sense of subtle,
dluring evil, an evil so sophigticated it could even bdlieveitsdlf to be virtuous. Thiswas some of the scent



| had smelled on Gaynor and Klosterheim, but nothing like the wholesome beast stink of my dragon, her
massive, sinuous multicolored wings beating ale surely course across the sky. Her scales clashed faintly
and her spiky crests folded back against her spine. My modern eye marveled at these natural
aerodynamics which enabled such a creature to exist. Her heat was amost uncomfortable and every so
often adroplet of venom would form on her lips and flash to earth, burning stone, trees, even setting
water ablazefor ashort while. What strange twist of fate had made us alies? Allieswe were. Bonded in
the same way that ordinary men are bonded to ordinary animals, a most telepathic, a degp empathetic
heartbest that made our blood one, our souls fates united. When at the dawn of time had we come
together to form this complementary union?

Now man and beast climbed higher and higher into the chilly upper air, seam wafting from the
dragon's head and bodly, her tail and wings growing faintly duggish aswe reached our maximum dtitude
and looked down on aworld laid out like amap. | felt an indescribable mixture of horror and ecstasy.
Thiswas how | imagined the dreams of opium or hashish eaters. Without end. Without meaning. A
burning world. A martid world. A world which could have been my own, my twentieth-century world,
but which I knew was not. Armies and flags. Armies and flags. And in their wake, the piled corpses of
innocents. In the name of whom the flags are raised and the armies sent to war. To fight to the death to
defend the virtues of the dead.

Now, asthe clouds parted completdly, | saw that the sky wasfilled with dragons. A great squadron
of flying reptileswhose wings were at least thirty feet across and whose riders were dwarfed. A
sguadron that waited lazily, adrift in the atmosphere, for meto lead it.

In sudden terror | woke up. And looked directly into the cold eyes of Lieutenant Klosterheim.

"My gpologies, Count von Bek, but we have urgent businessin Berlin and must leave within the hour.
| thought you might have something to tell us.”

Confused by my dream and furious at Klosterheim's gracelessintrusion, | told him | would see him
downgtairs shortly.

In the breakfast room, where one of my old servants was blearily doing his best to attend to my
guests, | found them . munching ham and bread and caling for eggs and coffee.

Gaynor waved hiscup at meas| camein. "My dear fellow. How kind of you to join us. Wereceived
word from Berlin that we must return immediately. I'm so sorry to be abad guest.”

| wondered how he had received such news. A private radio, perhaps, in the car?

"Well," | sad, "weshdl just have to be content with our dull tranquillity.”

| knew what | was doing. | saw acontradiction in Klosterheim's eye. He was dmost smiling ashe
glanced down at the table.

"What about the sword, cousin?' Gaynor impatiently directed the servant to unshell hiseggs. "Have
you decided to give it up to the care of the State?"

"l don't believeit has much vaueto the State,” | said, "whereasiit has great sentimenta valueto me.”

Gaynor scowled and rose up in hischair. "Dear cousin, | am not speaking for myself, but if Berlin
were to hear your words— you would not have ahome, let doneasword to keep it in!™

"Well," | said, "I'm one of those old-fashioned Germans. | believe that duty and honor come before
persona comfort. Hitler, after al, isan Austrian and of that happy-go-lucky, tolerant nature, which thinks
lessof suchthings, I'm sure.”

Gaynor was not dow to understand my irony. He seemed to relish it. But Klosterhelm was angry
agan, | couldtel.

"Could we perhaps see the sword, cousin?' Gaynor said. "Just to verify that it isthe one Berlin seeks.
It could bethat it's the wrong blade atogether!"

| wasin no mood to put myself or the sword in jeopardy. Fantastic asit seemed, | believed both my
cousin and hislieutenant to be capable of hitting me over the head and stedling the sword if | showed it to
them.

"I'll be delighted to show it to you," | said. "As soon asit comes back from Mirenburg, where | left it
with arelative of von Asch's, to be cleaned and restored.”

"Von Asch?In Mirenburg?' Klosterheim sounded alarmed.



"A rddive" | sad. "In Baudissngaten. Do you know the man?'

"Von Asch disgppeared, did he not?' Gaynor interrupted.

"Yes. Inthe early days of the War. He wanted to visit acertain Irish idand, where he expected to find
metal of specia propertiesfor asword he wished to make, but | suspect he wastoo old for the journey.
We never heard from him again.”

"And hetold you nothing about the svord?"

"A few legends, cousin. But | scarcely remember them. They didn't seem remarkable.”

"And he mentioned nothing of asster sword?!

"Absolutely nothing. | doubt if oursisthe blade you seek.”

"I'm beginning to suspect that you'reright. I'll do my best to put your point of view to Berlin, but it will
be difficult to present it in asympathetic light.”

"They have called on the spirit of Old Germany,” | said. "They'd be wise to respect that spirit and not
coarsen its meaning to suit their own brutal agendas.”

"And perhaps we would be wise to report such treacherous remarks before we are somehow
contaminated by them ourselves." Klogterheim's strange, cold eyesflared likeicein sudden firdight.

Gaynor tried to make light of thisthrest. "1 would remind you, cousin, that the Fihrer will look very
positively on someone who bestows such a gift to the nation.” He seemed allittle too emphatic, reveding
his desperation. He cleared histhroat. "Any preconceptions that you, like so many of your class, aea
traitor to the New Germany will be dispelled.”

He was dmost unconscioudy speaking the language of deceit and obfuscation. The kind of
double-tak which dways signds adearth of mora and intellectud content. He was already, whatever he
had said to me, aNazi.

| went with them to the outside door and stood on the steps as their driver brought the Mercedes
around. It was till dark, with adiver of moon on apae horizon. | watched the black and chrome car
move dowly away down the drive towards those ancient gates, each topped by atime-worn sculpture.
Firedrakes. They reminded me of my dream.

They reminded methat my dream had been considerably lessterrifying than my present redlity.

| wondered when | would be receiving my next Nazi guests and whether they would be as easily
refused as Gaynor and Klosterheim.



Chapter Three
Vigting Strangers

That same evening | received atelephone call from the mysterious " Gertie." She suggested that around
sunset | go down to the river which marked the northern edge of our land. There someone would contact
me. Therewasasnapintheair. | was perfectly happy to stroll down through that lovely rolling parkland
to the little bridge which connected, viaawicket gate, with a public path which had once been the main
road to the town of Bek. The ruts were hardened into miniature mountain ranges. Few used the path.
Now onerarely saw anything but an occasiond pair of lovers or an old man walking his dog.

Just on that point of dusk between night and day, when afaint shivering mist had begun to risefrom
theriver, | saw atdl figure appear on the bridge and wait patiently at the gate for meto unlock it. |
moved forward quickly, apologeticaly. Somehow | had not seen the man approach. | opened the gate,
welcoming him onto my land. He stepped swiftly through, closdly followed by adighter figure, who |
thought at first must be abodyguard, sinceit carried alongbow and a quiver of arrows.

"Areyou Gertie's friends?" | asked the prearranged question.

"Weknow her very well," answered the archer. A woman's voice, low and commanding. Her face
hooded against the evening chill, she stepped forward out of the tall man's shadow and took my hand. A
strong, soft, dry handshake. The cloth of her cloak and the tunic beneath had a strange shimmering
qudity and the shades were unfamiliar. | wondered if thiswere some sort of stage costume. She might
have been a German demigoddessin one of those interminable folk plays the Nazis encouraged
everywhere. | invited them up to the house, but the man declined. His head lifted from within adarkness
it seemed to carry asakind of aura. He was gaunt, relatively young, and his blind eyeswere glaring
emerdds, asif he gared past meinto afuture so monstrous, so cruel and so agonizing that he sought any
digtraction from its constant presence.

| believe your house has dready been microphoned,” he said. "Evenif it has not been, it'sawayswise
to behave asif the Nazis could be listening. Well stay out here for awhile and then, when our businessis
done, perhaps go into the house for some refreshment?”

Y ou will bewecome."

Hisvoice was surprisingly light and pleasant, with afaint Austrian accent. He introduced himsdlf as
Herr El and his handshake was a so reassuring. | knew | was in the presence of aman of substance. His
dark green cape and hat were familiar enough clothing in Germany to cause no comment, but they aso
had the effect of disguising him, for the great collar could be pulled around the face and the brim tugged
down to put what remained in shadow. There was something familiar about him and | was surewe had
met at least once before, probably in Mirenburg.

"Y ou're here to help mejoin the White Rose Society, | presume?’ | strolled with them through the
ornamenta shrubberies. "Tofight againg Hitler."

"We are certainly hereto help you fight againgt Hitler," said the young woman, ""since you, Count
Ulric, are destined for specific dutiesin the struggle.”

She, too, gave me the impression that we had met before. | was surprised at her outlandish costume,
which | would have thought would have attracted unwanted attention in the streets of the average
German town, but guessed she was taking part in some cel ebration, some charade. Were they on their
way to aparty?

"Perhaps you know that | had avist from my cousin Gaynor yesterday. He has Germanized his name
and cals himsdf Paul von Minct. He's become aNazi, though he deniesit.”

"Like so many, Gaynor sees Hitler and Company as furthering their own power. They cannot redlize
to what extent Hitler and his people are both fascinated by power and addicted to it. They desire it more
than ordinary people. They think of nothing ese. They are constantly scheming and counter-scheming,
always ahead of the game, because most of us don't even know there's agame being played.” He spoke
with the urbanity of an old Franz Josef Viennese cosmopolitan. For me he represented areassuring padt,
alesscynicd time.

The young woman's face remained hidden, and she wore smoked glasses so that | could not see her



eyes. | was surprised she could see at al asthe dusk turned to darkness. She choseto it on an old stone
bench, she said, and ligten to the last of the birdsong. Meanwhile Herr El and mysdalf dowly waked
amongst formal beds and borders which were just beginning to show the shoots of our first flowers. He
asked me ordinary questions, mostly about my background, and | was happy to answer. | knew that the
White Rose had to be more than careful. Oneinformer and the best these people could hope for would
betheguillotine.

He asked me what | hoped to achieve by joining. | said that the overthrow of Hitler was the chief
reason. He asked meif | thought that would rid us of Nazis, and | was forced to admit that | did not.

"So how are we to defeat the Nazis?' asked Herr El, pausing beneath one of our old ornamental
statues, so worn that the face was unrecogni zable. "With machine guns? With rhetoric? With passive
resstance?'

It was asif hewastrying to dissuade me from joining, telling me that the society could not possibly
have effect.

| answered dmogt unthinkingly. "By example, Sr, surdy?"

He seemed pleased with thisand nodded dightly. "It is pretty much al most of ushave," he agreed.
"And we can hel p people escape. How would you function in that respect, Count Ulric?'

"l could use my house. There are many secret parts. | could hide people. | could probably hide a
radio, too. Obvioudy, we can get people into Poland and a so to Hamburg. We're fairly well positioned
asadtaging pog, I'd say. | can only make these offers, sir, because | am naive. Whatever function you
find for me, of course will fulfill."

"l hope s0," hesaid. "1 will tell you at once that this houseis not safe. They aretoo interested init. Too
interested in you. And something ese here ..."

"My old black sword, | think."

"Exactly. And acup?'

"Believe me, Herr El, they spoke of acup, but | have no ideawhat they meant. We have no legendary
chalicea Bek. And if we had, we would not hide our honor!"

"Just 0," murmured Herr El. "I do not believe you have the chdice ether. But the sword isimportant.
It must not become their property.”

"Doesit have more symbolic meaning than | know?"

"The meaningsto be derived from that particular blade, Count Ulric, are, | would say, dmost infinite.”

"It's been suggested that the sword has a power of her own,” | said.

"Indeed,” he agreed. "Some even believe she hasa soul.”

| found thismystical tenor alittle discomforting and attempted to change the subject. Theair was
growing cold again and | had begun to shiver alittle. "My vigtors of yesterday, who |eft thismorning,
looked asif they could use asoul or two. They've sold their own to the Nazis. Do you think Herr Hitler
will last? My guessisthat hisrank and file will pull him down. They are dready grumbling about
betrayd."

"One should not underestimate awegkling who has spent most of hislife dreaming of power, studying
power, yearning for power. That he has no ability to handle power is unfortunate, but he believes that the
more he has, the easier it will be for him to control. We are dedling with amind, Count Ulric, that is at
once deeply bana and profoundly mad. Because such minds are beyond our common experience, we do
our best to make them seem more ordinary, more paatable to us. We give them motive and meaning
which are closer to our own. Their motives are raw, dear Count. Savage. Uncivilized. The naked basic
greedy primeva stuff of existence, unrefined by any humanity, which is determined to survive at any cost
or, if that isitsonly option, to bethelast to die"

| found thisalittle melodramatic for my somewhat puritanical educetion. "Don't some of hisfollowers
cal him Lucky Adolf?' | asked. "lsn't he just anagty little street orator who has, by sheer chance, been
elevated to the Chancellory? Are hisbandities not smply those you will find in the head of any ordinary
Austrian petite bourgeois? Which iswhy he's so popular.”

"| agreethat hisideas mirror those you'l find in any small-town shopkeeper, but they are elevated by
apsychopathic vison. Even the words of Jesus, Count Ulric, can be reduced to sentimental bandlities.



Who can truly describe or even recognize genius? We can judge by action and by what those actions
accomplish. Hitler's strength could be that he was dismissed too readily by people of our classand
background. Not for the first time. Thelittle Corsican colond appeared to come from nowhere.
Successful revolutionaries rarely announce themselves as anything but champions of the old virtues. The
peasants supported Lenin because they believed he was going to return the Tsar to histhrone.

"Y ou don't believe in men of destiny then, Herr EI?

"Onthe contrary. | believe that every so often the world creates amonster which represents either its
very best or its very worst desires. Every so often the monster goes out of control and it is|eft to certain
of us, who call ourselves by various names, to fight that monster and to show that it can be wounded, if
not destroyed. Not all of ususe guns or swords. Well use words and the ballot box. But sometimesthe
result isthe same. For it ismotive, in the end, which the public must examinein itsleaders. And, given
time, that is exactly what a mature democracy does. But when it isfrightened and bullied into bigotry it no
longer behaves like amature democracy. And that iswhen the Hitlers move in. The public soon beginsto
see how little his actions and words suit their interest and hisvote is dwindling by the time he makeshis
find lungefor power and, through luck and cunning, suddenly he finds himsdlf in charge of agrest,
civilized nation which had failed once to understand the red brutality of war and desired never to know
that redlity again. | believe that Hitler rep-resents the demonic aggression of anation drowninginitsown
orthodoxies."

"And who represents the angdlic qualities of that nation, Herr EI? The communists?”

"Theinvisible people mostly," hereplied serioudy. "The ordinary heroes and heroines of these
appd ling conflicts between corrupted Chaos and degenerate Law as the multiverse growstired and her
denizenslack the will or the meansto help her renew hersdf.”

"A gloomy prospect,” | said quite cheerfully. | understood the philosophical position and looked
forward to arguing it over aglass or two of punch. My spirits lightened considerably and | suggested that
perhaps we could go discreetly into the house and draw the curtains before my people turned on the
lamps.

He glanced towards the pale young "Diana," who had still to remove her dark spectacles, and she
seemed to acquiesce. | led the way up the steps to the veranda and from there through French doorsinto
my study, where | drew the heavy velvet curtains and lit the oil lamp which stood on my desk. My
vigtors|looked curioudy at my packed bookshelves, the clutter of documents, maps and old volumes
over every surface, the lamplight giving everything golden warmth and contragt, their shadows faling upon
my library as gracefully they moved from shelf to shdlf. It was asif they had been deprived of booksfor
too long. There was an dmost greedy darting speed about the way they reached for titlesthat attracted
themand | fet oddly virtuous, asif | had brought food to the starving. But even asthey quested through
my books, they continued to question me, continued to elaborate asif they sought the limits of my
intellectua capacity. Eventudly, they seemed satisfied. Then they asked if they could see Ravenbrand. |
amost refused, so protective had | become of my trust. But | was certain of their credentials. They were
not my enemies and they meant menoill.

And 0, overcoming my fear of betrayd, | led my vistors down into the system of cdlars and tunnels
which ran deep beneath our foundations and whose passages led, according to old stories, into
mysterious realms. The most mysterious relm | had encountered was the cavern of natural rock, cold
and strangely dry, inwhich | had buried our oldest heirloom, the Raven Sword. | stooped and drew back
the stones which appeared to be part of the wall and reaching into the cavity, brought out the hard case |
had commissioned. | laid the case on an old dedl table in the middle of the cave and took akey on my
keychain to unlock it.

Even as| threw back thelid to show them the sword, some strange trick of the air caused the blade
to begin murmuring and singing, like an old man in his dotage, and | was momentarily blinded not by a
light, but by ablackness which seemed to blaze from the blade and was then gone. As| blinked against
that strange phenomenon | thought | saw another figure sanding near thewall. A figure of exactly the
same height and generd shape as mysdf, itswhite face staring hard into mine, itsred eyes blazing with a
mixture of anger and perhaps mocking intelligence. Then the gpparition had gone and | was reaching into



the case to take out the great two-handed sword, which could be used so readily in one. | offered the hilt
to Herr El but he declined firmly, dmost asif hewas afraid to touch it. The woman, too, kept her
distance from the sword and amoment or two later | closed the case, replacing it in thewall.

"She seemsto behave alittle differently in company,” | said. | tried to make light of something which
had disturbed me, yet | could not be absolutely sure what it was. | did not want to believe that the sword
had supernatural qudities. The supernatural and | were best |eft to meet once aweek, in the company of
others, to hear agood sermon from the loca pastor. | began to wonder if perhaps the couple were
tricking me in someway, but | had no sense of levity or of deception. Neither had wanted to be near the
blade. They shared my fear of its oddness.

"It isthe Black Sword," Herr El told the huntress. "And soon we shdl find out if it still hasasoul.”

| must have raised an eyebrow at this. | think he smiled. "'l suppose | sound fanciful to you, Count
Ulric. | gpologize. | am so used to speaking in metaphor and symbol that | sometimes forget my ordinary
languege.”

"I've heard many claims made for the sword,” | said. "Not least by the one whose family dmost
certainly forged it. Y ou know von Asch?'

"1 know they are amiths. Doesthe family ill live herein Bek?!

"The old man left just before the beginning of the War," | said. "He had some important journey of his
own to make."

"Y ou asked no questions?

"Itignt my way."

He understood this. We were walking out of the chamber now, back up the narrow twisting stair that
would take usto acorridor and from there to a door and another flight or two of stepswhere, if we were
lucky, the air would become easier to breathe.

The scenefdt far too close to something from amelodramatic version of Wagner for my taste and |
was glad to be back in the study where my guests again began to move amongst my books even aswe
continued our strange conversation. They were not impolite, merely profoundly curious. It was no doubt
their curiogity which had brought them to their present situation, that and acommon feding for humanity.
Herr El wasimpressed by my firgt edition of Grimmel shausen. Smplicissimus was one of hisfavorite
books, he said. Was| familiar with that period?

Asmuch asany, | said. The Beks appeared to have shifted their loyaties as thoroughly as most
families during the Thirty Y ears War, fighting origindly for the Protestant cause but frequently finding
themselves side by side with Catholics. Perhaps that was the nature of war?

He said he had heard arumor that my namesake had written an account of those times. There were
records in acertain monastery which referred to them. Did | have aversion of it?

| had never heard of it, | said. The most famous memoirs were the fabrications of my scapegrace
ancestor Manfred, who claimed to have gone to faraway lands by balloon and to have had supernatura
adventures. He was an embarrassment to the rest of us. The account still existed, as| understood, ina
bad English version, but even that had been heavily edited. The origina was atogether too grotesque and
fantastic to be even remotely credible. Even the English, with their taste for such stuff, gaveit no great
credence. For such adull family, we occasiondly threw up the most peculiar sorts. | spoke ironically, of
course, of my own strange appearance.

"Indeed," said Herr El, accepting aglass of cognac. The young woman refused. "And herewe areina
society which attempts to slamp out al difference, indsts on conformism againgt al redity. Tidy minds
make bad governors. Do you not fedl we should celebrate and cultivate variety, Count Ulric, whilewe
have the opportunity?'

Whilein no way antagonigtic to them, | felt that perhapsthese visitors, too, had come for something
and been disappointed.

Then suddenly the young woman till cowled and wearing dark glasses murmured to the tall man who
put down his unfinished drink and began to move rapidly, with her, towards the French doors and the
veranda beyond.

"One of uswill contact you again, soon. But remember, you are in great danger. Whilethe sword is



hidden, they will let you live. Fear not, Herr Count, you will serve the White Rose.”

| saw them melt into the darkness beyond the veranda. | went outside to take alast breath or two of
clear night air. As | looked down towards the bridge | thought | saw the white hare running again. For a
flashing moment | thought she followed awhite raven which flew just above her head. | saw nothing,
however, of the man and the woman. Eventually, losing hope of seeing the hare or the bird again, | went
inside, locked the doors and drew the heavy curtains.

That night | dreamed | again flew on the back of adragon. Thistime the scene was peaceful. | soared
over the dender towers and minarets of afantastic city which blazed with vivid colors. | knew the name
of the city. | knew that it was my home.

But home though it was, sight of it filled mewith longing and anguish and at length | turned the dragon
away, flying gracefully over the massing waters of adark and endless ocean. Flying towards the great
slver-gold disk of the moon which filled the horizon.

| was awakened early that morning by the sound of carsin the drive. When | was at last ableto find
my dressing gown and go to afront window | saw that there were three vehicles outside. All officia. Two
were Mercedes saloons and one was a black police van. | was familiar enough with the scene. No doubt
someone had come to arrest me.

Or perhapsthey only intended to frighten me.

| thought of leaving by aback door but then imagined the indignity of being caught by guards posted
there. | heard voicesin the hallway now. Nobody was shouting. | heard a servant say they would wake
me

| went back to my room and when the servant arrived | told him | would be down shortly. | washed,
shaved and groomed mysdlf, put on my army uniform and then began to descend the stairsto the hall
where two Gestapo plainclothesmen, distinguished by identical leather coats, waited. The occupants of
the other vehiclesmust, as | suspected, have been positioned around the house.

"Good morning, gentlemen.” | paused on one of the bottom gtairs. "How can we help you?' Band
remarks, but somehow appropriate here.

"Count Ulric von Bek?' The speaker had been less successful shaving. Hisface was covered in tiny
nicks. His swarthy companion looked young and alittle nervous.

"Thesame" | said. "And you, gentlemen, are—" "I'm Lieutenant Bauer and thisis Sergeant Stiftung.
We understand you to be in possession of certain state property. My orders, Count, are to receive that
property or hold you ligble for its safety. If, for instance, it has been logt, you aone can be held to
account for failing in your stewardship. Believe me, Sir, we have no wish to cause you any distress. This
matter can be quickly brought to a satisfactory conclusion.”

"l give you my family heirloom or you arrest me?"' "Asyou can see, Herr Count, we should in the end
be successful. So would you like to reach that conclusion from behind the wire of a concentration camp
or would you rather reach it in the continuing comfort of your own home?'

Histhreatening sarcasm made me impatient. "I would guess my company would be better in the
camp,” | told him.

And so, before | had had my breskfast, | was arrested, handcuffed and placed in the van whose hard
seets were constantly threatening to throw me to the floor as we bumped over the old road from Bek.
No shouts. No thresats of violence. No swearing. Just a smooth transition. One moment | was free,
captain of my own fate, the next | was a prisoner, no longer the possessor of my own body. Theredlity
was beginning to impinge rapidly, well before the van stopped, and | was ordered far less politely to step
into the coldness of some kind of courtyard. An old castle, perhaps? Something they had turned into a
prison? The walls and cobbles were in bad repair. The place seemed to have been abandoned for some
years. There was new barbed wire running along the top and a couple of roughly roofed machine-gun
posts. Though my legswould hardly hold me at first, | was shoved through an archway and a series of
dirty tunnelsto emergeinto alarge compound full of the kind of temporary huts built for refugees during
theWar. | redized | had been brought to afair-sized concentration camp, perhaps the nearest to Bek,
but I had no idea of its name until 1 was bundled through another door, back into the main building and
made to stand before some kind of reception officer, who seemed uncomfortable with the situation. |



was, after dl, in my army uniform, wearing my honors and not evidently a political agitator or foreign spy.
| had been determined that they should be confronted by this evidence since, to me at least, it advertised
the absurdity of their regime.

| was charged, it seemed, with political activities threstening the property and security of the State and
was held under "protective custody.” | had not been accused of a crime or alowed to defend mysdlf. But
there would have been no point.

Everyone engaged in thisfilthy charade knew that thiswas merely apiece of playacting, that the Nazis
ruled above alaw which they had openly despised, just asthey despised the principles of the Christian
religion and dl itsadmonishments.

| was alowed to keep my uniform but had to give up my leather accoutrements. Then | wasled
deeper into the building to asmal room, likeamonk'scell. Here | wastold | would stay until my turn
camefor interrogation.

| had afair ideathat theinterrogation would be alittle less subtle than that 1'd enjoyed from Prince
Gaynor or the Gestapo.



Chapter Four
Camp Life

Better writersthan | have experienced worse terrors and anguish than | knew in those camps and my
casewas, if anything, privileged compared to poor Mr. Feldmann with whom | shared acell during a
"sueeze’ when the Gestapo and their SA bullyboys were busier than usud.

Of course, | lost my uniform thefirst day. Ordered to shower and then finding nothing to wear but
black and white striped prison clothes, far too small for me, with ared "politicd™ star sewn on them, |
was given no choice. While | dressed, bellowing SA mocked me and made lewd comments reminding
me of their leader Robin'sinfamous proclivities. | had never anticipated this degree of fear and
wretchedness, yet | never once regretted my decision. Ther crudeness somehow sustained me. The
worse | was treated, the more | was singled out for hardship, the more | came to understand how
important my family heirloomswereto the Nazis. That such power should still seek more power reveded
how fundamentally insecure these people were. Their creed had been the rationdizations of the
displaced, the cowardly, the unvictorious. It was not a creed suited for command. Thustheir brutdity
increased dmogt daily astheir leader and his creatures came to fear even the most minor resstance to
their will. And this meant, too, thet they were ultimately vulnerable. Their children knew their vulnerability.

My initia interrogation had been harsh, threatening, but | had not suffered much physica violence so
far. | think they were giving me a"taste" of camp lifein order to soften me up. In other words, | still might
find an open gate out of thishell if | learned my lesson. | was, indeed, learning lessons.

The Nazis were destroying the infrastructure of democracy and ingtitutionaized law which they had
exploited in order to gain their power. But without that infrastructure, their power could only be sustained
by increased violence. Such violence, as we dways see, ultimately destroys itself. Paradox is sometimes
the most reassuring quality the multiverse possesses. It's ahappy thought, for one of my background and
experience, to know that God isindeed a paradox.

Asardatively honored prisoner of the Sachsenburg camp, | was given ashared cdll in the castle itsdlf,
which had been used as a prisoner-of-war camp during the Great War and was run on pretty much the
samelines. We"ingde' prisonerswere given better trestment, dightly better food and some | etter-writing
privileges, whilethe"outsde' prisoners, in the huts, were regimented in the most barbaric ways and killed
amog casudly for any violation of the many rules. For "ingders" there was always the threat of going
"outsde" if you failed to behave yoursdf.

Give a German of my kind daily terror and every misery, give him the threat of desth and the sght of
decent human beings murdered and tortured before his hel pless eyes, and he will escape, if he can
ecape at dl, into philosophy. Thereisaleve of experience at which your emotions and mind, your soul
perhaps, fail to function. They fail to absorb, if you like, the horror around them. Y ou become akind of
zombie

Y et even zombies havether levels of feding and understanding, dim echoes of their origina
persondities—awhisper of generosity, apassing moment of sympathy. But anger, which must sustain
you at these times, is the hardest to hold on to. Some zombies are able to give every appearance of ill
being human. They talk. They reminisce. They philosophize. They show no anger or despair. They are
perfect prisoners.

| suppose | waslucky to shareacedl first with ajournalist whose work | had read in the Berlin papers,
Hans Hellander, and then, by some bureaucratic accident when the"in" cellswerefilling too fast for the
"out," Erich Feldmann, who had written as"Henry Grimm" and had a so been classified asapoaliticd,
rather than with the yellow star of the Jew. Three philosophizing zombies. With two bunks between us,
sharing as best we could and sustaining ourselves on swill and the occasiond parcel from theforeign
volunteers il alowed to work in Germany, we relived the comradeship we had al known in the
trenches. Beyond the castle wdlls, in the "out™" huts of the compounds, we frequently heard the most
bloodcurdling shrieks, the crack of shots, and other even more disturbing sounds, lessreadily identified.

Sleep brought me no benefit, no escape. The most peaceful dream | had was of awhite hare running
through snow, leaving atrail of blood. And still | dreamed of dragons and swords and mighty armies.



Any Freudian would have found me aclassic case. Perhaps | was, but to me those things were
resl—morevivid than life.

| thought that | began to see mysdlf in these dreams. A figure dmost dwaysin shadow, with itsface
shaded, that regarded me from hard, steady eyesthe color and depth of rubies. Bleak eyeswhich held
more knowledge than | would carefor. Did | ook a my future salf?

Somehow | saw this doppelganger asan dly, yet at the sametime | was thoroughly afraid of him.

When it was my turn for abunk, | dept wel. Even on thefloor of the prison, | usualy achieved some
kind of rest. The guards were amixture of SA and members of the prison service, who did their best to
follow old regulations and see that we were properly treated. Thiswasimpossible, by the old standards,
but it till meant we occasiondly saw adoctor and very rarely one of uswas released back to hisfamily.

We dready knew we were privileged. That we were in one of the most comfortable campsin the
country. Although till only hinting &t the death factories of Auschwitz and Treblinka, Dachau and some of
the other places were becoming recognized as mur-der camps and this, of course, long before the Nazis
hed ever considered making the Find Solution aredlity.

| was not to know my own "lesson” was only just beginning. After about two months of this, | was
summoned from my cedll one day by SA Hauptsturmfuhrer Hahn whom we'd cometo fear, especialy
when he was accompanied, as now, by two uniformed thugs we knew as Fritzi and Franzi, Since one was
tall and thin while the other was short and fat. They reminded us of the famous cartoon characters. Hahn
looked like most other SA officers, with a puffy face, atoothbrush mustache, aplug of anose and two or
threetiny receding chins. All he lacked to make him identical to hisleader Rohm were the hideous
scarred face and the rapaci ous proclivities which would make men hide their sons when he and hisgang
cameto town.

| was marched between Fritzi and Franzi up and down gtairs, through tunnels and corridors until | was
brought at last to the commandant's office where Mg or Haudeiter, a corrupt old drunk who would have
been drummed out of any decent army, awaited me. Since my reception, when he had seemed
embarrassed, | had only seen him at adistance. Now he seemed nervous. Somethingwasin theair and |
had afeding that Haudeiter would be the last to know what was redlly going on. He told methat | was
being paroled on "humanitarian leave' under the charge of my cousin, now Mgor von Minct, for a"tria
period." He advised me to keep my nose clean and cooperate with people who only had my good at
heart. If | returned to Sachsenburg, it might not be with the same privileges.

Someone had found my clothes. Doubtless Gaynor or one of his people had brought them from Bek.
The shirt and suit hung on my thinner than usua body, but | dressed carefully, tying the laces of my shoes,
making anegt knot of my tie, determined to look aswell as possible when | confronted my cousin.

Escorted into the castle courtyard by Fritzi and Franzi, | found Prince Gaynor waiting beside hiscar.
Klosterheim was not with him, but the glowering driver was the same.

Gaynor raised hishand in that ridiculous"salute’ borrowed from American movie versons of Roman
history and bid me good afternoon.

| got into the car without aword. | was smiling to mysdif.

When we were driving through the gates and leaving the prison behind, Gaynor asked mewhy | was
amiling.

"1 was smply amused by the lengths of playacting you and your kind are willing to alow yoursdves.
And gpparently without embarrassment.”

He shrugged. "Some of usfind it easier to ape the absurd. After dl, the world has become completely
absurd, hasit not?"

"The humorous aspects are alittle wasted on some of those camp inmates,” | said. In prison | had met
journaigts, doctors, lawyers, scientists, musicians, most of whom had been brutdized in someway. "All
we can see are degenerate brutes pulling down a culture because they cannot understand it. Bigotry
elevated to the status of law and palitics. A decline into a barbarism worse than we knew in the Middle
Ages, with theideas of that time turned into 'truth.’ They are told obvious lies—that some six hundred
and forty thousand Jewish citizens somehow control the mgority of the population. Y et every German
knows at least one 'good' Jew, which meansthat there are sixty million ‘good’ Jewsin the country. Which



means that the 'bad’ Jews are heavily outnumbered by the'good.’ A problem Goebbels hasyet to solve.”

"Oh, I'm surehewill intime." Gaynor had removed his cap and was unbuttoning his uniform jacket.
"The best liesare those which carry the familiarity of truth with them. And the familiar lie often soundslike
the truth, even to the most refined of us. A resonant story, you know, will do the trick with the right
ddivery ..."

I must admit the spring air was refreshing and | thoroughly enjoyed the long driveto Bek. | scarcely
wanted it to end, since | had anxieties about what | might find at my home. After asking me how | had
liked the camp, Gaynor said very little to me as we drove along. Hewaslessfull of himsdlf than when I'd
last seen him. | wondered if he had made promises to his masters which he'd been unable to keep.

It was dusk before we passed through Bek's gates and came to astop in the drive outside the main
door. The house was unusually dark. | asked what had happened to the servants. They had resigned, |
was told, once they redlized they had been working for atraitor. One had even died of shame. | asked
hisname. "Raiter, | believe”

| knew that fedling had returned. My spirits sank. My oldest, most faithful retainer. Had they killed him
asking him questions about me?

"The coroner reported that Reiter died of shame, eh?' "Officidly, of course, it wasthe heart attack.”
Gaynor stepped out into the darkness and opened my door for me. "But I'm sure two resourceful fellows
like uswill be able to make oursalves at home."

"Youredaying?'

"Naturdly," hesaid. "You arein my custody, after al." Together we ascended the steps. Therewasa
crude padlock on the door. Gaynor called the driver to come forward and open it. Then we stepped into
ahousethat smelled strongly of damp and neglect and worse. There was no gas or electricity, but the
driver discovered some candles and oil lamps and with the help of these | surveyed the wreckage of my
home. It had been ransacked.

Most things of vaue were gone. Pictures had vanished from walls. Vases. Ornaments. Thelibrary had
disappeared. Everything else was scattered and broken where Gaynor's thugs had clearly left it. Not a
room in the house was undamaged. In some cases where there was nothing at all of value, men had
urinated and defecated in the rooms. Only fire, | thought, could possibly cleanse the place now.

"The police seem to have been alittle untidy in their searches”

Gaynor said lightly. Hisface was thrown into sharp, demonic contrast by the oil lamp'slight. Hisdark
eyes glittered with unwholesome pleasure.

| knew too much sdlf-discipline and was far too week physically to throw mysalf on him, but the
impulse wasthere. As anger came back, so, in astrange way, did life.

"Did you supervise this disgusting business?" | asked him.

"I'm afraid | wasin Berlin during most of the search. By thetime | arrived, Klosterheim and his people
had created this. Naturally, | berated them."

He didn't expect to be believed. His tone of mockery remained.

"Y ou were looking for a sword, no doubt.”

"Exactly, cousin. Y our famous sword.”

"Famous, gpparently, amongst Nazis," | retorted, "but not amongst civilized human beings.
Presumably you found nothing.”

“It'swell hidden."

"Or perhapsit does not exist.”

"Our orders are to tear the place down, stone by stone and beam by beam, until it is nothing but
debris, if we haveto. Y ou could save dl this, dear cousin. Y ou could save yoursdlf. Y ou could be sure of
spending your life in contentment, an honored citizen of the Third Reich. Do you not yearn for these
things, cousn?"

"Not at al, cousin. I'm more comfortable than | wasin the trenches. | have better company. What |
yearn for is atogether more generd. And perhaps unattainable. | yearn for ajust world in which educated
men like yoursdlf understand their responsibilities to the people, in which issues are decided by informed
public debate, not by bigotry and filthy rhetoric.”



"What? Sachsenburg hasn't shown you thefolly of your childish idedism? Perhgpsit'stime for you to
vigt Dachau or some camp where you'll be far less comfortable than you were in those damned trenches.
Ulric, don't you think those trenches meant something to me, too!" He had suddenly lost his mockery.
"When | had to watch men of both sides dying for nothing, being lied to for nothing, being threatened for
nothing. Everything for nothing.

Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. And seeing al that nothing, are you surprised someone like mysdalf might
not grow cynical and redize that nothing isal we havein our future.”

"Some come to the same redlization but decide we till have it in usto make alife on earth. Through
tolerance and good will, cousin.”

He laughed openly at that. He waved a gauntleted hand around the ruins of my study.

"Wdl, well, cousin. Are you pleased with everything your good will has brought you?"

"It hasleft me with my dignity and self-respect.” Sanctimonious asthat sounded, | knew | might never
have another chanceto say it.

"Oh, dear Ulric. Y ou have seen how we end, have you not? Writhing in filthy ditchestrying to push
our own guts back into our bodies? Shrieking like terrified rats? Climbing over the corpses of friendsto
get acrust of dirty bread? And worse. We al saw worse, did we not?"

"And better, perhaps. Some of us saw visions. Miracles. The Angd of Mons."

"Delusions. Crimind delusions. We cannot escape the truth. We must make what we can of our
hideous world. In truth, cousin, it's safe to say that Satan rulesin Germany today. Satan rules
everywhere. Haven't you noticed? America, where they hang black men on awhim and where the Ku
Klux Klan now puts state governorsinto office? England, which kills, imprisons and exiles thousands of
Indians who naively seek the samerights as other citizens of the Empire? France? Italy? All those
civilized nations of the world, who brought us our greast music, our literature, our philosophy and our
sophisticated politics. What was the result of dl this refinement? Gas warfare? Tanks? Battle airplanes? If
| seem contemptuous of you, cousin, it is because you ingst on seeking the delusion. | have respect only
for peoplelike mysdf, who see the truth for what it is and make sure their own lives are not made
wretched by alegiance to some worthless principle, some nobleided, which could well be the very idedl
which sends usinto the next war, and the next. The Nazisareright. Lifeisamatter of brute struggle.
Nothing e seisred. Nothing."

Again, | wasamused. | found hisideas worthless and foolish, entirely saf-pitying. Thelogic of aweak
man who arrogantly assumed himsdlf stronger than hewas. | had seen otherslike him. Their own failures
became the failures of whole classes, governments, races or nations. The most picturesque wereinclined
to blame the entire universe for their own inability to be the heroes they imagined themsalvesto be.
Sdf-pity trandated into aggression is an unpredictable and unworthy force.

"Y our self-esteem seemsto risein direct proportion to the decline of your salf-respect,” | said.

Asif from habit, he swung on me, raisng hisgloved fist. Then my eyeslocked with hisand he
dropped hisarm, turning away. "Oh, cousin, you understand so little of mankind's capacity for cruelty,”
he hissed. "I trust you'll have no further experience of it. Just tell me where the sword and cup are
hidden."

"1 know nothing of acup and sword,” | said. "Or its companion blade." That was the closest | cameto
lying. | wanted to go no further than that. My own sense of honor demanded | stop.

Gaynor sighed, tapping hisfoot on the old boards. "Where could you have hidden it? We found its
case. No doubt where you left it for us. Inthat cellar. Thefirst place we searched. | guessed you'd be
naive enough to bury your treasures as degp as you could. A few taps on the wall and we found the
cavity. But we had underestimated you. What did you do with that sword, cousin?'

| amost laughed adoud. Had someone e se stolen Ravenbrand? Someone who held it in no particular
vaue? No wonder the house wasin such acondition.

Gaynor was like awolf. His eyes continued to search thewalls and crannies. He paced nervoudy as
he talked.

"We know the sword'sin the house. Y ou didn't takeit away. You didn't giveit to your vistors. So
where did you put it, cousn?'



"Thelast | saw Ravenbrand wasin that case.”

Hewas disgusted. "How can someone so idedlistic be such a

thoroughgoing liar. Who e se could have taken the sword from the case, cousn? We interrogated al
the servants. Even old Reiter didn't confess until his confession was clearly meaningless. Which left you,
cousin. Not up the chimneys. Not under the floorboards. Not in a secret panel or a cupboard. We know
how to search these old places. Not in the attics or the eaves or the beams or thewadlls, asfar aswe can
discover. We know your father lost the cup. We got that out of Reiter. He heard one name, 'Miggea.' Do
you know that name? No? Would you like to see Reiter, by the way? It might take you awhile to spot
something about him that you recognize.”

Having nothing to gain from controlling my anger, | had the satisfaction of striking him one good blow
on the ear, like abad schoolboy.

"Be quiet, Gaynor. Y ou sound as banal asavillain from ameodrama. Whatever you did to Reiter or
do to me, I'm sureit'sthe foulest thing your fouler brain could invent.”

"Hattering me at thislate sageisalittle pointless.” He grumbled to himsalf as, rubbing hisear, he
marched about the ruins of my study. He had become used to brutish power. He acted like afrustrated
ape. Hewastrying to recover himself, but hardly knew how anymore.

At last he regained some poise. "There are a couple of beds upstairswhich are till al right. Well
deep there. I'll let you consder your problem overnight. And then I'll cheerfully give you up to the
mercies of Dachau.”

And s0, in the bedroom where my mother had given birth to me and where she had eventuadly died, |
dept, handcuffed to the bedpost with my worst enemy in the other bed. My dreamswere all of pae
landscapes over which ran the white hare who led meto atal man, standing alonein aglade. A man who
was my double. Whose crimson eyes stared into my crimson eyes and who murmured urgent words |
could not hear. And | knew aterror degper than anything | had so far experienced. For amoment |
thought | saw the sword. And | awoke screaming.

Much to Gaynor's satisfaction.

"S0 you've cometo your senses,” he said. He sat up in abed covered with femininelinen. An
incongruous sight. He jumped to the floor in hissilk underwear and rang abell. A few moments later,
Gaynor's driver arrived with his uniform amost perfectly pressed. | was uncuffed and my own clothes
were handed to mein apillowcase. | did my best to look as smart as possible while Gaynor waited
impatiently for histurn in the only surviving bathroom.

The driver served us bread and cheese on plates he had evidently cleaned himsdlf. | saw rat droppings
on the floor and recaled what | had to look forward to. Dachaul. | ate the food. It might be my last.

"Is the sword somewhere in the grounds?' asked Gaynor. His manner had changed, had become
esger.

| finished my cheese and smiled at him cheerfully. "I have no ideawherethe swordis" | said. | was
lighthearted because | had no need to lie. "It appears to have vanished on its own volition. Perhapsit
followed the cup.”

My cousin was snarling as he stood up. His hand fell on the bolstered pistol at hisbdlt, at which |
laughed more heartily. "What a charlatan you have become, Gaynor. Clearly you should be acting in
films. Herr Pabst would snap you up if he could see you now. How can you know if I'm telling you the
truth or not?"

"My orders are not to offer you any kind of public martyrdom." His voice was o low, so furious, that
| could hardly hear it. "To make sure that you died quietly and well away from the public eye. It'sthe only
thing, cousin, that makes me hold back from testing your grip on the truth mysdlf. So you'll be returned to
the pleasures of Sachsenburg and from there you'll be sent on to areal camp, where they know how to
ded with vermin of your kind."

Then he kicked me ddliberately in the groin and dapped my face.

| was il handcuffed.

Gaynor'sdriver led me from my house and back into the car.

Thistime Gaynor sat mein front with the driver while he lounged, smoking and scowling, in the back.



Asfar as| know, he never looked at me directly again.

His masters were no doubt beginning to think they had overestimated him. Ashe had me. | guessed
that the sword had been saved by Herr El, "Diana" and the White Rose Society and would be used by
them againg Hitler. My own death, my own silence, would not be wasted.

| made the best use | could of the journey and dept alittle, ate dl that was available, dozed again, so
that we had driven back through the gates and were in the great black shadow of Sachsenburg Castle
beforel redized it.

Fritzi and Franzi were waiting for me. They came forward dmost eagerly as| stepped from the car.

They were clearly pleased to see me home.

They had clubbed me to the ground, in fact, and were in the process of beating my skinny body black
and blue before Gaynor's car had gone roaring back into the night. | heard a voice from awindow above
and then | was being dragged, amost insengbly, back to my cell where Hellander and Feldmann
attempted to deal with theworst of my bruisesas| lay in agony on abunk, convinced that more than one
bone had been broken.

The next morning they didn't come for me. They came for Feldmann. They understood how to test
me. | was by no means sure | would not fail.

When Feldmann returned he no longer had any teeth. His mouth was aweeping red wound and one
of hiseyes seemed permanently closed.

"For God's sake." He spoke indistinctly, every movement of hisface painful. "Don't tell them where
that sword is."

"Believeme," | told him, "I don't know whereitis But | wish with dl my soul that | held it in my hands
a thismoment.”

Smadl comfort to Feldmann. They took him again in the morning, while he screamed at them for the
cowards they were, and they brought him back in the afternoon. Ribs were broken. Severd fingers. A
foot. He was breathing with difficulty, asif something pressed on hislungs.

Hetold me not to give up. That they were not defeating us. They were not dividing us.

Both Hellander and | were weeping aswe did our best to ease his pain. But they took him again for a
third day. And that night, with nothing left of him that had not been tortured, inside and out, he died in our
arms. When | looked into Hellander's eyes 1 saw that he wasterrified. We knew exactly what they were
doing. He guessed that he would be next.

And then, even as Feldmann gave out hislagt, thin gasp of life, | looked beyond Hellander and saw,
digtinct yet vagudly insubstantial, my doppelganger. That strange, cloaked albino whose eyes were mine,

And for thefirgt time| thought | heard him spesk.

"The sword," hesaid.

Hellander was |ooking away from me, looking to where the albino had stood. | asked him if he had
seen anything. He shook his head. We laid Feldmann out on the flagstones and tried to say some useful
sarvicefor him. But Hellander was wretched and | didn't know how to help him.

My dreams were of the white hare, of my doppelganger in his hooded cape, of the lost black sword
and of the young woman archer whom | had nicknamed Diana. No dragons or ornamented cities. No
armies. No mongters. Just my own face staring at me, desperate to communicate something. And then
the sword. | could dmost fed it in my hands.

Haf-roused, 1 heard Hellander moving uncomfortably. | asked him if hewasdl right. He said that he
wasfine,

Inthe morning | awoke to find his hanging body turning dowly in the air above Feldmann's. He had
found his means of escape as 1 dept.

A full twenty-four hours passed before the guards removed the corpses from my cell.



Chapter Five
Martial Music

Fritzi and Franzi came for me a couple of days later. Without bothering to move me, they took out
their blackjacks and beat me up on the spot. Fritzi and Franzi enjoyed their work and had become very
expert at it, commenting on my responses, the reaction of my strange, pale body to their blows. The
peculiar color of my bruises. They complained, however, that it was hard to get sounds out of me. A
smdl problem they thought they would solve over time.

Shortly after they left, | received avisit from Klosterheim, now an SS captain, who offered me
something from ahip flask which | refused. | had no intention of helping him drug me.

"A sequence of very unfortunate accidents, en?' Helooked around my cdll. Y ou must find al thisa
bit depressing, Herr Count.”

"Oh, it means| don't have to mix too much with Nazis" | said. "So | suppose | am at an advantage.”

"Y our notion of advantage israther hard for meto grasp,” he said. "It seemsto get you in this sort of
predicament. How long did it take our SA boysto finish off your friend Feldmann? Of course, you could
bealittlefitter, alittle younger. How long wasit? Three days?"

"Feldmann'striumph?’ | said. "Three daysin which every word he had written about you was proven.
Y ou confirmed hisjudgment in every detail. Y ou gave extra authority to everything he published. No
writer can fed better than that.”

"These are martyr'svictories, however. Intelligent men would cal them meaningless.”

"Only stupid men who beieved themsdvesintdligent would cal them thet,” | said. "And wedl know
how ludicrous such strutting fellows are.” | was glad of his presence. My hatred of him took my mind off
my injuries. "I'll tell you now, Herr Captain, that | have no sword to give you and no cup, either.
Whatever you believe, you arewrong. | will be happy to die with you believing otherwise, but | would
not like othersto die on my behalf. In your assumption of power, sir, you have aso assumed
responsibility, whether you like it or not. Y ou can't have one without the other. So | present you with
your guilt."

| turned my back on him and he left immediately.

A few hourslater Fritzi and Franzi arrived to carry on their experiments. When | passed out, |
immediately had avision of my doppelganger. He was spesking urgently, but | still couldn't hear him.
Then he vanished and was replaced by the black sword, whose iron, now constantly washed with blood,
bore the same runes but they were dive—scarlet.

When | woke | was naked with no blanket on my bed. | understood at once that they meant to kill
me. The standard method was to starve and expose a prisoner until they were too weak to withstand
infection, usualy pneumonia They used it when you refused to die of aheart attack. Why this charade
was perpetuated | was never sure. | guessed this "message” was a bluff. If they till thought | could lead
them to the sword or the cup they set such store by, they wouldn't kill me.

Infact Mgor Haudeiter cameto my cdll himself a one point. He had Klogterheim with him. | think he
attempted to reason with me, but he was so inarticulate he made no sense. Klosterheim reminded me that
his patience was over and made some other villainous, ridiculous threst. What do you threaten the
damned with? | was too wesk to offer any significant retort. But | managed something like asmilewith
my broken mouth.

| leaned forward, asif to whisper a secret, and watched with satisfaction as, drop by drop, my blood
fell upon his perfect uniform. It took him amoment to redlize what had happened. He pulled back in
baffled disgust, pushing me awvay so that | fell to thefloor.

The door dammed and there was silence. Nobody else was being tortured tonight. When | tried to
rise| saw another figure sitting on my bunk. My doppel ganger made a gesture and then seemed to fold
downwards onto the bare mattress.

| crawled to the bunk. My double had gone. But in his place was the Ravenbrand. My sword. The
sword they all sought. | reached out to touch the familiar iron and as| did so it, too, vanished. Yet |
knew | had imagined nothing. Somehow the sword would find me again.



Not before Fritzi and Franzi had returned once more. Even asthey beat me they discussed my staying
power. They thought | could take one more "generd physicd™ and then they would let merest up for a
day or two or they would probably lose me. Mg or von Minct was arriving later. He might have some
idess.

Asthe door dammed and was locked, leaving mein darkness, | saw my doppelganger clearly framed
there. Thefigure amost glowed. Then it crossed to the bunk. | turned my head painfully, but the man was
gone. | knew | was not hdlucinating. | had afedling that if | had the strength to get to my bed | would see
the sword again.

Somehow the thought drove me to find energy from nothing. Bit by bit | crawled to the bunk and this
time my hand touched cold metd. The hilt of the Raven Sword. Fraction by fraction | worked my fingers
until they had closed around the hilt. Perhaps thiswas adying man's delusion, but the metd felt solid
enough. Even asmy hand gripped it, the sword made alow crooning noise, one of welcome, like acat
purring. | was determined to hang onto it, not to let it vanish again, even though | had no strength to lift it.

Strangely the metal seemed to warm, passing energy into my hands and wrigts, giving me the meansto
raise mysdlf up onto the bunk and lie with my body shielding the siword from anyone looking into the cell.
Therewas afresh vibrancy about the metd. Asif the sword were actudly dive. While this thought was
disturbing, it did not seem as bizarre asit might have afew months earlier.

| do not redly know if aday passed. My own head was full of images and stories. The sword had
somehow infected me. It could have been later that night Franzi and Fritzi arrived. They had brought
some prison clothes and were yelling a meto get up. They were taking me to see Mgor von Minct.

| had been gathering my strength and praying for this moment. | had the sword gripped in both hands
and as| turned | lifted the blade and threw my body weight behind it. The point caught short fat Franzi in
the somach and did into him with frightening ease. He began to gulp. Behind him Fritzi was transfixed,
unsure what was happening.

Franzi screamed. It was along, cold, anguished scream. When it stopped, | was standing on my fest,
blocking Fritzi from reaching the door. He sobbed. Clearly something about me terrified him. Perhgps my
sudden energy. | wasfull of an edgy, unnatural power. But | wasglad of it. | had sucked Franzi's lifestuff
from him and drawn it into my own body. Disgusting asthisideamight be, | considered it without
emotion even as, with familiar skill, | knocked Fritzi's bludgeon from his red, peasant hand and drove the
point of my sword directly into his pumping heart. Blood gushed acrossthe cdll, covering my naked flesh.

And | laughed at thisand suddenly on my lipsthere formed an dien word. One | had heard only in my
dreams. There were other words, but | did not recognize them.

"Arioch!" | shrieked as| killed. " Arioch!™

Still naked, with broken ribs and ruined face, with one leg which would hardly support my weight,
with arms that seemed too thin to hold that greet iron battle blade, | picked up Franzi's keys and padded
down the darkness of the corridor, unlocking the

cell doorsas| went. There was no resistance until | reached the guardroom at the far end of the
passage. Hereafew fat SA lads sat around drowsing off their beer. They only knew they were being
killed as they awoke to fed my iron entering their bodies and somehow adding to the power which now
raged through my veins, making meforget dl pain, al broken bones. | screamed out that single name and
within moments turned the room into acharnel house, with bodies and limbs scattered everywhere.

Oncethe civilized man would have known revulsion, but that civilized man had been besten out of me
by the Nazisand al that waseft wasthisraging, bloodthirsty, near-insensate revenging monster. | did not
resst that mongter. It wanted to kill. I let it kill. | think | waslaughing. | think | called out for Gaynor to
come and find me. | had the sword he wanted. Waiting for him.

Behind mein the corridors, prisoners were emerging, clearly not sureif thiswasatrick of somekind.
| flung them every key in the guardroom and made my way out into the night. Even as| reached the
courtyard, lights began to come on in the castle. They heard unfamiliar screams and disturbing noises
from the prison quarters. | loped like an old, wounded wolf across the compound towards the ranks of
huts where the less fortunate prisoners were kept. Anything that threatened me or tried to shoot a me, |
killed. The sword was a scythe which swept away wooden gates, barbed wire and men, al at once. |



hacked down the wooden legs of a machine gun post and saw the thing collapse, bringing down the wire,
making escapefar easier. Innotimeat dl | was a the huts, striking the padlocks and bolts off the doors.

| don't know how many Nazis| killed before every hut was opened and the prisoners, many of them
gtill terrified, began to pour out. Up on the castle walls they had got a searchlight working and | heard the
pop of their shots as they aimed into the prisoners, apparently at random. Then | saw agroup of
gtripe-uniformed inmates swarm up the wall and reach the searchlight. Within seconds the compound was
in darkness as other lights were smashed. | heard Mgjor Haudeiter's voice, crazed with a dozen different
kinds of fear, yelling over the generd melee.

God knows what any of them made of me, holding a grest |eaf-bladed longsword in one ruined hand,
with my bone-white skin covered in blood, my crimson eyes blazing with the ecstasy of unbridlied
vengeance as| caled out an alien name,

Arioch! Arioch!

Whatever demon possessed me, it did not have my fedlings about the sanctity of life. Had this monster
awayslain within me, waiting to be awakened? Or was it my doppel ganger, whom | confused with the
sword itsdlf, who drew such wild satisfaction from my unreenting bloodletting?

Machine gun fire now began to spatter around me. | ran with the other prisonersfor the safety of the
walls and huts. Some of the prisoners, who had clearly had experience of street fighting, quickly collected
the weapons of the men | had killed. Soon shots were spitting back from the darkness and at least one
meachine gun was silenced.

The prisoners had no need of me. Their leaders were well-disciplined and able to make quick
decisons.

With the camp now in total confusion, | went back into the castle and began to climb stairs, looking
for Gaynor's quarters.

| had barely reached the second floor when ahead of me | met the same hooded huntress, whom |
had seen earlier with Herr El, that mysterious "Diana’ who had a so appeared in my dreams. Her eyes, as
usua, were hidden behind smoked glasses. Her pae hair wasloose. She, like me, was an abino.

"Y ou have no timefor Gaynor," she said. "We must get away from here soon or it will betoo late.
They have awhole garrison of storm troopersin Sachsenburg village, and someoneis bound to have got
through on the telephone. Come, follow me. We haveacar.

How had she got insde the prison? Had she brought me the sword? Or was it my doppelganger? Did
they work together? Was she my rescuer? Impressed by the White Rose's powers, | obeyed her. | had
aready put mysdlf at the society's service and was prepared to follow their orders.

Some of the battle lust was |eaving me. But the strange, dark energy remained. | fdt asif | had
swallowed a powerful drug which could have destructive Side effects. But | was cardless of any
consequences. | was at last taking revenge on the brutes who had already murdered so many innocents. |
was not proud of the new emotions which raged through my body, but I did not regject them either.

| followed the hooded woman back into the melee of the compound towards the main gate. The
guards were aready dead. The huntress stopped to pull her arrows from their corpses as she unlocked
the gates and led me through, just as the emergency lighting system began to flicker on. Now the freed
prisoners flooded towards the gates and rushed past usinto the night. At least some of them would not
die nameless, painful and undignified deaths.

Aswe reached the open roadway, | heard amotor bellow into life. Headlights came on and | heard
three short notes on ahorn. My huntress led me towardsthe big car. A handsome man of about forty,
wearing adark uniform | couldn't identify, saluted from behind the steering whedl. He was dready driving
forward as we climbed in beside him. He spoke good German with adis-tinctly English accent. It
seemed the British Secret Service was dready in Germany. "Honored to meet you, dear Count. I'm
Captain Oswald Bagtable, LTA, a your service. Business hasimproved in thisregion lately. Weve got
some clothes for you in the back, but well have to stop later. The schedul€'slooking abit tight at the
moment." He turned to my companion. "He meansto bring themto Morn."

A few shots spat up dirt around us and at least one bullet struck the car.

My battle rage was passing now and | looked down a my ruined body, redlizing that | was amass of



blood and bruises. Stark naked. With a bloody longsword in the broken fingers of my right hand. | must
have been anightmarish sght. | tried to thank the Englishman, but was thrown back in my seat aswith
her famous roar the powerful Duesenberg bore us rapidly along a country road, straight towards amass
of gpproaching headlights. No doubt these were the storm troopers from Sachsenburg town.

Captain Bastable seemed unperturbed. Hewas dipping Nazi armbands on hisdeeves. "Y ou'd better
act asif you're knocked out,” he said to me. Asthe first truck approached, he dowed down and waved
acommanding hand from the car. He gave the Hitler sdlute and spoke rapidly to the driver, tdling him to
be careful. Prisoners were escaping. They had taken many guards captive and forced them to wear
prison stripes before turning them loose into the countryside. There was every chancethat if they shot at
aman without being sure who hewas, they could be killing one of their own.

This preposterous story would create cons derable confusion and probably save afew prisoners
lives. Saying he had urgent businessin Berlin, Bastable convinced the storm troopers, who were rarely
the brightest individuds, and they roared off into the night.

Bastable kept up his own high speed for severa hours, until we were climbing anarrow road between
masses of dark pines. | was reminded of the Harz Mountains where | had often hiked asaboy. At last |
saw asign for Magdeburg. Thirty kilometers. Sachsenburg lay, of course, to the east of Magdeburg,
which was north of the Harz. Another sign at a crossroads. Hal berstadt, Magdeburg and Berlin one way,
Bad Harzburg, Hildesheim and Hanover the other. We took the Hanover road but, before Hildesheim,
Bastable drove into a series of narrow, winding lanes, switching off his car'slights and dowing down. He
was buying time, he hoped.

Eventudly he stopped near abrook with wide shalow sdeswhere| could easily climb down and
wash mysdlf thoroughly intheicy water. Cold as| was, | felt purified and dried myself with the towels
Bastable had provided. | hesitated alittle when | redlized that the clothes he had brought for me were my
own, but of the kind one wore for hunting, even down to the knee-high leather boots, tweed breeches
and athree-eared cagp—whet they cal adeerstaker in England—which | fastened under my chin. | must
have looked like awnhiteface clown posing as a country gentleman, but the cap covered my white hair
and | could be lessreadily identified by anyone who had been given adescription of us. | pulled on the
stout jacket and was ready for anything. Psychologically, the clothes made me fed much better. | wasn't
too sure they would look as good with alongsword as with atwelve-bore, but perhapsif | wrapped the
sword in something it would be lessincongruous.

Bastable had the manner and appearance of an experienced soldier. He was reading amap when |
came back and shaking his head. "Every bloody town beginswith an'H' around here," he complained. "l
get them mixed up. | think | should have taken aright at Holzminden. Or wasit Hoxter? Anyway, it looks
asif | overshot my turning. We seem to be hdfway to Hamm. It'll be daylight fairly soon and | want to
get thiscar out of sight. We have friendsin Detmold and in Lemgo. | think we can makeit to Lemgo
before dawn."

"Areyou taking us out of the country?' | asked. "Isthat our only choice?'

"W, it will probably cometo that." Bastable's handsome, somewhat aquiline face was thoughtful.
"I'd hoped to get dl the way tonight. It would have made abig difference. But if we hole up in Lemgo,
whichis pretty hard to reach, well till have achance of getting clear of Gaynor. Of course, Klosterheim
will probably guess where we're eventually heading if the car has been recognized. But | took roads that
werelittletraveled. Well degpin Lemgo and be ready for the next part of our journey tomorrow
evening.”

| fell into an exhausted doze but woke up as the car began to bounce and flounder al over a steep,
badly made road full of potholes, which Bastable was negotiating as best he could. Then suddenly,
outlined againgt thefirgt touch of dawn on the horizon, | saw the most extraordinary array of roofs,
chimneys and gables, which made Bek ook positively futurigtic. Thiswas anillugtration from a children's
fairy tale. We seemed to have driven in our huge modern motorcar to the world of Hansel and Gretel and
entered amedieva fantasy.

We had arrived, of course, in Lemgo, that strangely self-conscious town which had embel lished every
aspect of its picture-book appearance in the most elaborate ways. Its quaintness disguised adark and



terrible history. | had been here once or twice on waking holidays but had stayed only briefly because of
thetourigts.

Our route from Sachsenburg had been circuitous and could well have thrown any pursuers off our
scent. | asked no questions. | was too exhausted and | understood the White Rose Society needed to be
discreet with its secrets. | was content at that moment to be free of what had been an extended
nightmare.

| wondered if Lemgo had any significance for my liberators. It was the essence of German quaintness.
A fortified town, amember of the Hanseatic League, it had known real power, but now it was amost
determinedly abackwater, till under the patronage of the Dukes of Lippe, to whom we were distantly
related. Its streetswere amarve, for the residents vied with one another to produce the most elaborate
housefronts, carved with every kind of beast and character from folklore, inscribed with biblical
quotations and lines from Goethe, painted with coats of arms and tableaux showing the region's mythical
history.

The biirgermeister's house had arelief depicting alion attacking amother and her child while two men
vainly tried to frighten the creature away. The house known as Old Lemgo was festooned with plant
patterns of every possible description, but the most elaborate house of al, | remembered, was called the
Hexenbiirgermeisterhaus, the sixteenth-century House of the Mayor of the Witchesin Breitestrasse. |
glimpsed it asthe car moved quietly through the deeping streets. Its massve front rose gracefully in
scalloped gablesto the niche at the top where Christ held the world in his hands, while further down
Adam and Eve supported another gable. Every part of the woodwork was richly and fancifully carved. A
quintessentially German building. 1ts sweetness, however, was marred alittle when you knew that its
name came from the famous witch-burner, Biirgerme ster Rothmann. In 1667 he had burned twenty-five
witches. It was hisbest year. The previous burgermeister had burned men aswell as

women, including the pastor of St. Nicholass Church. Other pastors had fled or been driven from the
town. Thefine house of the hangman in Neuestrasse was inscribed with some pious motto. He had made
afat living killing witches. | could not help feding that this place was somehow symboalic of the New
Germany with its sentimentdlity, itsfolklore versons of history, itsdark hatred of anything which
guestioned its cloying dreams of hearth and home. The town would never have seemed sinister to me
before 1933. What should have been innocent nostalgia had become, in the present context, threatening,
corrupted romanticism.

Bastable drove the car under an archway, through a double door and into a garage. Someone had
been waiting and the doorswereimmediately closed. An oil lamp was turned up. Herr El stood there,
smiling with relief. He moved to embrace me, but | begged him not to. The energy | seemed to have
derived from the sword was still with me, but my bones remained broken and bruised.

We crossed asmdl quadrangle and entered another old door. The lintels of the doorswere so low |
had to bend to get through them. But the place was comfortable and therewas ardaxing air to it, asif
some protective spell had been cast around it. Herr El asked if he could examine me. | agreed and we
went into asmall room next to the kitchen. It seemed to be set up as asurgery. Perhaps Herr El wasthe
doctor to the White Rose. | imagined him treating gunshot wounds here. As he examined me, he
commented on the expert nature of the bestings. "Those fellows know what to do. They can keep afit
man going for along time, I'd imagine. Y ou yoursdlf, Count von Bek, were in surprisingly good condition.
All that exercise with your sword seemsto have paid dividends. I'd guess you'll hedl in no time. But the
men who did thiswere scientistsl”

"Well," | sad grimly, "they're passing their knowledge on to their fellow scientistsin Hell now.”

Herr El let out along sigh. He dressed my wounds and bandaged me himself. He clearly had medical
training. "Y ou'll haveto do your best with this. Idedlly, you should rest, but ther€ll belittle time for that
after today. Do you know what's happening?'

"] understand that I'm being taken to a place of safety via some secret underground route,” | said.
Hissmilewasthin. "With luck," he said. He asked meto tell him dl that | could remember. When |
remarked how | had become possessed, how some hellish self had taken me over, he put a sympathetic

hand on my arm. But he could not or would not reved the mystery of it.



He gave me something to help me deep. Asfar as| knew that deep was dreamless and uninterrupted
until | felt the young woman shaking me gently and heard her calling meto get up and have something to
edt. Therewas acertain urgency in her voice which made meimmediately aert. A quick shower, some
ham and hard-boiled eggs, a bit of decent bread and butter, which reminded me suddenly how good
ordinary food could be, and | was hurrying back to the garage where Bastable waited in the driving sest,
the young woman beside him. She now carried her arrows in abasket and her bow had become akind
of staff. She had aged hersdlf by about seventy years. Bastable wore his SS-style uniform and | was
back in my country clothes, with ahat hiding my white hair and smoked glasses hiding my red eyes.

The young woman turned to me as| climbed into the Duesenberg. "We can deceive dmost anyone
but von Minct and Klosterheim. They suspect who we really are and do not underestimate us. Gaynor,
asyou cdl him, hasaremarkable ingtinct. How he found us so quickly isimpossible to understand, but
hisown car has dready passed through Kassel and it's touch and go who'll reach our ultimate destination
first." | asked her where that was. She named another picturesgue town which possessed an authentic
legend. "The town of Hameln, only afew milesfrom here. It's reached by an atrociousroad.”

Some might amost call it the most famous town in Germany. It was known throughout the world, and
especidly in England and America, for its association with rats, children and aharlequin piper.

Again we drove frequently without lights, doing everything we could to make sure that the car was not
recognized. A less sturdy machine would have given up long since, but the American car was one of the
best ever produced, as good as the finest Rolls-Royce or Mercedes and capable of even greater speeds.
The thump of itsengine, asit cruised at dmost fifty miles an hour, was like the steady, even beat of a
gigantic heart. Admiring the brash, optimigtic romanticism of its styling, | wondered if Americawasto be
our eventud destination, or if | wasto learn to fight Hitler closer to home.

Crags and forestsfled by in the moonlight. Monasteries and hamlets, churches and farms. Everything
that was most enduring and individua about Germany. Y et this history, thisfolklore and mythology, was
exactly what the Nazis had co-opted for themsealves, identifying it with al that was least noble about
Germans and Germany. A nation'sred health can be measured, | sometimesthink, by the degreein
which it sentimentalizes experience.

At last we saw the Weser, along dark scar of water in the distance, and on its banks the town of
Hameln, with her solid old buildings of stone and timber, her "rat-catcher's house" and her
Hochzeitshaus where Tilly is said to have garrisoned himsalf and his generasthe night before they
marched againgt Magdeburg. My own ancestor, my namesake, fought with Tilly on that occasion, to our
family'sshame.

Weturned atight corner in the road and without warning encountered our first roadblock. These were
SA. Bagtable knew if we were inspected, they would soon realize we were not what we seemed. We
had to keep going. So | raised my arm in the Nazi salute as our car dowed, barked out a series of
commands, referring to urgent business and escaped traitors while Bastable did his best to look like an
SSdriver. The confused storm troopers let us pass. | hoped they were not in regular communication with
anyone else on our route.

With no way of bypassing Hameln, and | even doubted that an old bridge could take aslarge acar as
ours across the Weser, we had no choice. Bastable dowed his speed, put on his cap and became Stately.
| was an honored civilian, perhaps with his mother. We reached the ferry without incident but it was
obvious that nothing could take the weight of our car. Bastable drove the machine back to the nearest
point to the bridge and led us over on foot. We had no wegpons apart from the woman's bow and the
black sword | held on my shoulder as| limped in therear.

We crossed the bridge and soon Bastable was |eading us along afootpath barely visible in the misty
moonshine. | caught glimpses of theriver, of thelights of Hameln, clumps of tall trees, banks of forest.
Perhaps the distant headlamps of cars. We seemed to be pursued by asmall army. Bastable increased
his pace, and | wasfinding it difficult to keep up. He knew exactly where he was going but also was
becoming increasingly anxious.

From somewhere we heard the roar of motor engines, the scream of Klaxons, and we knew that
Gaynor and Klosterheim had anticipated our destination. Was there aroute by road to where Bastable



led us? Or would they haveto follow us on foot? | panted some of these questionsto Bastable.

Hereplied evenly. "They'll have split into two parties, ismy guess. One coming from Hildeshem and
the other from Detmold. They won't have our trouble with the river. But the roads are pretty bad and |
don't know how good their cars are. If they get hold of a Dornier-Ford-Y ates, for instance, we're
outclassed. Those mongterswill roll over anything. Were amost at the gorge now. We can just pray they
haven't anticipated us. But Gaynor redly can't be underestimated.”

Y ou know him?'

"Not here," was Bastable's cryptic reply.

We were stumbling into a narrow gorge which appeared to have a dead end. 1'd become suspicious. |
thought for amoment that Bastable had brought usinto atrap, but he cautioned usto sllence and led us
dowly along the side of the canyon, keeping to the blackest shadows. We had almost reached the sheer
dab of granite which closed usin when from above and to the sides voices suddenly sounded. There was
some confusion. Headlamps came on and went out again. A badly prepared trap.

"The sword!" Bastable shouted to me, flinging his body against the rock asthe beams of flashlights
sought usout. "Von Bek. Y ou must strike with the sword."”

| didn't know what he meant.

"Strikewhat?"

"This, man. Thiswal. Thisrock!"

We again heard the roar of engines. Suddenly powerful headlamps carved through the darkness. |
heard Gaynor's voice, urging the car forward. But the driver was having difficulty. With an gppaling
scraping of gears, whining and coughing, the car rolled forward.

"Giveyoursdvesup!" Thiswas Klosterheim from above, shouting through aloud-hailer. ™Y ou have no
way of escape!"

"The sword!" hissed Bastable. The young woman put her quiver over her shoulder and strung her
oddly carved bow.

Did he expect me to chop my way through solid granite? The man was mad. Maybe they were dll
mad and my own disorientation had alowed meto believe they were my saviors?

"Strike at the rock,” said the young woman. "It must be done. It isdl that will save us."

I smply could not summon enough belief, yet dutifully | tried to lift the grest sword over my shoulders.
There was amoment when | was sure | would fail and then, again, my doppel ganger stood before me.
Indigtinct and in some evident pain, he sgned to meto follow him. Then he stepped into the rock and
vanished.

| screamed and with all my strength brought the greet black battle-blade againgt the granite wall.
Therewas astrange sound, asif ice cracked, but the wall held. To my astonishment, so did the sword. It
seemed unmarked.

From somewhere behind me amachine gun rattled.

| swung the blade again. And again it struck the rock.

Thistime there was a deep, groaning snap from within the depths of the granite and athin crack
appeared down the length of the dab. | staggered back. If the sword had not been so perfectly balanced
| could not have swung it for athird time. But swingit | did.

And suddenly the sword was singing—somehow the vibrating meta connected with the vibrating rock
and produced an astonishing harmony. It bit deep into my being, swelling louder and louder until | could
hear nothing else. | tried to raise the sword for afourth time but failed.

With a deafening crack, the great dab parted. It split like aplank, with asharp crunching noise, and
something cold and ancient poured out of the fissure, engulfing us. Bastable was panting. The young
woman had paused to send severa arrows back into the Nazi ranks, but it wasimpossible to seeif she
had hit anyone. Bastable stumbled forward and we followed, into a gigantic cave whose floor, at the
entrance, was as smooth as marble. We heard echoes. Sounds like human voices. Distant bells. The cry
of acat.

| wasterrified.

Did | actudly stand a Hell's gates? | knew that if somehow that wall of rock closed behind me, just as



it had in the Hameln legend, | would be buried dive, cut off forever fromal | had loved or vaued. The
enormity of what had happened—that | had somehow created a resonance with the blade which had
cracked open solid rock to reved a cave—supported a bizarre legend which everyone knew had grown
out of the thirteenth century and the Children's Crusade. | think | was close to losing consciousness. Then
| felt the young woman at my elbow and | was staggering forward, every bruise, fracture and break
giving me dmost unbearable pain. Into the darkness.

Bastable had plunged on and was dready lost from sight. | called out to him and he replied. "We must
get into the stalagmite forest. Hurry, man. That wall won't closefor awhile and Gaynor has the courage
to follow ug"

A great shriek. Blazing white light as Gaynor's car actually reached the entrance of the cave and drove
insde. Hewaslike amad huntsman in pursuit of hisprey. The car wasaliving steed. No obstacle, no
cons deration was important aslong ashe held to our trail.

| heard guns sound again. Something began to ring like bells, then tinkle like glass. A heavy weight
came whistling down out of the darkness and smashed a short distance from me. Fragments powdered
my body.

The shots were disturbing the rock and ice formationstypica of such caves. In the light from Gaynor's
car | looked upwards. Something black flew across my field of vision. | saw that Bastable and the young
archer were dso watching the celling, just as concerned for what the gunfire might didodge.

Another spear of rock came swiftly downwards and bits of it struck my face and hands. | looked up
again, lost my footing and suddenly was diding downwards on what appeared to be arattling dope of
loose shale.

Above me | heard Bastable yelling. "Hang on to the sword, Count Ulric. If we're separated, get to
Morn, seek the Off-Mo0."

The names were meaningless, amost ludicrous. But | had no timeto think about it as| did my best to
stop my dide and hold on to Ravenbrand at the sametime. | was not about to let go of that sword.

We had become one creature.

Man and sword, we existed in some unholy union, each dependent upon the other. | thought thet if
one were destroyed the other would immediately ceaseto exist. A prospect which seemed increasingly
likely as the dope became steegper and steeper and my speed became a sickening fall, down and down
into impossible depths.



Chapter Six
Profundities of Nature

| was weeping with anguish as my body cameto rest at last. Somehow | had bonded my hand to the
hilt of & the sword. Ingtinctively | knew that the black blade was my only chance of survival. | could not
believe | had an unbroken bone. | had no real business being dive at dl. The tough, padded deerstalker
had saved my head from seriousinjury. The peak had come down over my eyes but when | at last
pushed it up | lay on my back looking into total darkness. Shouts and the occasiond shot were far
distant, high above. Y et they were my only contact with humanity. | was tempted to shout out, to tell
them where | was, even though | knew they would kill me and steal my sword. Not that | could have
shouted. | waslucky gtill to have my sight. | watched their lights appear on the distant rim. Thisgave me
some hint of the height of the cliff. I could not be sure | was at the bottom. For al | knew | would walk a
foot or two and step into a cold, bottomless abyss and fal forever in limbo, held dwaysin that eterna
moment between life and desth, between consciousness and blesk oblivion. A fate hinted at in those
terrible dreams. Dreams which now seemed to have predicted thisincreasingly grotesque adventure.

But now, with somerelief, | could see an end to it. None would find me here. | would soon deep and
then | would die. | would have donewhat | could against the Nazis and given my lifein adecent cause.
Dying, moreover, with my sword, my duty and my defender, unsurrendered, as| had aways hoped |
would die, if diel must. Few men could hope for morein thesetimes.

Then something touched my face. A moth?

| heard the young woman'svoice. A murmur, closeto my ear. " Stay slent until they're gone.”

Her hand found mine. | was surprised how much this comforted me. | took shuddering, painful
breaths. There was not a centimeter of my body which did not in some way hurt, but her action alowed
the pain no effect. | wasingtantly heartened. | sensed fedings towards this half-child which were hard for
meto identify—fedings of comradeship, perhaps. Only mildly did | fedl sexually attracted towards her.
This surprised me, for she had a sensudity and grace which would have drawn the attention of most men.
Perhaps | was beyond passion or lugt. In circumstances like mine, such needs become neurotic and
sdf-destructive, or so it has dways seemed to me by observing the erotomanesin my own family. For
them the stink of gunpowder was aways something alittle delicious.

| asked her if, under the circumstances, she would mind telling me her name. Wasit redly "Gertie"?|
heard her laugh. "1 was never Gertie. Does the name Oona sound familiar to you?'

"Only from Spenser. The Lady of Truth."

"Well, perhaps. And my mother? Do you not remember her?”

"Y our mother? Should | have known her? In Bek? In Berlin? Mirenburg?' Ridiculoudy, | ft asif |
had made asocial faux pas. "Forgiveme..."

"In Quarzasaat,” she said, rolling the exotic vowelsin away that showed some familiarity with Arabic.
It was not aplace | recognized and | said so. | sensed that she did not entirely believe me.

"Well, | thank you, Fraulein Oona," | said, with al my old, rather stiff courtesy. ™Y ou have brought me
many blessngs™

"l hope s0." Her voice from the darkness had grown alittle abstracted, asif she gave her attention to
something ese.

"l wonder what's happened to Bastable?' | said.

"Oh, that's not a problem. He can look after himself. Even if they capture him, helll get free one way
or another. For awhile a least hispartinthisisover. But | have only hisingructionsfor finding the river
which he promiseswill lead us eventudly to the city of Mu Ooria™

Thenamewasfantly familiar. | remembered abook from my library. One of those unlikely memoirs
which enterprising hacks turned out in the wake of Grimmelshausen's Smplicissimus and Raspe's
Munchausen. The author, perhaps the pseudonym for an ancestor, claimed to have visited an
underground kingdom, arefuge for the dispossessed, whose natives were more stone than flesh. I'd
enjoyed thetde asaboy, but it had become repetitive and saf-referencing, like so much of that fantastic
stuff, and | had grown bored withit.



| pointed out that | wasin rather poor shape for along walk. | was dready surprised by the immensity
of the cave system. Did she know how far it extended?

This seemed to amuse her. "Somethink forever,” shereplied, "but it has never been successfully
mapped.” Shetold meto wait and went off into that cold darkness. | was astonished by the ease with
which she seemed to find her way. When she came back | heard her working at something. At length, |
felt her lift me under the shoulders and drag me afew feet until | waslying on cloth. She placed my sword
beside me.

"Thank the Nazisfor starving you," she said, "or | wouldn't have the strength for this" | felt the cloth
rise and tauten under me. 1 could now fed the sides, like long, smooth saplings, but not wood. And then
we were moving forward. Oona the Bow-woman was actudly dragging me on akind of travois.

| noticed with a certain dismay that we were still going downwards, rather than back up towardsthe
crevice | had created with the sword's harmonics. Although never very conscious of it before, evenin the
dugouts of Flanders, my tendency to claustrophobiawas growing. Y et | knew even Oonawasn't strong
enough to drag me back to the surface. She seemed to have some sense of what lay ahead. Trying to
reach a place of safety which she knew of either from her own experience or from what Bastable had
told her. | hoped that Bastable himself had not been captured. No civilized man can imagine the tortures
those brutesinvented. | shuddered at the thought of Gaynor finding mein this condition. | tried to spesk
to Oonabut became dizzy just from the effort. Soon it scarcely mattered to me, for | passed out at last.

| awoke with a sense that something had changed. The silence around me had become peaceful rather
than sinister. There was awhispering, as of awind through leaves, and | redlized that | could seeadim
band of light in the distance, asif we faced ahorizon.

Oonawas faintly visible to me as adark shape against adarker background. She had prepared food.
Something which smdled like turnip, tasted like mashed gingerroot and had an unpleasant dimy texture;
but | felt invigorated by it. She told me our breskfast was made from local food. She was used to
foraging down here.

| asked her if this cave system was like the famous catacombs of Rome and €l sawhere, where victims
of religious persecution had hidden, sometimes devel oping whole communities,

"The victimized do sometimes arrive here,” she said, "and find a certain sanctuary, | suppose. But
thereisanative race, who never venture close to the surface, who are the dominant people.”

"Do you mean an entire civilization dwellsin this cave sysem?"

"Believe me, Count Ulric, you will find much more than one civilization down here"

Rationally, | refused to accept thisfantastic claim. Even the recently explored caverns of Carlsbad
were not so vast.

And yet something in me was prepared to believe her. | sensed an echo of amysterioustruth,
something that perhaps | had once known, or that an ancestor had experienced and which was imprinted
inmy race memory. | knew of the fashionable fascination amongst German bohemians who spoke of a
world within the world, whose entrance lay at the North Pole, and | knew some of this nonsense had
been given credence by Nazis like the vegetarian crank Hess, but | had never suspected that such an
underworld existed beyond the fantasies. Probably it did not. This sys-tern, though vast, was bound to be
finite and so far there had been no evidence of it being populated by any kind of human settlement.
Perhaps Oona herself was one of those who believed the myth. | had no choice but to trust her judgment.
She had, after dl, saved my life more than once.

| was convinced that Gaynor and Klosterheim were still in pursuit, that my sword meant too much to
them. They would follow it, if necessary, into Hell.

Asthelight grew lessfaint, | could makelittle of my surroundings. The echoestold me that the roof of
the cavern was very distant, and | began to wonder how much farther we could go down before gravity
began to crush us. Mostly what | saw was akind of reflected glow from icicles and stalagmites. We
seemed to be following a smooth road of igneous rock, perhaps some ancient lava path, which wound
down towards the shining horizon. Aswe got nearer, we became aware of arushing sound which grew
louder until it wasadistant roar. | could not imagine what was causing the sound. Neither could | guess
the source of thelight.



We made increasing stops as Oona rested. She was growing tired and the roaring was so loud, so
unbroken that we could hardly hear each other. Y et she was determined to continue. Fifteen minutes and
shewas up again, dragging me and the travois down the gleaming dope until at last the ground leveled out
and we were standing on akind of hillock, looking towards aband of pale pewter light which danced
forever ahead of us.

| had tried to ask her what it was, but she couldn't hear me. She was amost as exhausted as | was. |
could tell by theway she moved the poles onto her shoulders, settled the makeshift harness around her,
and plodded on.

My strength had hardly returned. If | did not see adoctor soon, many of my broken bones would not
hed properly and asplit rib might pierce someinterna organ. | had no specid fear for mysdf, but |
acknowledged thisredlity. | was aready reconciled to death. It would give me great satisfaction if | and
the sword were lost forever to my enemies.

We kept moving, meter by painful meter, towards the source of the light and the sound. Now, every
hour or so, Oonawould pause and take a drink from the flask she carried. Then shewould force meto
swalow some of theill-smdling stuff. A witch'sbrew, | said. If you like, shereplied.

| had no idea how far or for how long we traveled. The sound grew louder and louder until it pounded
like blood in my eardrums. My own skull seemed to have become avast auditorium. | was aware of
nothing ese. And, though sill dim by ordinary sandards, the light was growing so bright it had begun to
hurt my eyes. | found it hard to turn my head, but when | did so | saw that the band of sparkling brilliance
had grown much higher and was rising into the darkness, illuminating every kind of grotesque shape. |
saw frozen rock that seemed organic, that assumed the shapes of fabulous beasts and buildings, of
people and plants. Etiolated crags. A silvery light contrasting with the utter blackness of the farther
reaches. A place of deep, alarming shadows. A monochrome world in extremes of black and white. A
mysterious spectacle. | could not believeit had not been discovered or written about before now. | had
no idea of its history or geography. It seemed somehow obscene that the Nazis should be obsessed with
exploring and no doubt conquering thisweird unspoiled territory. They had anaturd affinity, | suppose,
for darkness. They sought it out.

For my own part, though it was awonderful revelation to know that such aworld existed, | longed to
befree of it. Half-dead as | was, thisworld shared too much with the grave.

Yet it was clear | wasin some ways restored. Whatever remedy Oona had forced meto drink had
reinvigorated me in away that the sword could not. Even the pain of broken bones and torn muscles and
flesh was reduced to asingle, dull, acceptable ache. | felt fresher and cleaner, as| used to fed when |
took an early swimintheriver at home.

| wondered if | still had ahome. Had Cousin Gaynor fulfilled his promiseto pull the place down stone
by stone?

Perhaps he now thought mein possession of both cup and sword and would do no further damage to
Bek or itsinhabitants. But that meant he would be here, somewhere, determined to claim the sword for
himsdlf, certain in his madnessthat | knew the whereabouts of amythica and probably nonexistent Holy
Grall.

The roar seemed to absorb us. We became part of it, drawn closer and closer to its source asiif
hypnotized. We made no resistance, since thiswas our only poss ble destination.

Using the poles of the travois and with the sword dung over my back on a piece of queerly tough fiber
Oonahad given me, | was now able to hobble forward beside her. The light had the brilliance of the flash
powder cameramen use. It blinded and dazzled, so that Oona soon replaced her smoked glassesand |
drew the pesk of my deerstalker down over my eyes. Effectively we were blind and deaf and so moved
even moredowly and carefully.

The phosphorescence curved in awide ribbon that stretched across our horizon and fell, dmost like a
rainbow, downwards into sparking blackness. Farther away one could just make out another glowing
area, much wider than the great band of light which pierced the darkness of the vast cavern. None of this
light revedled aroof. Only the depth of the echo gave any notion of height. It might have beenamileor
two up. Theroar, of course, was coming from the same source as the light. And so, | now began to



notice, was the hest.

If complex lifedid exist so far below the surface of the earth, | now knew at least how it survived
without the sun.

From the humidity | guessed usto be approaching the river Bastable had mentioned. | was
unprepared for thefirst Sgn that we were near. Like winking fireflies a first, the rocks soon became dive
with the same silvery blaze we could see ahead. Little stars blossomed and faded in the air and began to
fdl on our bodies.

Liquid. | thought at first it must be mercury but realized it was ordinary water carrying an intense
phosphorescence, no doubt drawn from a source closer to the surface, perhaps under the sea.

Oonawas more familiar with the stuff. When she found a pool, she cupped her hands and offered
someto me. The water was fresh. Her hands now glowed, so that she resembled some garish saint from
acommercia Bible. Where she pushed back her hair, her head was briefly surrounded by ahalo.
Wherever the water clung to us, we were jeweed in pewter and glinting quickslver. She signed that |
could drink if I wished. She bent to her hands and sipped alittle. For an instant, her lips glowed silver
and her ruby eyesregarded me with enthusiagtic glee. She was enjoying my astonishment. For afew
seconds the water passing down her throat illuminated veins and organs so that she seemed trand ucent.

| was entranced by these effects. | longed to know more about them, but the roar continued to deafen
usand it was till hard to look directly at the horizon.

Asthe phosphorescent water fell on our heads and bodies, covering uswith tiny fragments of stars,
we ascended smooth, dippery rocks at the point where the great wall of light began its gentle downward
curve,

At last we could see the reason for the roaring. A sight which defied anything | had witnessed in ail my
travels. A wonder greater than the seven which continue to astonish surface dwellers. | have often said
that the wonders of the world are properly named. They cannot be photographed or filmed or in any way
reproduced to give the sense of grandeur which fills you when you stand before them, whether it be
Egypt's pyramids or the Grand Canyon. These unknown, unnamed fals were like something you might
discover in Heaven but never on our planet. | was both strengthened and weakened by what | observed.
To describeit isbeyond me, but imagine agreat glowing river widening across afalsvaster than Victoria
or Niagara. Under the roof of a cavern of unguessable height, whose perimeters disappear into total
darkness.

A vast tonnage of that eerie water crashed and thundered, shaking the ground on which we stood,
rushing down and down and down, amighty mass of yelling light and wild harmonies that sounded like
human music. Throwing monstrous shadows everywhere. Revealing galleries and towers and roads and
forests of rock, themselves throwing out soft illuminating Slver rayslike moonbeams. Relentlessy carrying
the waters of the world down to the heart of cresation, to renew and be renewed.

Something about that vision confirmed my belief in the existence of the supernaturd.

| felt privileged to stand at the edge of the mighty cataract, watching that fiery weight of water tossing
and swirling and sparking and foaming itsway down acliff whose base wasinvisble, yet which becamea
river again. We could seeit far below, winding across ashdlow valey and forming at last the main mass
of shining water which | now realized was awide underground sea. At lesst this geography followed
surface principles. On both sides of theriver, on the rising banks of the valley, were dender towers of
white and gray light so varied they might have been the many-storied apartment blocks of the New Y ork
skyline. The formations were the strangest I'd ever experienced. My geologist brother, who died at
Y pres, would have been astonished and delighted by everything around us. | longed to be able to record
what | was seeing. It was easy to understand why no explorer had brought back pictures, why the only
record of this place should bein abook by aknown fantast, why sights such asthese were
incredible—until witnessed.

In the generd yelling turbulence and showering silver migt, | had not considered what we would do
next and was aarmed when Oona began to point down and inquire, through signs, if | had enough energy
to begin adescent. Or should we deep the night at the top?

Although wesk, | did everything | could to move under my own valition. | still felt Gaynor had a



chance of catching us. | knew | would fee more secure when | had put afew more miles between us. On
the other hand, | was deeply uncomfortable with my circumstances and longed to begin the climb back to
the surface, to get to aplace where | could continue the common fight against Adolf Hitler and his
predatory psychopathic hooligans.

| didn't want to continue that descent, but if it wasthe only way, | was prepared to try. Oona pointed
through the glittering haze to a place about halfway down the gorge, where | saw the outlines of agrest
natural stone bridge curving out over the water, apparently from bank to bank. That was evidently our
destination. | nodded to her and prepared to follow as she began to make her way carefully down a
rough pathway which appeared to have been covered with droplets of mercury. The roaring vibrations,
thelong fingers of stone which descended from the roof or rose from the ground, the light, the massive
weight of water, al combined to half mesmerizeme. | fdt | had left the red world atogether and wasina
fantastic adventure which would have defeated the imagination of a Schiller.

Indl directionsthe rock flowed in frozen, organic cascades. Every living thing on earth seemed to
have come here and fused into one writhing chimera so that trees turned into ranks of bishopsand
bishopsinto grinning gnomes. Ancient turtle heads rose from amongst nests of crayfish and their eyes
werethe eyes of basilisks. You felt they could still reach you. Gods and goddesses like those intricate
carvings on the pillars of Hindu temples or Burmese pagodas. | found it impossible to believe a timesthat
thiswas not the work of some intelligence. It reproduced every aspect of the surface, every human type
and every animd, plant and insact, Sometimes in grotesgue perspective or magnified twenty times. Asif
the stuff of Chaos, not yet fully formed, had been frozen in the moment of its conception. Asif an
imagination had begun the process of creating an entire world in dl its variety—and been interrupted.

Thisvison of anot-quite-born world made me long for areturn to the darkness which had hidden it
from me. | was beginning to go mad. | was coming to redizethat | did not have the character for this
kind of experience. But something in me pushed me on, mocked me to make me continue. Thisiswhat
they had tried to reproduce in Egypt and in Mexico. Thisiswhat they remembered in their Books of the
Dead. Here were the beast-headed deities, the heroes, the heroines, angels and demons and al the
goriesof theworld. Therewas no evident limit to these statues and friezes and fields of crystal looming
over us, no far wall which might help us get our bearings. | had begun to understand that we had passed
beyond any point where acompass could hel p us. There were no conventiona bearings here. Only the
river.

Perhaps those Nazi pseudoscientists had been right and our world was a convex sphere trapped in an
infinity of rock and what we percelved as stars were points of light gleaming through from the cold fires
which burned within the rock.

That | was experiencing full proof of their theory was no comfort. Without question we explored an
infinity of rock. But had that rock oncelived? Or did it merely mock life? Had it been made up of organic
creatureslike us? Did it strive to shape itsdlf into the life of the surface as, in aless complex way, aflower
or atree might strive through the earth to reach the light? | found it easy to believe this. Anyone who has
not had my experience need only find a picture of the Carlsbad Cavernsto know exactly what 1 mean.

Pillarslooked asif they had been carved by inspired lunatics so that you saw every possible shape
and face and mongter within them, and each rock flowed into another and they were endlessin their
variety, marching into the far darkness, their outlines flickering into sharp relief and dark shadow from the
white fire flung up by that enormous phosphorescent river as she heaved herself endlesdly into the heart of
theworld. Like Niagaraturned into moonlit Elfland, an opium-egter's dream, aglorious vison of the
Underworld. Did | witness the landscapes and the comforts of the damned? | began to fedl that at any
moment those snaking rocks would come dive and touch me and make me one of themselves, frozen
again for athousand years until brought to predatory movement only when they sensed the stray scuttling
of creatureslike ourselves, blind and deaf and lost forever.

The beauty which theriver illuminated inspired wonder aswell asterror. High above us, like the
delicate pipes of fairy organs, were thousands and thousands of hanging crystal chanddliers, dl aflame
with coal, slvery light. Occasondly one of the crystalswould catch areflection and turn whatever color
therewasto brilliant, dazzling displays which seemed to travel with the water, flickering, through the haze,



following the currents as that huge torrent endlessly roared, flinging its voice to the arches and domes
aboveeven asit fdl.

| could not believe that the system could go so deep or, indeed, be so wide. It seemed infinite. Were
there mongters lurking there? | remembered an engraving from Verne. Greet serpents? Gigantic
crocodiles? Descendants of dinosaurs?

| reminded mysdlf that the redl brutes were till somewhere behind us. Even Verne, or indeed Wells,
had failed to anticipate the Nazi Party and dl its complex evil.

No doubt Gaynor and hisdly, Klosterheim, had more ambitious motives than helping the Nazi cause.
My guesswasthat if the Nazis were no longer useful to them, the two men would no longer be Nazis.
This made them, of course, an even greater threat to us. They believed in no cause but their own and thus
could appear to believein al causes. Gaynor had aready showed me both his charming and hisvicious
sde. | suspected there were many shades of charm and, indeed, viciousness which others had seen. A
man of many faces. In that, he reflected some of Hitler'squalities.

I cannot explain how | inched down that long, dippery pathway, much of it with Oonas help,
congtantly aware of the broken bonesin my foot but, thanksto her potion, in no severe pain. | knew my
ruined body couldn't support me for much longer.

We at last reached the extraordinary bridge. It rose from the surrounding rock with that same sinuous
dynamic asif something living had been frozen only moments before. Againgt the glowing spray itspale
stone columns were outlined before usin al their cathedra-like beauty. It reminded me of afantasy by
the mad Catalan architect Gaudi or our own Ludwig of Bavaria, but far more el aborate, more delicate.
Fanked on both sdes by tall spiresand turrets, dl formed by the natural action of the cavernsand again
bearing that peculiarly organic quality, itsfloor had not been naturally worn but smoothed to
accommodate human feet. The ddlicate slvery towers marched across the gorge through which the
glowing river ran in caverns "messurel ess to man, down to asunless sea” Had the opium poets of the
English Enlightenment seen what | was now seeing? Had their imaginations actudly crested it? This
disturbing thought came more than once. My brain could scarcely understand the exact nature of what
my eyeswitnessed and so | wasinclined, like any ordinary lunatic, to invent some sort of logic, to sustain
mysdlf, to sop mysdf from smply stepping to one unguarded edge of that greet bridge and leaping to my
inevitable death.

But | was not by nature suicidd. | still had some faint hope of getting medical assistance and aguide
back to the surface where | could do useful work. The roar of the water in the chasm below made it
impossible to ask Oona questions and | could only be patient. Having rested, we began to hobble dowly
acrossthe bridge, | usng my sword as arough crutch and Oona using her carved bow-staff.

The foam from the torrent below engulfed the bridge in bright mist. | dowly became aware of afigure,
roughly my height, standing in my path. The fellow was alittle oddly shaped and also seemed to support
himsalf on agtaff. Oona pressed forward, clearly expecting to be met.

When | drew close, however, | redized the figure who waited to greet us was a gigantic red fox,
standing on his hind legs, supporting himsdf with along, ornamenta "dandy pol€e" and dressed e aborately
in the costume of a seventeenth-century French nobleman, al lace and elaborate embroidery.
Awkwardly removing hiswide-brimmed fegthered hat with one delicate paw, the fox mouthed afew
words of greeting and bowed.

With somerdlief, asif escaping anightmare, | lost consciousness and fell in ahegp to the causaway's
quivering floor.



Chapter Seven

People of the Depths

Unable to accept any further assault on my training and experience, my mind did the only thing it could
to saveitself. It had retreated into dreams as fantastic asthe redlity, but dreamswhere | appeared at least
to have some control. Again | experienced the exultation of guiding not just one great Sinuous flying
reptile but an entire squadron of them. Racing up into cold, winter skieswith someone held tight against
mein my saddle, sharing my delight. Someone | loved.

And there stood my doppelganger again. Reaching towards me. The woman had vanished. | wasno
longer riding the dragon. My double came closer and | saw that his face was contracted with pain. His
red eyeswere weeping pale blood. At that instant | no longer feared him. Instead | felt sympathy for him.
He did not threaten me. Perhaps he tried to warn me?

Sowly thevison faded and | knew a sense of extraordinary, floating well-being. Asif | wasbeing
reborn painlesdy from thewomb. And as| relaxed, my rationa mind dowly came awake again.

| could accept the existence of an underground kingdom so vast asto seem infinite. | could accept
and understand the effects of itsweird formations on my imagination. But afox out of afary talewastoo
much! In my feverish attemptsto absorb dl those dien sghts, it was quite possible I'd imagined the
fellow. Or e se had become so used to the fantastic that | had failed to recognize an actor dressed up for
aperformance of Vol pone.

Certainly the fox was nowhere to be seen when | opened my eyes. Instead, looming over me, wasthe
figure of agiant, whose head resembled a sengitive verson of an Easter Idand god. He looked down on
me with dmost paradoxica concern. His uniform darmed me until | redlized it was not German. | hardly
found it extraordinary that he was wearing the carefully repaired livery of an officer in the French Foreign
Legion. An army doctor, perhaps? Had our journey brought us up into France? Or Morocco? My
prosaic brain jumped at ordinary explanationslike acat at abird.

Thelarge legionnaire was helping me to raise myself in the bed.

"You arefeding well now?"

| had answered, rather haltingly, in the same language before | redlized we were speaking classica
Greek. "Do you not speak French?' | asked.

"Of course, my friend. But the common tongue hereis Greek and it's consdered impolite to speak
anything dse, though our hosts are familiar with most of our earthly languages.”

"And our hosts are what? Large, overdressed foxes?”

Thelegionnaire laughed. It was asif granite cracked open. "'Y ou have met Milord Renyard, of course.
He was eager to be thefirg to greet you. He thought you would know him. | believe he was friendly with
an ancestor of yours. He and your companion, Mademoiselle Oona, have continued on urgently to Mu
Ooria, where they consult with the people there. | understand, my friend, that | have the honor to address
Count Ulric von Bek. | am your humble J.-L. Fromentd, lieutenant of France's Foreign Legion."

"And how did you come here?'

"By accident, no doubt. The same as M'sieur le Comte, eh?' Fromental helped me st upright in the
long, narrow bed, whose shalow sidestightly gripped even my half-starved body. " On the run from some
unfriendly Rif, in my case. Looking for the site of ancient Ton-al-Oorn. My companion died. Closeto
death myself | found an old temple. Went deegper than | suspected. Arrived here." Everything in the room
seemed etiolated. The placefdt like certain Egyptian tombs | had seen during that youthful trip with my
school to the ancient world and the Holy Land. | half expected to see cartouches painted on the pale
walls. | was dressed in along garment, alittle on thetight Sde, rather like anightshirt, which they cdl a
djelabain Egypt. The room waslong and narrow, like acorridor, lit by dim glasses of glowing weter.
Everything wasthin and tal asif extended like apiece of liquid glass. | felt asif | wasin one of those
"Owl GlassHalls' of mirrorswhich were such aragein Viennaafew years ago. Even the massve
Frenchman seemed vagudly short and squat in such surroundings. Y et strange as everything was, | had
begun to redize how well | felt. | had not been so fit and at one with mysdlf since the days of my lessons
with old von Asch.



The silence added to my sense of well-being. The sound of water was distant enough to be soothing. |
was reluctant to speak, but my curiosity drove me.

"If thisisnot Mu Ooria, then where arewe?" | asked.

"Strictly spesking thisisnot acity a al, but auniversity, though it functions rather more varioudy than
mogt universties. It isbuilt on both sides of the glowing torrent. So that scientists can study the waters
and understand their language.”

"Language?”

That was the nearest trandation. " These people do not believe that water is sentient asanimasare
sentient. They believe everything has a certain specific nature which, if understood, alowsthemto livein
greater harmony with their surroundings. It'sthe purpose of their study. They are not very mechanicaly
minded, but they use what power they discover to their advantage.”

| imagined some logt orientd land, sSimilar to Tibet, whose peoples spent their livesin spiritua
contemplation. They had probably come here, much as we had come, hunted by some enemy, then
grown increasingly decadent, at least by my own rather puritanical standards.

"The people here brought you back to hedth,” Fromentd told me. "They thought you would rather
waketo amore familiar type of face. Y ou will meet them soon.” He guessed what | had been thinking.
"There are practical advantagesto their studies. Y ou have been deeping in the curing ponds for some
long time. Their bonesetters and muscle-sootherswork mostly in the ponds.” At my expresson he smiled
and explained further. "They have pools of river water, to which they have added certain other
properties. No matter what your ailment, be it a broken bone or a cancerous organ, it can be hedled in
the curing ponds, with the application of certain other processes specific to your complaint. Music, for
ingtance. And color. Consequently, timeless asthis placeis, we are even less aware of the familiar action
of time aswe know it on the surface.”

"Y ou do not age?'

"1 do not know."

| was not ready for further mysteries. "Why did Oonago on without me?”

"A matter of grest urgency, | gather. She expectsyou to follow. A number of us are leaving for the
main city, which lies on the edge of the underground ocean you saw from above."

"Y ou travel together for security?"

"From a habit of garrulousness, no more. Expect no horrid supernaturd terrors here, my friend.
Though you might think you've fallen down a gigantic rabhbit burrow, you're not in Wonderland. Ason the
surface, we are at the dominant end of the food chain. But here thereisno hot blood. No conflicts, save
intellectual and formal. No real wegpons. Nothing like that sword of yours. Here everything hasthe quiet
dignity of thegrave."

| looked at him sharply, looking for irony, but he was smiling gently. He seemed happy.

"Well," | admitted, "bizarre astheir medicine might be, it seemsto work."

Fromental poured me acolorlessdrink. "I have learned, my friend, that we al see the practice of
medicine alittle differently. The French are as gppalled by English or American doctoring as the Germans
are by the Italians and the Itdians by the Swedes. And we need not mention the Chinese. Or voodoo. |
would say that the efficacy of the cure has as much to do with the andlysis and treatment as it doeswith
certain ways of imagining our bodies. What'smore, | know that if the cobragtrikes a my hand, he kills
mein minutes. If he drikesa my cat's neck, my cat might fed alittle deepy. Y et cyanidewill kill us both.
So what ispoison? What is medicine?”

| et his questions hang and asked another. "Where is my sword? Did Oonatake it with her?

"The scholars have it here. I'm certain they intend to return it to you now that you are well, They found
it an admirable artifact, apparently. They weredl interested iniit.”

| asked himif this"university” wasthe group of dender pillars| had seen from the distance and he
explained that while the Off-M oo did not build citiesin the ordinary sense, these two groups of pillars
had been adapted as living quarters, officesand dl the usua accommodation of an active settlement,
though commerce as such was not much practiced by them.

"So who are these Utopians? Ancient Greeks who missed their way? Descendants of some Orpheus?



Thelogt tribe of I1sradl ?"

"None of those, though they might have put astory or two into the world's mythologies. They're not
from the surface a dl. They are native to this cavernous region. They havelittle practical interest in what
liesbeyond their world but they have a profound curiosity, coupled with habitua caution, which makes
them students of our world but ingtinctively unwilling to have intercourse with it. When you have lived
herefor awhile you'll understand what happens. Knowledge and imagination are enough. Something
about this dark sphere sets people to dreaming. Because death and discomfort are rare, because thereis
little to fear from the environment, we can cultivate dreaming as an art. The Off-Moo themsalves have
little desireto leave here and it'sarare vistor who iswilling to return to the upper world. This
environment makesintellectuds and dreamersof usall.”

"Y ou spesk of these people asif they were monks. Asif they believed there was purpose to their
dreaming. Asif their settlements were great monasteries.”

"Sothey areinaway."

"No children?"

"It depends what you mean. The Off-Moo are partheno-genetic. While they often form lasting unions,
they do not need to marry to reproduce. Their desth isalso their birth. A rather more efficient species
than our own, my friend." He paused, putting a gentle hand on my shoulder. "Y ou'd best prepare yourself
for many surprises. Unlessyou decideto jump in theriver or go so far you fdl into the landsthat are
caled Uria-Ne by the Mu Oorians. The Lands Beyond the Light iswhat we would call them, | suppose.
Or perhapsjust the Dark World. These people do not fear that world as much aswe do. But only a
desirefor painful death would take you there."

"Isthat not our own world they describe?’

"It could be, my friend. There are few simplicitiesin this apparently black and white environment. Y ou
and | do not have the eyes to see the beauties they perceive, nor the subtleties of tone and shade which
to them are vivid as our surface roses or sunsets. Soon you could become as obsessed as | with
understanding the sensibilities of this gentle and complex people.”

"Perhaps” | said, "when the time comes for me to want peace. But meanwhilein my own country
thereisaruthless enemy to befought, and fight him I mugt.”

"Well, every man must be ableto look hisbest friend inthe eye," said Fromentd, "and | will not
dissuade you. Can you walk? Come, welll seek what advice we can from Scholar Fi, who hastaken a
grong interest in your welfare."

| found that | could walk easily with agreat sense of energy. | followed Fromental, who had to
sgueeze his massive body through some of the doors, down a sinuous spird wakway and at last into the
sreet. | wasamost running as | reached the cool, damp outside air. Y et the nature of that dreaming
town, apparently bathed in perpetual moonlight, with spires so dender you would think the dightest
sound would shatter them, with its basdt pathways and complex gardens of pale fungi whose shapes
echoed those of the rocks, made mewak dowly with respect. Aswe left our elongated Gothic doorway
behind, | smelled adozen delicious, delicate, warm scents, perhaps of prepared food. And the plants had
amusty perfume you sometimes find above ground. The ddlicate aroma you associate with certain
truffles.

The towers themsalves were of basalt fused with other kinds of rock to produce the effect of
creatures trapped behind thick glass, perpetually staring out at us. This natura architecture, which
intelligent creatures had fashioned to their own use, was of extraordinary beauty and delicacy and
sometimes, when afaint shudder from the river shook the ground, it would sway and murmur. Buildings
suddenly brought to life. All this pale wonder framed againgt the shifting glow of the blazing river and the
more distant light from the lake. | suddenly saw theriver astheir verson of the Nile, the mother of dl
civilizations. Was that why | made that ingtinctive connection with the builders of the pyramids?

Aswewalked | asked Fromentd if he knew Bastable. Fromental had met him once at thisvery
university. He understood that Bastable regularly visited the main city of Mu Ooria

"Soit ispossbleto comeand go?'

Fromental was amused. "Certainly, my friend. If you're Bastable. That Englishman belongsto a



somewhat exclusive group of people who are able to travel what some call the moonbeam roads. It'sa
talent denied me. He can move from one sphere to another at will. | understand he believesyou to bea
very important fellow.”

"How could you know that?'

"From Mam'sdlle Oona. Who else?'

"I think he values my sword more than hevaluesme.”

"Scholar Gou knows him. I've heard him speak about it. | think Bastable vaues both.”

And then we had stepped through another archway and entered a house that seemed made of flesh
and blood internal organs yet was cold marble to the touch.

Wewerein avery high chamber lit by achanddier containing dozens and dozens of the same long,
dender light bottles| had seen earlier. Around the walls of the chamber were charts, diagrams, picturesin
many languages. The dominant script reminded me of the most beautiful Arabic initsflowing, eaborate
purity. Clearly the written speech of the Off-Moo. All in what to my eye was monochrome, asif | had
entered afilm set and was trapped in awild adventure serid.

Fromental's voi ce seemed even deeper and more resonant. " Count von Bek, may | present my good
friend and mentor Scholar Fi, who directed the team which healed you."

My voice sounded coarse and heavy in my own ears. | could scarcely open my mouth and not gape.
Atfirgt | thought | had come upon my doppelganger, but thisfigure wasfar taler and thinner, even though
hislong, thin triangular features were an exaggerated version of my own. Hetoo was an abino. But his
skull must have been at least twice the length of mine and about half the width and was framed by a
conica headdress that went to a point, exactly mirroring the length and shape of the scholar'sface. The
hat fanned over his shoulders across agarment identical to my own, with long "mandarin” deevesand a
hem that trailed the floor. | could not make out the size or shape of hisfeet. His robe, however, was
woven from the samefine Slk asthe one | wore. His danting ruby eyes, hislong ears and strangely
shaped brows all made hisface aparody of my own. Were people like this my ancestors? Was it
Off-Moo genes which made me an earthly outcast? Had | found my own people? The sudden sense of
belonging was overwhelming and | almost wept. | recovered myself and thanked him gravely for his
hospitality. And for bringing me back to life,

"Y ou are most welcome." As soon as the creature spoke in the beautiful, liquid formality of Greek, |
knew that my preconceptions had been nonsense. "It'sonly rarely | have the privilege of serving one of
your particular physiology, which has much in common with our own.” Hisvoice was gentle, precise,
lilting— amost asong. His skin wasif anything paer than my own and much thinner. Hiseyeswerea
kind of rosy amber, and his ears danted back from his head, ending in points. My own ears, though not
as exaggerated, were Smilar to his. They were called "devil'sears' in my part of the world.

Scholar F seemed an enthusiastic host. He asked after my well-being and said if | had any questions
he would answer them as best his poor powers allowed. | had afeding Fi spoke with the modesty of
genius. First he took me to an a cove and showed me my sword resting there. Fromenta, perhaps
discreetly, said he had some business on the outskirts of the city and would rgjoin us later.

Scholar F suggested we gtroll in the shade-flower forest, which was restful and aromatic, he said.
Gently heled me from his house through serpentine streets where orderly natural rows of gigantic pagoda
st agmites marched into the distance, dl illuminated by the glow from theriver. As| looked closer 1
redized the vast pillars were thoroughly occupied. Such glorious architecture would touch achord in any
romantic, finding that authentic frisson the poets entreated us to seek. What would Goethe, for instance,
make of dl this extraordinary, pale beauty? Would he be as overwhel med, both aesthetically and
intellectudly, as1?

Scholar Fi led me through a series of twitternsto awall and a gateway. We passed into an organic
world of pae grey and silver— an astonishing spectacle of huge plants which grew from asingle massve
stem and opened like umbrellasto form a canopy diplaying delicately shaded membranes. The giant
plants aso resembled living organs, like a cross section in amedical book. They gave off aheavy,
narcotic scent which did not so much sedate as excite. My vision seemed to improve. | noticed more
detail, more shades. Fi told me that in Mu Ooriathere were gardens like this aslarge as earthly countries.



The flowers and their stalks were important sources of nutrients and remedies, aswell as materiasfrom
which to make their furniture and so on. They grew inrich st which the river brought from the surface.
"Theriver brings us everything we need. Food, heet, light. Origindly we lived in towers and gdleries
aready hollowed by the water's action but gradualy, as our numbers expanded—we occasiondly give
birth to twins—we learned to fashion houses from within, usng chiefly e ementa methods.”

Although not entirdly understanding some of hisanswers, | asked him how old their civilization was. |
could not believe ahuman traveler had never vidited this place and returned with his story. Scholar F was
regretful. He was not an expert in time, he said. But he would find someone who could probably trandate
for me. He thought his people had probably existed for about as long as our own. The journey between
one world and the other was amatter of luck, since it involved crossing the Lands Beyond the Light, and
the methods we used on the surface to measure space were less than helpful there. That iswhy they
never felt curious enough to visit what Scholar Fi caled "the Chaosside," presumably the surface. Their
notions of the natural universe were asaien astheir ideas of medicine. | could only respect them. | was
getting aglimmering of their logic, beginning to understand the way the Off-M oo perceived redlity. |
could understand Fromenta'sfascination. As| waked in that narcotic mi<t, the huge veins and sinews of
the plate plants vibrating overhead, | casualy considered the idea of forgetting Hitler and staying here,
where life was everything it should be.

"Fromenta and a party of othersleave for Mu Ooriawhen the current turnsto the fourth harmony.

Y ou will bewanting to go with them? Can you hear the harmonies, Count Ulric? Areyou familiar
with"—aglint of dry humor—"our aurd weether?"

"| fear not," | said.

He produced asmdl piece of metal from hisdeeve, holding it in those incredibly long fingers that
seemed too delicate to grasp abird feather. He then blew on the metdl, producing a swest vibration.

"That isthe sound," he said.

| think he expected me to remember it after hearing it only once. | decided that my best chance wasto
stay with Fromentd at ail times and depend upon his experience and wisdom.

"1 am hoping to get helpin Mu Ooria," | said. "1 need to return to my own world. | have aduty to
perform.”

"Thereyou will find our wisest people who will help you if they can.”

| remembered to ask him more about the creature who had met us on the bridge. Lord Renyard was
an explorer and a philosopher, said Scholar Fi. His old home had been destroyed in a supernatural battle
and his current home was under threat, but he was aregular vigitor. "He has never known others of his
own kind. Y ou are probably lucky that he wasn't able to pump you on your knowledge of the thinkers
and scholars he admires. He has a great enthusiasm for one of your philosophers. Do you know
Voltaire?'

"Only aswdl asthe average educated man.”

"Then you are probably fortunate.”

I had not expected sarcastic humor from such abeing as Scholar Fi and again | was charmed. There
were more and more reasonswhy | should stay here.

"Hewanted to greet you so badly." Scholar Fi led me around a grest piece of bulbous root that
seemed to rise and fd|l like a creature breathing. "He was acquainted apparently with one of your
ancestors, a namesake, whom he had known before his fief-dom was destroyed by warfare. He had
consderable praise for this Count Manfred.”

"Manfred!" Thefamily had aways congdered him an embarrassment. A liar on the scae of
Munchausen. A scapegrace and turncoat. A spy. A Jacobin. A servant of foreign kings. An adventurer
with women. "Hisnameis never mentioned.”

"Well, Lord Renyard seemed to think hewas afair scholar of the French Enlightenment, by which he
sets grest store.”

"My ancestor Manfred was a scholar only of the street song, the beer stein and the good-natured
srumpet." He had brought such shameto the family that alater ancestor of mine destroyed many of his
accounts and suppressed others. Manfred had been the hero of afamous burlesque opera: Manfred; or,



The Gentleman Houri. There had been some attempt by his contemporaries to have him declared
insane but after escaping the French Assembly, of which he had briefly been amember, he kept hishead
and disappeared into Switzerland. The last anyone heard, he had appeared in Mirenburg in the company
of a Scottish aeria engineer by the name of St. Odhran. They had made claimsfor an airship which they
could not substantiate. Eventudly they escaped from angry investorsin their vessel. Apparently they
turned up again later in Paris selling asimilar scheme. By thet time, to our family'sintenserelief, the name
von Bek was no longer used. He was aso known as the Count of Crete, and rumor had it that he was
hanged as ahorse thief in the English town of Y ork. Other stories claimed he had lived near Bristol asa
woman for the rest of hislife, broken by love. And another story told how he had tracked a piper out of
Hameln, never to be seen again. | became disturbed. Was | following in the footsteps of legendary
ancestors whose lives had been so secret even their nearest and dearest did not know who they really
were? And wasit my destiny to be destroyed by the knowledge which had dmost certainly destroyed
them?

Scholar F was baffled by my opinion of Manfred. "But | am learning more and more about your
perceptions.”

| tried to explain how we no longer believed the old myths and folktales of our ancestors and he
continued to be mystified. Why, he wondered, would one idea have to be rgjected in favor of another?
Did we only have room in our headsfor oneideaat atime?

Scholar Fi trembled al over with laughter. Hetrilled appreciatively at hisown wit. Thiswas
completdy charming and | found myself joining in. Even in motion there was aquality about the Mu
Ooarian which made it seem a ddicate sone figure had become animated.

Suddenly my host cocked his head to one side. His hearing was far more acute than mine. He began
to turn.

Intimeto see Fromental walking rapidly towards us.

"Scholar Fi, Count Ulric. Citizens reported their approach. | went to verify it. | can now tell you that a
party of about a hundred armed men, equipped with the latest technical help, have crossed the bridge
and now wait at the outskirts. They're demanding to speak to our ‘leader.™

I had no time to explain the notion to the bewildered scholar. Fromental turned to me. 1 think it's your
particular nemesis, my friend. Hisnameis Mgor von Minct and he seemsto believe you areacrimind of
somekind. Y ou stole anationd treasure, isthat it?”

"Doyou bdieve him?'

"He seems aman used to power. And used to lies, en?”

"Did he threaten you?"

"Hislanguage was rdlatively diplomatic. But the thrests were implicit. He's used to getting hisway with
them. He wants to speak to you. To persuade you to do your duty and turn yourself over to the forces of
law and order. He says he has not much time and will only use enough violence to demondtrate his
power." Clearly Fromental had not believed aword of Cousin Gaynor's story. But a hundred swaggering
storm troopers could do considerable damage to creatures with no understanding of war or any other
form of aggression. | feared for Scholar Fi's people more than | feared for mysdlf.

"Do you wish to spesk to thisman?' asked Scholar Fi.

| did my best to explain what had happened and in the end he raised one long-fingered pam. Did |
mind, he asked, if he came with meto meet Gaynor? Uncertainly, | agreed.

Gaynor and hisarmy of uniformed ruffians were lounging about near the bottom of the bridge. The
sound of the water was louder here, but Scholar Fi's voice carried through it. He made a small speech of
welcome and asked Gaynor their business. Gaynor uttered the same nonsensical clams. And Scholar Fi
laughed in hisface.

Klosterheim, beside Gaynor, ingtantly drew his Werther PPK from its holster and pointed it at Scholar
Fi. ™Y our cresture had best show more respect for an officer of the Third Reich. Tell him to be careful or
I'll make an example of him. To quote the Fiihrer—'Nothing is S0 persuasive as the sudden overwhelming
fear of extinction."

"] am serious about the sword.” Gaynor'sterrible eyeslooked straight into mine. Thelittle sanity he



had when he entered the caverns had been driven out of him by what he had experienced here. "1 will kill
anyone who stops me from holding her. Where have you hidden her, cousn? My love. My desire.

Wherés my Ravenbrand?’
"She's hidden hersdlf,” | said. "You'll never find her hereand I'll never tdll you where sheis.”

"Then you are responsible for this monster's deeth,” said Klosterheim. Heleveled hispistol straight at
the gentle scholar's domed forehead and pulled thetrigger.



Book Two

Gone to the world beyond me world, Gone to me sea beyond the sea. Orpheus and his brothers
Seek wives amongst the dead.
—LOBKOWITZ, " Orpheusin Auschwitz,” 1949



Chapter Eight

The Armsof Morpheus

At that moment, as Klosterheim squeezed his automatic'strigger, | understood profoundly how I'd left
» my familiar world far behind and was now in the redlm of the supernatural.

Klosterheim's gun barked for the briefest moment and there was no echo. The sound was somehow
absorbed into the surrounding atmosphere. Then | watched as the bullet stopped afew inches from the
barrel, and was swallowed inthear.

Klosterheim, an oddly fatalistic expresson on hisface, lowered hisarm and holstered his useless
wegpon. He glanced meaningfully at his master.

Gaynor swore. "God be damned—were in the Middlemarch!”

Klosterheim understood him. And so did I. A memory as ancient and mysterious as my family's
blood.

The surrounding landscape, dien asit was, felt far too solid for me to believe mysdlf dreaming. The
only other conclusion had been edging &t the corners of my mind for sometime. It was aslogica asit
was absurd.

As Gaynor had guessed, we had entered the mythica Mittelmarch, the borderlands between the
human world and Faery. According to old tales, my own ancestors had occasiondly visited this place. I'd
always assumed that redlm to be asredl asthe storybook world of Grimm, but now | was beginning to
wonder if Grimm was no more than arecollection of my present redity. Hades, too, and al the other
tales of underworlds and other worlds? Was Mu Ooriathe origina of Alfhem? Or Trollheim? Or the
cavernswhere the dwarfs forged their magic swords?

Asthe strange scene unfolded before me, dl these images and thoughts passed through my mind.
Timeredly did seem to have an indescribably different qudity in thistwilight relm. A foreign texture, a
sense of richness, even adight ingtability. | was sensing away of living Smultaneoudy at different speeds,
some of which | could actudly manipulate. I'd dready experienced ahint of this quaity in my recent
dreams, but now | was certain that | was more awake than | had ever been. | was beginning to sense the
multiversein dl her rich complexity.

Now that he had an idea of his geography, Klosterheim seemed more at ease than any of us. "I have
aways preferred the night,” he murmured. "It ismy naturd element. When | am at my predatory best." A
long, dry tongue licked thin lips.

Scholar Fi offered Klosterheim a shadowed smile. ™Y ou could try to kill me by some other means, but
| can defend mysdlf. It would be unwise to pursue your present aggression. We have countered violence
before in our history. We have learned to respect al who respect life. We do not show the same respect
for those who would destroy life and take dl with them into the oblivion they crave. Their craving we are
ableto satisfy. Though it isajourney that can only be made done.”

| cast my eye over the Nazi ranksto seeif any of them but their leaders understood the scholar's
Greek, but it was clear dl they heard were threatening foreign sounds. My attention was caught by a
figure at the back of the party and to theright, standing beside atal stalagmite, like aset of giant dishes
stacked one on top of the other. The figure's face was obscured by an elaborate helmet and its body was
clad inwhat appeared to be armor of coppery silver, gleaming like dull gold in the semidarkness. The
baroque armor was amost theatrica, like something designed by Bakst for afantagtic Diaghilevian
extravaganza. | felt | had glimpsed Oberon in Elfland. | turned to ask Fromentd if he had seen thefigure,
but the Frenchman's attention was on Gaynor again.

My cousin had scarcely been listening to Scholar Fi. He drew the ornamentd Nazi dagger from its
scabbard at his belt. Pae stedl and polished ebony, the hilt reflected the dancing, misty light. The blade's
gleam seemed to pierce the atmosphere, challenging the whole organic world around us.

Bdancing the dagger on theflat of hishand, Gaynor thrust it out to his Sde. His eyes chalenged mine.
Without turning his head he called behind him in German. "Lieutenant Lukenbach, if you please.”

Proud of his master'srecognition, atal brutein SSblack stepped forward and closed hisfingers
amost voluptuoudy around the dagger. He waited like an eager hound for hisorders,



"Y ou have the temerity to speak of aggression.” Gaynor took a cigarette from his case. ™Y ou shdl
know that you challenge the authority of the Reich. Whether you redizeit or not, my undernourished
friend, you are now citizens of the Greater Germany and bound by the laws of our Fatherland.” This
speech was spoiled by hisfailureto ignite his cigarette. He threw both lighter and cigarette to the ground.
"And some of your own laws, too, it seems.

He was mocking himself. | admired his coolness, if not hisfolly, as he sgned Lieutenant Lukenbach
forward. " Show thisfellow how sharp our old-fashioned Ruhr sted can be."

| became increasingly fearful for Scholar F, who lacked the physica strength to defend himself against
the Nazi. Fromental, too, was looking alittle worried, but motioned me back. He was prepared to trust
the Off-Moo's sense of survival.

Neither Scholar Fi's expression nor his stance had changed as he watched this threatening drama. He
seemed completely unmoved, murmuring in Greek asthe SS man approached.

| would have been terrified by what | saw in Lukenbach's eyesdone. They held that familiar dreaming
glaze | had seen so many timesin recent months—the look of the sadist, of a cresture dlowed to fulfill its
most vicious yearningsin the name of a higher authority. What had the Nazis awakened in the world?
Between rdativism and bigotry, thereisno room for the human conscience. Perhaps without conscience,
| thought, there could only be appetite and ultimate oblivion—an eternity of unformed Chaos or petrified
Law, which found such excdllent expression in the lunacy of communism and fascism whose grim
amplifications could only lead to erility and death and whose laissez-faire capitdist aternative aso
brought us ultimately to the same end. Only when the forces werein baance could life flourish at its
finest. The Nazi "order," however, was a pretense a balance, asmplified impostion on acomplex
world—the kind of action which adways brought the most destruction. The fundamental logic of reaction.
| was about to witness another example of that destructive power as the SS officer came dowly on.

L ukenbach's eyes were greedy for butchery. He drew back his arm and began to take the last few
paces towards us, grinning into Scholar Fi's extinction.

Unableto restrain myself asthe Off-Moo's life was threatened, | sorang forward, ignoring Fromenta
and the scholar. But before | could reach Lukenbach, another man appeared between us. Thisfigurewas
also clad from head to foot in armor as baroque as the other | had seen, but hiswas jet black. Unfamiliar
as hiscostume was, the face was dl too familiar. Gaunt, white, with blazing eyes hard asrubies. It was
my own. It wasthe cresture | had aready seen in my dreams and later in the concentration camp.

| was so shocked by thisthat | was stopped in my tracks, too late to grapple with the Nazi. "Who are
you?' | asked.

My doppelganger was prepared to reply. He mouthed some words, though | heard nothing. Then he
moved to one side. | tried to see where he went, but he had vanished.

L ukenbach was dmost on hisvictim. | could not reach himintime.

Slowly Scholar Fi raised along, dender arm, perhaps in warning. Lukenbach continued to advance,
asif hewere himself entranced. His grip on the swastika dagger tightened as he prepared to am hisfirst
blow.

Thistime both Fromenta and | ingtinctively moved to defend the scholar but he gestured us back. As
L ukenbach came within striking distance the Off-Moo opened his mouth wider than any human's, amost
asif heunhinged hisjaw like a snake, and shrieked.

The sound was a once hideous and harmonious. A ululation, it ssemed to weave itsway through the
quivering stalactites overhead, threstening to bring them al down on us. Yet | had theimpression the
shriek was directed very precisely and pitched in a specific way.

Overhead crysta began to tinkle and murmur in sympathetic vibration. Y et none broke free.

The shriek seemed endless, as melodic as it was controlled. High above, the crystal's continued to
rustle and chime until gradudly they formed a single sweet harmonic whose note, surprisingly harsh,
ended with a sudden snap.

A single dender spear had broken clear of its companions, asif the Off-Moo had selected it, and was
dropping down towards the threatening Nazi whose grin broadened as he anticipated his pleasure.
Clearly hethought Scholar Fi was shrieking with fear.



The crystal shaft hesitated a short distance above L ukenbach's head. The Off-Moo was controlling
the thing with sound done.

The shriek ended. Scholar Fi made atiny movement of hislips. In response to amurmured command,
the crystal lance changed its angle and rate of descent. Then the scholar gestured very carefully. The
stalactite described a gentle arc and then, with an almost elegant impact, struck deep, precisely into the
Nazi's heart.

That shriek continued to echo through the endless caverns while L ukenbach's death throes took their
rapid course.

Helay ill on the rocky surface, his blood welling up around the crystal spear jutting from his chest.
Fromenta and | were shocked by this desth as much as we welcomed it. Gaynor was clearly revisng his
Srategy.

My cousin bent forward and retrieved his dagger from Lukenbach's stiffening fingers. With some
distaste he stepped back, straightening and looking directly into my eyes.

"I'm learning not to underestimate you, cousin. Or your comrades. Are you sure you won't throw in
with us? Or failing that give me the Raven Sword and I'll promise to harass you no further.”

| dlowed mysdlf to smile at his knowing effrontery while Fromenta declared, "Y ou'rein arather weak
bargaining position at the moment, my friend."

"l have a habit of strengthening my position.” Gaynor was still looking directly at me. "What d'you say,
cousin. Stay here with your new friends and I'll take the sword back to the real world to carry on the
fight againgt the forces of Chaos.”

"Y ou're not the forces of Chaos?' My amusement grew.

"They areexactly what | fight. Whichiswhy | must have the Black Sword. If you return with me,
you'll have honors, power— power to make the kind of justice the world is crying out for! Hitler is
merely ameansto thisend, blieve me."

"Gaynor," | said, "you've given yoursdf in service to the Beast. Y ou'll bring nothing but chaosto the
world."

It was my cousin's turn to laugh in my face. "Fool. Have you no idea how wrong you are? Y ou're
duped if you believe | serve Chaos. Law's my master and ever will be! What | do, | do for a better,
more stable, predictable future. If you aso believe in such afuture, come over to our sde whileyou can,
Ulric. It'syou who servesthe cause of Chaos, believe me.”

"This sophigtry's unworthy of aMirenburger,” | said. "Y ou have demongtrated your loydty to evil.

Y ou arewholly sdlfish, I've witnessed your crudty, heard your callousness too often, to be persuaded of
any sincerity you protest, other than a sincere need to devour usal. Y our love of Law'sno morethan a
madman's obsession with tidiness, Gaynor. That's not harmony. Not true order."

A strange expression crossed Gaynor's handsome fegtures as if he recalled memories of better times.
"Ah, well, cousn. Ah, well."

"They're dupes, my lord," said Klosterheim suddenly. He looked troubled. " There's no convincing
them."

"And do you, Herr Klosterheim, regard yourself anoble servant of Law?" asked Fromental.

Klosterheim turned his barren eyes on the Frenchman. He smiled hisblesk, lovelesssmile. "l servemy
own master. And | servethe Grail, whose guardian | shall again become. We shal meet again,
gentlemen. Asl told you, | am at last in my dement. | have no fear of this place and shdl eventudly
conquer it." He paused and looked around himin joy. "How often | have yearned for the night and
resented the interruption of day. Sunriseismy enemy. Here |l can comeinto my own. | am not defeated
by you."

Gaynor seemed surprised by this outburst.

"A somewhat old-fashioned view," | said. "Y ou sound asiif you've been reading far too much romantic
poetry, Herr Mgor."

Heleveled glowering eyesat me and said flatly: "1 am an old-fashioned man, acrud and vengeful
man." For amoment his voice wasfilled with poisoned dust.

"Y oumust go now," said Scholar F suddenly. "If you are found in the light, our guardswill kill you."



"G0? Go where? What guards?'

"Go into the dark. Beyond the light. Our guards are many." Scholar Fi gestured and it seemed the
pointed rocks al around moved dightly. In each one | saw the face of an Off-Moo. "Timeisnot our
measter, theway it isyours, Prince Gaynor."

Gaynor and Klosterheim had underestimated us. | don't believe we underestimated them. Gaynor von
Minct had become a handsome, watchful snake. "If we go back, we can return with an army.”

"More than one army has been lost here," said the scholar casudly. "Besides, you are unlikely to get
back to the place you left and equaly unlikely to find an entrance to our world again. No, you will
journey to the darkness, beyond the river, and there you will learn to survive or perish, asfate decides.
There are many others of your kind out there. Remnants of those same armies. Whole tribes and nations
of them. Men as resourceful as yoursalves should survive well and no doubt discover some means of
flourishing."

Gaynor was contemptuous, disbdieving. "Whole nations? What do they live on?"

Scholar Fi began to turn towards the settlement. His patience had expired. "They are primarily
cannibas, | understand.”

He paused as we joined him. He looked back. Gaynor and the Nazis had not moved.

"Gol”

He gestured.

Gaynor continued to defy him.

Scholar Fi moved his mouth again, thistimein akind of echoing whisper. About adozen crysta
Spears came crashing down afoot or two from the Nazis. We stood there and watched as Gaynor gave
the command to retreat. Sowly the party disappeared into the darkness.

"Weare unlikely to seethem again,” said the Off-Moo. "Their time will be taken up with defending
themsdvesrather than attacking us.”

Fromentd's eyes met mine. Like me, he did not share the scholar's confidence.

"It's perhaps as well we're traveling to Mu Ooria," he said. "We should at least report this.”

"| agree,”" said the scholar. "And because of the circumstances, | suggest you take the voluk, rather
than go on foot. We have no clear idea how closdly the time flows coincide in this season, so it isaswell
to be cautious." He was not expressing anxiety, rather common sense.

Fromental nodded his huge head. "1t will beinteresting,” he said.

"What isthe volukl™ | asked him, after we had parted from Scholar Fi.

"l have never seenit,” he said.

When he returned me to my quarters, Ravenbrand was waiting for me. My hosts were telling meto be
prepared for the worst.

| dept fitfully for what seemed afew hours, but my dreams were confused. | saw awhite hare running
across the underground landscape, running through sharp crags and looming inverted pillars, running
towards the towers of Mu Ooria, pursued by ared-tongued, jet-black panther. | saw two horsemen
riding across afrozen lake. One horseman wore armor of silvered copper, glaring in thelight from apae
blue sky. The other, who chalenged him, wore armor of black iron, fashioned in fantagtic forms, with a
helm on his head that resembled a dragon about to take flight. The face of the black-clad horseman was
my twin. | could not see the face of the other horseman, but | imagined it to be Gaynor, perhaps because
| had encountered him most recently. As| fdl in and out of these dreams, | wondered about my
doppel ganger, who had clearly not wanted meto interfere in the Off-Moo's defense. Was | deluded?
Wasit only | who could see him? Was there some Freudian explanation to my dreams and visons? And
if what | saw wasreal, how wasit possble? | consoled mysdf that in Mu Oorial might learn alittle more
of the truth. Oona, for instance, would be glad to educate me. And there, | decided, | would ask for help
in returning to my own Germany, to join in the fight againgt an evil which must soon engulf the whole of
Europe and perhaps the world.

| had been awake for only a short time when Fromental called for me. | was surprised to seethat he
was carrying asword at hiship and abow and quiver of arrows on his back.

"Y ou're expecting attack?" | asked.



"l see no point in not being ready for trouble. But | believe Scholar Fi's optimism is probably well
founded. Y our cousin and his band will have much to occupy them in the Lands Beyond the Light.”

"And why do you travel to Mu Ooria?' | asked him.

"l hope to meet with somefriends of Lord Renyard's," he said. And would not be drawn further.

| had wrapped my sword in acloth and bound it up sothat I,

too, could ding it over my back. | had afew provisions and changes of clothing and was now wearing
my own familiar outfit, complete with deersta ker, which looked even more incongruous than Fromenta's
kepi.

After we had breskfasted on some rather bland broth, he led me through the twisting streets until we
stood at last on the banks of theriver, in akind of cut where the waters were calmer. Scholar F and a
group of Off-Moo were aready on the harborside, apparently in lighthearted conference.

My own astonished attention was drawn to what was moored there. At first | thought the thing dive,
but then | guessad it to be cunningly fashioned from some kind of crystalline stone, predominantly of dark
marOone and crimson. The massive vessel seemed to have been carved from asingleruby. Y et the stone
waslight asglassand sat easily in the waterslike aship. The voluk looked like some mythical sea beast
drawn up from the depths where it had long since petrified. As| regarded itsfishy, reptilian face, dl
flared nogtrils and jowls and coiling tendrils, | imagined that it looked at me. Wasit dive? | had anagging
memory ...

Onthe voluk's back was alarge, flat area, created by akind of enormous saddle, making a platform,
araft large enough to take fifteen or twenty passengers and steered by two massive sweeps, one on each
Sde

| wasimpressed by the size aswell asthe complexity of the carving and remarked on it to Fromental
as we followed the Off-M oo crew up the gangplank to where they took their places at the oars. The
Frenchman was amused by this. "It's nature's hand, not the Off-Moo's, you must blame for this monster.
They draw these remains from their lake and find that with only minor modification, they can employ them
asrafts. But, of course, they're rardly used, since they have to be dragged back upstream. Clearly, by
putting a voluk at our disposal, our hosts are showing they believe the Situation to be serious.”

"They expect attack from Gaynor, when they are so easily able to defend themsalves? Have they a
means of seeing into the future?”

"They can see amillion futures. Which in some waysisthe same as not seeing any. They trust their
ingtincts, | suspect, and know Gaynor'stype. They know he will scarcely deep until he has been
revenged for what happened out there. They have survived for so long, my friend, because they
anticipate danger and are ready to counter it. They will not underestimate men such as Gaynor. Whatever
lives out therein the Lands Beyond the Light seems dangerous enough, from what I've learned. But the
Off-Moo know that periodicaly one of the creatures unitesthe othersin atruce, long enough to try to
attack Mu Ooria. They can see that Gaynor and Klosterheim have the intelligence and motive to succeed
in creating some kind of aliance of the darklandstribes. All hate Mu Ooriabecause at some stage Mu
Ooriahas welcomed them and then banished them to the outer darkness.”

"Areweadl eventudly banished there?'

"By no means. Wait until you get to Mu Ooria hersdlf!" Fromental clapped me on the back, clearly
relishing the wonders he would soon be showing me.

Scholar Fi approached us as we settled into the shallow sedts at the center of the raft. He was
gracious. He hoped we would return, he said, and let them all know how we fared. Then he went ashore,
the gangplank was raised, and the dender Off-Moo, in their nodding conical cowls and their flowing pale
robes, lent their strength and experience to the sweeps, guiding us out of the calm water and into the
black, star-studded channel of the main river.

At once the current caught us. The crew had little to do but keep the monstrous hull on course. We
moved with darming speed, sometimes striking white water as the river narrowed between high banks
and seemed to pour even deeper into the core of the planet.

Not, of course, that we were any longer on the planet, aswe knew it. Thiswasthe Mittelmarch,
which obeyed the laws of Elfland.



The dark waters were surprisingly clear and it was often possible to see to the bottom, where the
rock had been worn to an artificial smoothness. | wouldn't have been surprised to learn that we were
actualy moving dong aman-made cand. Thelight grew increasingly bright aswe neared the lake and the
temperature also grew warmer, suggesting that thisinland seawas the source of the Off-Moo civilization.
It was to them what the sun and the Nile were to Egypt.

Although both banks were visible most of the time, the shadows and strange shapes of the rocks, the
way the light from the water constantly varied, made it seem that the river course was populated with al
kinds of mongters. Gradualy | became used to the phantasmagoric nature of the swiftly passing
landscape. But then, as | admired agrove of dender stalagmites which grew just on the edge of the
water, like Earthly reeds, | was sure | saw an anima of some kind.

It was not asmall animal. Thelight had caught its eyes, emerald green, glaring at mefromthe
darkness. | turned to Fromental, asking him if he knew what creature it might be. He was surprised.
There were usudly no animas about larger than the Off-Moo themsdlves. Then, in alength of bank
wherethe light flickered strongly, | saw it again.

I'd seen it once before. In my dream. A gigantic cat, far larger than the largest tiger, jet black, itsred
tonguelolling from ajaw filled with sharp, white fangs, and two enormous curving incisors. A
saber-toothed panther, itslong tail lashing even asit ran, was keeping pace with us. A creature of my
dreams. Running beside the raft as the current bore us towards the Off-M oo capital!

Now Fromenta could see the beast. He knew what it was. "Those cats are never normaly found this
closeto theriver, asthey loathe and fear it. They hunt the Lands Beyond the Light. The cannibals are
their natural prey. They're greatly feared because they can seein the dark, if not in the conventional
sense. Though it seemsthose eyes|ook at you, in fact the beasts are completely blind."

"How do they hunt? How isthat beast ableto follow us?!

"The Off-Moo tell meit is heat. Somehow the eyes see hest rather than light. And their sense of smell
isextraordinary. They can pick up certain scentsthat are amile or more away. The darklanderslivein
terror of them. The Off-Moo believe the cats are their greatest Single protection againg threats from the
cannibas”

"The cannibas don't hunt the panther?"

"They can hardly protect themsdaves againg it. Superdtition and fire are about dl they have in their
defense, for they, too, are largely blind. They ingtinctively fear the creatures, for whom they arerelatively
eesy prey.”

But the Off-Moo were darmed now that they could see the cat. They spoke in high-pitched Greek
which was amost impossible for me to understand. Fromentd told me that this Sgn increased their
anxiety, their sense of danger. Why had the cat come so closeto theriver?

"Perhaps nothing more than curiosity,” suggested my friend.

He signaled to Scholar Brem, an acquaintance, and went to talk to him. When he came back he
seemed disturbed. "They fear that some powerful force drivesthe cats away from their usua hunting
grounds. But there again it might just be an isolated young male looking for amate.” | didn't seethe grest,
black saber-tooth again. We were already dowing asthe thrust of the river met the embrace of the
blazing lake, whose further shores were lost in the pitch-darkness beyond.

Gradudly, just as one might from aship or atrain entering the outskirts of amighty city, we began to
notice that the formations around us had given way to the dender living towers of the Off-Moo. These
towers often reflected soft shades, the merest wash of color, which added to their mysterious beaty.
Curious Off-Moo began to appear on the banks and on their balconies while our steersmen strained
againg their sweeps, catching the current which bore us gracefully in towards a harbor, where severa
gmilar petrified seamonsters were moored.

With considerable skill, the swegpsmen brought the raft dlongside a quay of elaborately carved rock.
Onitasmall crowd waited to greet us. For the most part they were Off-M oo, subtly individua in their
conical hoods, but then | recognized a shorter figure standing to one side and knew such pleasure, such
relief, that | was surprised by the depth of my own emotion. | had cometo care very much for Oona.
Her pae, abino beauty gave her an even more ethered quality in thisworld than it had in my own. But



that was not what gladdened my heart. It was afeding far more subtle. A sense of recognition, perhaps?
| hurried off the bizarre raft and onto the basalt of the quayside, running to greet her, to embrace her, to
fed the warmth, the redlity, the profound familiarity of her.

"l am glad you are here,” she murmured. She embraced Fromenta. "Y ou have arrived in time to meet
Lord Renyard'sfriends. They bring desperate news. Aswe suspected, our foes attack three redlms at
leagt, dl of them strategic. Y our own world isin mortd peril. Tanelorn hersalf isagain under deep siege,
thistime from Law, and could fal at any moment. And now, it seems, Moo Uriahersdf faces her
greatest threat. Thisis not coincidence, gentlemen. We have avery powerful opponent.” She was dready
leading us away from the docked raft, through twisting, narrow streets.

"But Tanelorn can't be conquered,” said Fromentd. "Tandlornis eterna .”

Oonaturned serious eyes up towards his distant face. "Eternity aswe understand it isin jeopardy. All
that we take for granted. All that is permanent and inviolable. Everything is under attack. Gaynor's
ambitions could bring about the destruction of sentience. The end of consciousness. Our own extinction.
And possibly the extinction of the multiverse hersdlf."

"Perhaps we should have killed him when hefirgt threstened us," said Fromental.

Theyoung huntress shrugged her shoulders as she led usinto one of the dender buildings. ™Y ou could
not kill him then,” shesaid. "It would be mordly impossible.”

"How s0?"' | asked.

Her tone was matter-of-fact, asif | had missed the most obvious answer in theworld.

"Because," shesad, "at that point in your mutua histories he had yet to commit hisgreat crime.”



Chapter Nine

A Conference of Spheres

| was having difficultieswith Mittelmarch notions of time. It ssemsweweredl fated to liveidentica
livesin billions of counterredities, rardly ableto change our stories, yet constantly striving to do o.
Occasiondly, one of uswas successful, and it was the effort to change that story which somehow helped
maintain the balance of the universe—or rather the multitude of aternate universes Oonacalled "the
multiverse," where all our storieswere being played out in some form. Oonawas patient with me but |
was of aprosaic digposition and such notions didn't St easily with my ideas of common sense. Gradudly
| began to see the broader vision, which hel ped me understand how our dreams were smply glimpses of
other lives, often at their most dramatic, and how it was possible for some of usto move between these
dreams, these other lives, and even sometimes change them.

She spoke of these matters after she had taken meto my quarters and dlowed meto refresh mysdif.
Then, when | was reinvig-orated, she led me out into the sinuous streets of Mu Ooria, avita, crowded
city which wasfar more cosmopolitan than | had anticipated. Clearly not al humanswere banished into
the darkness. Entire quarters werefilled with people of many different races and creeds, evidence of a
great mingling of cultures, including that of the Off-Moo. We passed through street markets which might
have flourished in modern Cologne, between houses which would not have been out of placein medieva
France. Clearly the Off-M oo had along history of welcoming refugees from the surface, and these
people had kept their habits and customs, blending happily with the others.

Aswadl asthefamiliar, there was d so the exotic. Oonaled me past reflective jet and basdt terraces
festooned with pale lichens and fungi, bal conies of sinuous limestone whose occupants were sometimes
indistinguishable from the rock. Thiseterna, sparkling night had aluring beauty of itsown. | could
understand how so many chose to settle here. While you might never know sunlight and fields of spring
flowers, neither would you know the kind of conflict which could rob you of both in an ingtant.

| understood and sympathized with the people who had chosen to live here, but | longed to see again
the familiar, robust, cherry cheeks of our honest Bek peasantry. Not one of the inhabitants of this place
looked entirely dive, though they obvioudy took pleasurein their existence and enjoyed ahigh level of
complex civilization, despite the sense of the crushing weight of rock overhead, the knowledge of this
land's dark boundaries, the hush which seemed to settle everywhere, the dightly exaggerated courtesy
you didn't expect to find in abusy metropalis. | had every admiration for it but would never chooseto
settle here mysdf. Would | ever now find my way back to my fatherland?

Again | wasfilled with a sense of desperate frustration. | loved my country and my world. All |
wanted was the opportunity to fight for what was decent and honorable in both. | needed to take my
place with those who resisted a cowardly terror. Who encountered crudly philistine forces wishing to
destroy everything that had ever been vauablein our culture. | told Oonathis, aswe continued to stroll
through the winding canyons of the city, admiring gardens and architecture, exchanging pleasantrieswith
passersby.

"Believe me, Count Ulric," she assured me, "if we are successful, you will have every opportunity to
fight the Nazis again. But thereis much to be done. The same battle lines are being drawn on at least
three separate planes and at this stage it looks asif our enemies are stronger.”

"Y ou're suggesting | fight for the same cause by taking part in your struggle?"

"] am saying that the causeisthe same. How you serveit will ultimately be your decison. But it will be
smultaneous with other decisons.” She smiled a me and put her delicate hand into mine, leading me
eventudly into agreat, naturd circle, dightly concave, closeto the city's center. Here there were no
stalagmites, and the stalactitesin the roof were hidden by the deep shadow creeted by the lake's glare.

| thought at first this was an amphitheater, but there was no evidence that it accommodated any kind
of audience. Leading out of the circle was one wide main thoroughfare which seemed to go directly to the
lake. If the Off-Moo were adifferent people | would have assumed it was designed to display somekind
of military triumph—areturning navy might parade up this avenue and its victorious forces present
themselves to the people in the greeat, shalow bowl.



Oonawas amused by my stumbling suggestions, my noticing that the floor seemed to have been worn
smooth by thousands of feet, that there was afaint, familiar smell to the place.

"Thisisthe only chance you will haveto come here" she said. "Assuming the tenant returns.”

"Tenant?'

"Y es. He haslived with the Off-M oo for aslong astheir history. Some think they cameto thisworld
together. Thereis even evidence that the city was created around him. Heisvery old indeed and deepsa
great dedl. Periodicaly, perhaps when he is hungry, he leaves this place and travels down there'—she
pointed to the broad avenue—"to the lake. Thetimes of his disappearances vary, but he has always
returned.”

| looked around for some kind of dwelling. "He lives here without furniture or shelter?

Shewas enjoying my mydtification.

"Heisagigantic serpent,” she said. "In gppearance not unlike the voluk, but much bigger. He degps
here and offers no harm to the Off-Moo. He has been known to protect them in the past. They believe
that he goesinto the lake to hunt. A strange beast, with long side fins, amost like the wings of aray, but
primarily reptilian. Some believe he has vestigid limbs secreted within hisbody, that heisin fact more
lizard than snake. Not unlike those resurrected husks they turn into rafts, though much larger, of course.”

"The World Serpent?' Half amused, haf in awe, | referred to the mythical Worm Oroborous, said by
our ancestorsto guard the roots of the World Tree.

Surprisingly her tone was sober when shereplied. "Perhaps,” she said. Then, deliberately, she
lightened her mood and took my hand again.

| was suddenly consciousthat | was trespassing and was glad to et her laugh and |ead me through
another series of winding twit-tensto show methe pastel glories of the water gardens, fashioned from
natural stone and cultivated fungi. Glimmering points of light from the misty miniature flsreflected dl the
subtle colors of the bizarre underground fauna. My guide was delighted a my enchantment, taking
proprietoria pride in the wonders of Mu Ooria.

"Could you not learn to love this place?’ she asked me, linking her arm in mine. With her | felt a
friendliness, a comfortable closenesswhich | had never experienced with another woman. | found it
relaxing.

"l loveit dready," | told her, "and I think the Off-Moo acivil and cultivated race. An exemplary
people. | could stay here for ayear and never experience dl the city hasto offer. But it isn't in my nature,
Fraiilein Oona, to take exotic holidays while my nation is threatened by a mongter far more dangerous
than Mu Oorias adopted serpent!”

She murmured that she understood my concern and that she would do everything she could for me. |
asked after Captain Bastable, the mysterious Englishman, but she shook her head. "I believe he's
engaged dsawhere.”

"So will you, who clearly can come and go at will, lead me out of here?"

"There are dream roads," she sad. "Finding them isn't difficult. But getting you back to where you
came from can sometimes prove impossible.” Sheraised ahand to forestall my anger. "' have promised
you that you'll have the chance to fight your enemies. Presumably you would like to be as successful as
possible?’

"Y ou aretelling meto be patient. What else can | be?" | knew shewas sincere. | gave her arm an
affectionate squeeze. | fet | had known her dl my life. She might have been one of my more atractive
relatives, aniece perhaps. | recalled her rather odd expectation that | would know her. Now |
understood thet, in the conflicting time streams of the multiverse, it was possible for something to be both
mysterious and familiar. She had no doubt mistaken me for someone else, even one of my myriad "other
selves' who, if she and the Off-Moo were to be believed, proliferated throughout a continuously
branching multiverse.

| was not comforted by her assurance that | had not one dop-pelganger but an infinite number. Which
reminded meto ask her about the two bizarre figures | had seen earlier. One of them had been my
double.

She found my news disturbing, rather than surprising. She asked me precise questionsand | did my



best to answer. She shook her head. "1 did not know there were such forces at work," she said. "Not
such greet forces. | pray some of them chooseto dly their cause with our own. I might have misused or
misunderstood my mother's skills.”

"Who were those armored men?"

"Gaynor, if hewearsthe armor you describe. The other is his mortal enemy, one of the greatest of
your avatars, whose destiny isto change the very nature of the multiverse.”

"Not an ancestor, then, but an alter ego?"

"If you like. Y ou say he was asking you for something?’

"My guess"

"Heisdesperate." She spoke affectionately, asif of avery familiar friend. "What did Fromental see?'

"Nothing. These were glimpsesonly. But not illusons. At leadt, not in any sense | understand.”

"Not illusons™" she confirmed. "Come, well confer with Fromental and hisfriends. They've had long
enough without us."

We crossed aseries of candsrather like those of Venice, one narrow bridge after another, following
natural gullies and fissures employed as part of the city's water system. | wasimpressed by how the
Off-Moo adapted to the natural formations of the earth. Goethe, for instance, would have been
impressed by their evident respect for their surroundings. Ironicaly, those surroundings, if described in
my own world, would have been taken for the fantasies of some opium-addicted Coleridge or Poe. A
tribute to the maority's capacity to deny any truth, no matter how monumental, which chalengesits
narrow understanding of redlity.

Eventudly we entered a small square and Oonaled meinto a doorway and up atwisting,
asymmetrica staircase until we cameinto alarge room, surprisingly wide for an Off-M oo gpartment. The
place was furnished more to human taste, with large couches and comfortable chairs, along table loaded
with food and wine. Evidently ameal had been esten while Fromental conferred with Lord Renyard and
the three strangers who rose to greet us as we entered the room.

| had never, outside of a comic opera, seen such acollection of swaggering fantasticoes. Lord
Renyard wore the lace and embroidery of amid-seventeenth-century fop, balancing his dightly unsteady
frame on an ornamenta "dandy pole.” A scarlet silk sash over his shoulder held the scabbard of adender
sword. His eyes narrowed in pleasure as he recognized us. "My dear friends, you are most welcome.™
He bowed with an awkward grace. "May | introduce my fellow citizens of Tanelorn—Baron Blare, Lord
Bragg and Duke Bray. They seek to join forces againgt the common enemy.”

These three were al dressed in the exaggerated uniforms of Napoleonic cavary officers. Baron Blare
had huge sde-whiskers and awide, horsey grin displaying large, uneven teeth. Lord Bragg wasa
glowering, sdf-important cockerd, dl blazing wattles and comb, while Duke Bray had asolemn, mulish
look to his huge face. Although not as distinctly anima-like as Lord Renyard, they dl three had adight air
of the farmyard about them. But they were cordia enough.

"These gentlemen have come by ahard and circuitous route to be with us," Fromental explained.
"They have walked the moonbeam roads between the worlds.”

"Waked?' | thought | had misheard him.

"It'saskill denied to many." Lord Renyard's voice was a sharp, yapping bark. He spoke perfect
classical French but he had to twist his mouth and vocal cordsto get some of his pronunciations. "Those
of uswho learn it, however, would travel no other way. These are my good friends. When we
understood the danger, we dl |eft Tanelorn together. Our Tanelorn, of course. We were separated some
while ago, during an darming adventure. But they came here a last and brought fresh news of Tanelorn's
plight."

"The city isunder Sege," said Fromentd. "Gaynor, in another guise, attacks it. He hasthe Higher
Worldson hissde. Wefear it will soonfdl.”

"If Tandlornfdls, then al fals." Oonawas pacing. She had not expected such dramatic news. "The
doom of the multiverse.”

"Without help Tandorn will most certainly perish,” said Lord Bragg. Hisflat, cold voice hdd little
hope. "Therest of our world isaready conquered. Gaynor rules there now in the name of Law. His



patron is Lady Miggeathe Mad. And he draws on the power of more than one avatar.”

"We came here," said Duke Bray, "searching for those avatars in the hope that we could stop them
combining. In our world it has happened dready. Here, Gaynor has barely begun to test his power."

| didn't understand. Oona explained. "Sometimesit is possible, with immortal help, for two or more
avatars of one person to be combined. This givesthem consderably greater power, but they lose sanity.
Indeed, such an unnatural blending threatens the stability of the entire multiverse! The one who drawson
the souls of hisavatarsin thisway takesterrible risks and can pay avery great price for the action.”

Something in the way she glanced at me caused me to shudder. The chill went deep into my bones
and would not leave me.

"We can't let Mu Ooria be attacked because of us," | said. "Why don't we lead an expedition into the
Dark Land and sirike at them first? It will take Gaynor months to marsha aforce.”

Oonaamiled grimly. "We cannot anticipate the rate a which time passesfor him."

"But we know we can defeat him."

"That depends,” said Lord Renyard, apologetic for interrupting.

"Onwhat?'

"On the qudlity of help we can summon. | would remind you, dear Count von Bek, that in our world
al that remains uncon-quered is Tanelorn hersaf. Gaynor has mighty help. The help of at least one
goddess."

"How has Tandlorn resisted up to now?" | asked.

"Sheis Tandorn. Sheisthe city of eternal sanctuary. Usudly neither Chaos nor Law dare atack here.
Sheisthe embodiment of the Grey Fees."

Oonacameto my rescue. "The Grey Fees are the lifestuff of the multiverse—you could cal them the
snews, muscles, bones and sap of the multiverse—the origind matter from which dl e'sederives. The
origind home of the Holy Grail. Although crestures can meet in the Grey Fees, even dwdll thereif they
choose, any attack on them, any fight that takes place within the Fees, is an affront to the very basis of
existence. Somewould cal it an affront to God. Some believe the Grey Feesto be God, if the multiverse
itself isnot God. | prefer to take amore prosaic view. If the multiverseis agrest tree, forever growing,
shedding limbs, extending roots and branchesin al directions, each root and branch anew redlity, anew
story being told, then the Fees are something like the soul of the entity. However crucid the struggle, we
never atack the Grey Fees."

"|s attacking Tanelorn the same as attacking the Grey Fees?' | asked.

"Smply cdl it an darming precedent,” said Lord Bray, showing moreirony than | first suspected in
him.

"So Gaynor threatens the fundamenta fabric of existence. And if he succeeds?’

"Oblivion. The end of sentience.”

"How might he succeed?' My habits of logic and strategy were returning. Old von Asch had taught
me how to reason.

"By recruiting the help of apowerful Duke of Law or Chaos. There are dementsin either camp who
believethat if they control everything, the multiverse will accord better with their own vison and
temperament. Thelives of the gods have cycleswhen senility and bigotry replace senseand
responsbility. Such isthe case with Gaynor'sdly in our realm.”

"A god, you sad?'

"A goddess, asit happens.” Lord Blare uttered an unruly laugh. " The famous Duchess Miggea of
Dolwic. One of the most ancient of Law's aristocrats.”

"Law? Surely Law ressts such injustice?’

"Aggressve senility isn't only acharacteristic of Chaosin its decline. Both forces obey the laws of the
multiverse. They grow strong and virile, then decline and die. And, in their dying, they are often desperate
for life. At any price. All past loyalties and understanding disappear, and they become little more than
appetites, preying upon the living in order to sustain their own corrupted souls. Even the noblest Lords
and Ladies of Law can suffer this corruption, often when Chaosis at her most vigorous and dynamic.”

"Don't make my mistake," murmured Fromenta to me, "and confuse Law and Chaoswith Good and



Evil. Both have their virtues and vices, their heroes and villains. They represent the warring temperaments
of mankind aswdll as the best we might become, when the virtues of both camps are combined ina
gngleindividud."

"Arethere such individuas?'

"A few," said Lord Bray. "They tend to arise as the occasion demands.”

"Gaynor's not one of those?"

"He'sthe oppositel” Lord Renyard yapped indignantly. "He combines the vices of both sides. He
damns himsdif to eternal despair and hatred. But it'sin his nature to believe he acts from practical
necessity.”

"And he has supernaturd help?'

"In our world, yes" Lord Bragg'slong face became briefly animated. "At hissderides Lady Miggea
The Duchess of Law hasdl the powers of her great congtituency at her command. She could destroy
whole planetsif shewished. The hand of Law isdeadly when it serves unthinking destruction rather than
justice and crestivity. We had hoped Lord Elric ..."

Lord Blare had begun to pace about the room. He was dl urgent blue eyes, rattling spurs and jingling
harness. "Much as| enjoy agood chin-wag, gents, I'd remind ye that we're al in immediate danger and
our journey here was to seek the help of the Grey Lords, whom we understood these Off-Moo fdllersto
be"

"But they can't offer much in the way of practical help, | gather. Gaynor threatens your world, too."
Lord Bragg fingered his mut-tonchops. " So we must look e sewhere for salvation.”

"Where would you go?" asked Fromental.

"Wherever the moonbeam roads lead us. They are the only way we know to travel between the
realms." Lord Bray seemed almost apologetic. "With Elric duped and charmed ..."

"Would you teach me to walk those roadsif | camewith you?' Fromental asked quietly.

"Of course, my friend!" Lord Renyard responded with agenerousyap. A clap of his paw upon
Fromentd'svast arm. "I for one would be proud to have the company of afellow citizen of France!"

"Then I'm your man, monsieur!" The legionnaire straightened his cap and saluted. Heturned to me. "l
hope, my friend, that you don't fedl | desert you. My quest was dways for Tanedlorn. Perhapsin my
search | will learn something that will help usdl fight Gaynor. Be assured, my friend, if you areever in
danger, | will hdpyouif I can.”

| told him much the same. We shook hands. "I'd go with you," | said, "only | have sworn to return
home as soon as possible. So much isthreatened at this moment.”

"We have our separate destinies,”" said Lord Renyard, asif to console us. "All are threadsin the same
tapestry. | sugpect we shdl dl meet again. Perhapsin happier circumstances.”

"The Off-M oo are populous and resourceful, even when supernatura forces are brought against
them." Oona stepped amongst the huge, beastlike military dandiesto make her own farewdlls. "We each
serve the Balance best by serving our own redms.” She, too, shook Fromentd's hand.

"Do you think Gaynor will attack the city?" asked the big legionnaire,

"Thisishisstory,” she said alittle mysterioudy, "his dream. | would not be entirdy surprisedif his
great campaign has dready begun. Thisisthe adventure which will earn him his best-known sobriquet.”

"And what isthat?" asked Fromentd, trying to smile.

"TheDamned,” shesad.

When we had parted from the Tand ornians (of whom | could not help thinking in my own mind as
"the Three Hussars"), | asked Oona how she understood so much.

She smiled and again ettled her smal body comfortably against mine as we walked through the
twilight canyonsin which so many commonplace activities were no doubt taking place.

"| am adreamthief's daughter,” she said. "My mother was afamous one. She stole some mighty
dreams”

"And how are dreams solen?'

"Only adreamthief knows how. And only adreamthief can safely carry one dream into another. Use
one dream againgt another. But that is how she earned her riches.”



"Y ou could steal adream in which | was emperor and place mein another where | was a pauper?'

"It'salittle more complicated than that, | understand. But | did not receive my mother'straining. The
great school in Cairo was closed during my timein the city. Besides, | lacked the patience.”

She paused in her step, bringing meto ahalt. She said nothing, merely stared up into my face. Ruby
eyesmet my own. | smiled at her and she smiled back. But she seemed alittle disappointed.

" S0 you are not the thief your mother was?'

"l didn't say | wasathief at al. | inherited some of her gifts, not her vocation.”

"And your father?"

"Ah," she said, and began to laugh to hersdlf, looking down at the jade-green street which reflected
our shadowy figures. "Ah, my father."

Sheld not be drawn further on that matter, so instead | asked her about her journeyingsin other
worlds.

"I'vetraveled very little compared to Mother," she said. "'l spent somewhile in England and Germany,
though not in your history. | must say | have something of afascination with the worlds that would be
most familiar to you, perhaps because my mother had such affection for them. And you, Count von Bek,
do you missyour own family?'

"My mother died giving birth to me. | was her last child. Her hardest to bear.”

"And your father?'

"A scholar. A student of Kierkegaard. | think he blamed me for my mother's death. Spent most of his
timein the old tower of our house. He had a huge library. He died in the fire which destroyed it. Dark
hints of madness and worse. | was away at school, but there were some strange tales told of that night
and what the people of Bek believed they witnessed. There was a grotesque and sensationd story
spread about my father's refusing to honor some family "pact with the devil' and losing an heirloom that
washistrug.”

| laughed, but not with my companion's spontaneity. | found it difficult to grieve for aman so remote
from me, who would not, | suspect, have grieved if | had died in that fire. He found my abinism
repulsive. Digturbing, at least. Y et my attempts to distance mysalf from my parents and their problems
had never been wholly successful. He expected meto carry the family duty but could not love me as he
loved my brothers. Oonadid not press mefurther. | was aways surprised by the levels of emotion such
memoriesreveded.

"We share acomplicated family life," she murmured sympatheticaly.

"For dl that," | inasted, "1 il intend to return to Bek. Isthere no way you can get me home soon?"

Shewasregretful. "l journey between dreams. | inhabit the stories, they say, which ensure the growth
and regeneration of the multiverse. Some believe we dream oursalvesinto redity. That we are yearnings,
desires, idedls and appetites made concrete. Another theory suggests the multiverse dreams us. Another
that we dream it. Do you have atheory, Count von Bek?"

"| fear I'm too new to these ideas. I'm having some trouble believing the basic notions behind them.” |
put my arm around her because | sensed akind of desperationin her. "If | have afaith, it'sin humankind.
In our ultimate capacity to pull oursalves from the mud of unchecked appetite and careless crudty. Ina
positive will to good which will creste aharmony not easly destroyed by the brutes.”

Oonashrugged. "Anxious dogs overeet,” she sad. "And then they usualy vomit."

"Youareacynic?'

"No. But we have along battle, we Knights of the Balance, to achieve that harmony.”

I'd heard that phrase earlier. | asked her what it meant.

"A term some use to describe those of uswho work for justice and equity intheworld,” she
explaned.

"And am | one of those knights?' | asked.

"l believe you know," she said. Then she changed the subject, pointing out the flowing cascades of
what she called moonflowers, pouring down the dender terraces of Mu Oorias spires.

In spite of al the dangers and mysteries| had known, it was a privilege to witness such beauity. It
defied anything | had ever anticipated. It had an intengity, atactile and ambient redlity, that even an



opium-eater could not understand. | knew that, whatever | experienced, | was not dreaming. There was
no denying the absolute redlity of this gloomy, rocky world.

Oona.clearly wished to answer no further questions, so we spent the next whilein silence, admiring
the skills of the Off-Moo architects who blended their own creetions with the naturd, giving the city an
organic wholeness | had never seen in aplace of that Size before.

Asweturned from admiring afluted curtain of transparent rock appearing to undulate in the light from
thelake, | saw aman standing not four feet from me. | felt sick and silenced by the shock. Again thiswas
my doppel ganger, till clad in the baroque black armor, hisface an exaggerated likeness of my own, with
high cheekbones, dightly danting brows and glaring red eyes, his skin the color of fresh ivory. Screaming
a me. Screaming a me and understanding that | could not hear aword.

Oona saw him, too, and recognized him. She began to approach him, but he moved away down an
aley, sgnding meto follow. His pace increased and we were forced to run to keep up with him.
Twidting, turning, dipping down into narrow tunnels, ascending steps, crossing bridges, we followed the
armored man to the outskirts of the city, until we were some distance inland. He remained ahead of us,
moving steadily up the bank of theriver, in and out of the congtantly changing shadows, the flickering,
slvery light. Every so often he glanced back and the black metal helmet framed afacefilled with urgency.
| was certain that he wished usto follow him.

Momentarily blinded, | lost track of him. Oonabegan to run ahead of me. | think she could sill see
him. | hurried in her wake.

Then, from ahead, | heard a sudden, agonized scream, awail of grief and terror combined. Rushing
forward | found the young woman knedling on the ground beside what | took at first for the corpse of the
black-armored stranger.

The stranger had vanished. The carcass was that of the great saber-toothed panther who had kept
pace with our raft aswe sailed towards the city.

Oonaraised her weeping eyesto mine.

"This can only be Gaynor," she said. "Murdering for pleasure.”

| looked up, hoping to see the stranger, wondering if he had killed the cat. | thought | caught aglimpse
of coppery slver, heard amocking note in the current of theriver, but there was no sign of my
doppelganger.

"Did you know the anima?' | asked Oona, kneeling beside her as she wrapped her arms around its
huge body.

"Know her?" Oona's dender frame shivered with unbearable emotion. "Oh, yes, Count von Bek, |
know her." She paused, trying to take control of her grief. "We are more than ssters.” The tears began to
come now, streaming Slver againgt her bone-white skin.

| thought I'd misheard her.

"Only Gaynor," she whispered, rising and looking about her. "Only he would have the cruel courage
and clevernessto attack our catsfirst. They are crucia to Mu Oorias defense.”

"You say she'syour Sster?’ | |looked wonderingly down at the massive black cat, her curved, white
tusksthe length of swords. "This beast?"

"Well," she said abstractedly, till trying to recover hersdf. "I am, after dl, adreamthief's daughter. |
have some choicein the matter.”

Then Gaynor, dill in his SS uniform, stepped from behind apillar. Incongruoudy he had ashort, bone
bow in one hand. With the other, he was drawing back astring. Nocked to it was adender silver arrow
aimed directly at Oona's heart.

She reached for her own weapon but then froze, redizing that Gaynor had the compl ete advantage.

"I've been having some interesting adventures and encounters, cousin,” he said. "L earning some good
lessons. Time'ssmply zipped by. How hasit been for you?”



Chapter Ten
Rippling Time

My Raven Blade waswhere | had |€eft it in my new lodgings. Oona could not use her bow and was
otherwise without arms. Gaynor was choosing which one of usto shoot. Hisaim wavered, but he was
too far distant for me to be able to attack him.

Then reason reminded me that he could not afford to kill us. He wanted my sword. He also seemed to
have forgotten the dtill, dow-time Off-M oo sentinels.

"Youll recdl, cousin, that not all who" guard this place areimmediately detectable,” | said.

His smilewas dismissive. "They're no danger to me. I've had many ordeals, many adventures and
encounters snce we last met. | have more powerful help now, cousin. Supernatural help. We dready lay
segeto Tanelorn. The Off-Mo0's defenses are unsophisticated in comparison. Thisisawonderful ream,
once you find your way around init. | have learned much that will be useful when | havethe Grail."

"You think that it will be easy for you to return?'

"For me, cousin, yes. Y ou seg, I've made some fine new friends since we parted on such bad terms.
Once you meet them, you'll soon be enthusiastically apologizing to me. And only too pleased to run home
to fetch the Raven Sword while | entertain your pretty young friend, en?'

| recognized an dement of bravado in him, an unsteadiness about his eyes. | replied contemptuoudy.
"If | had the sword with me, cousin, | suspect you'd be alittle more civil. Lower your bow. Wasit you
who killed the panther?!

"I'll keep the bow strung and maintain our equilibrium for the moment, cousin. Isthe big cat dead? An
epidemic, no doubt? One of those dreadful plagues which sometimes attacksthefelineworld . .." His
arrow was till level with my heart, but the verba barb wasintended for Oona.

Oonadid not respond. What was meant to goad her, only drove her to take further charge of herself.
"Your clamsareillegitimate, Prince Gaynor. Y our own cynicism will defegt you. All the future holds for
you isan eternity of despair.”

His amusement increased. Then he frowned, asif he brought himself back to business. "True, I'd
hoped to find you here with your sword, Ulric. So I'll strike that bargain—bring me the blade and I'll
goarethegirl'slifein exchange."

"Thesword ismy charge” | said. "I can't giveit up. My honor depends upon my stewardship. . ."

"Bah Y our father's honor aso depended upon a stewardship— and we know how thoroughly he
defended histrust!" Now he was contemptuous.

" Stewardship?’

"Fool! The von Beks had the most powerful combination of supernatura artifactsin the multiverse.

Y our weekling father, degenerated to mumbling voodoo spells and other witcheries, let onefal from your
possession. Because he feared it would be stolen! Y our family doesn't deserveits destiny. From now on,
| and mine will keep those objects of power together. Forever.”

| was baffled. Had he gone mad? Though he seemed to think | understood him, | could scarcely make
sense of aword he said.

"Quickly." He drew the bowstring back alittle farther.

"Which onewill get the sword, which onewill stay here as hostage for it?"

Oona suddenly clutched her head and staggered. Gaynor turned the bow on her.

At Oona's fest, the shining black body quivered. Huge musclesflexed. A tail lashed. Vast whiskers
twitched. Jade eyes gleamed. A great, black nose made asingle, searching snort.

Oonawas dishdieving, but Gaynor was cursing as the saber-tooth climbed dowly to itsfedt, its
glaring eyes cagting around for an enemy, its hugeivory tusksglinting in the riverlight. And then, standing
shoulder to shoulder with the gigantic cat, | saw another human figure.

My doppelganger.

Had he brought the cat back to life? Gaynor barely disguised his own terror. Oona had the common
sense to drag us behind the shelter of anearby stalagmite so we could watch from cover.

The other albino seemed to be talking to Gaynor. He gestured. Suddenly both he and the cat



vanished. Gaynor unnocked the arrow, tuck it in his belt and ran into the darkness.

| was completdy mystified by the exchange. | tried to ask Oonaif she understood any better, but she
was grim, hurrying back to theinterior of the city. "We must warn them of what's happening. Thiswill
takedl their resources.”

"What doesit mean? Who isthat bizarre verson of mysdf?'

"Fairer to say that you areaverson of him," she said. "He's called Elric of Menibone and he carries
the greatest burden of usal."

"And he's from another—wha—? One of these aternativesto our own redlity?’

"Some call them "branches or ‘branes.’ Or ‘theredlms;" or 'the scales,’ but they are all versions of our
universe." Shewas il intent on negotiating the winding lanes of Mu Ooria, heading deeper and degper
into thecity.

"And like you, this doppelganger of mine travels between these worlds? And he knows you?'

"Only in hisdreams" shesad.

We were both out of breath. | had no idea where she was leading us, but she would not rest. While
the immediate danger wasin the forefront of my mind, | sill seethed with athousand unanswered
questions. Questions so numinous | could not begin to frame them in words.

She had |led us through a high doorway, down along corridor and up a short winding ramp until we
stood in alow-cellinged hall full of long benches of carved stone arranged around alarge, glassy circular
area.

| was reminded of monks communa quarters. The hall waslit by thetdl, watery glasses. Anaair of
tranquillity hung about the place. The shadows were soft. The circular areaat the center stirred
occasionaly, its shades shifting from jet black to dark grey.

Oonaled me behind the main rank of benches. As she did 0, the first Off-Moo began to arrive, their
long faces grave, their odd eyes questioning. | hadn't seen the young woman give any signal. Our
presence in the room must have been enough to bring the Off-M oo e ders there immediately. Some had
theair of people interrupted in important tasks. Clearly they believed the matter serious. How had she
summoned them? Was she in tel epathic communication with their group intelligence? Her face had a
beautiful, open quaity when she communicated with them. The gracious unhumanity of these crestures
made mefed | wasin the company of angels.

With murmured acknowledgment to us, they assembled around the obsidian circle and listened
gravely as Oonatold them what she had seen and what we had learned.

"Could be an army dready marches against Mu Ooria" She spoke alittle hesitantly.

Again, she was acknowledged. But the Off-Mo0's concentration had begun to focus on the reflective,
glossy circle of rock around which they had gathered. | wondered what they saw there, if thiswerether
version of acrysta bal? Some means of focusing their group consciousness?

Then | fell back, dazzled, throwing up my handsto protect my eyes. | thought the Off-Moo would be
equally affected, but they camly held their ground. Still guarding my eyes, | found Oona. She held her
own hands before her face. "What's happening?' | asked.

| think they have away of bending light,” was dl she could tell me. Then the worst of the white-gold
glare had gone and my eyes had become accustomed to what remained. | could see the source of the
radiance. At the center the circle, it was three-dimensiona and thoroughly real—an ordinary block of
stone suspended in gpace and giving off afaint, sweet-sounding vibration which brought strange
memories, recollected moments of purity. When thought, deed and ideawere dl in harmony. | half
expected Sir Parsifd, the pure knight, to appear knegling before it. For the stone had changed before my
eyes.

| was now looking in absolute awe at what | had dways assumed to be nothing more than a beautiful
legend. A great, golden bowl, set with crystdl and precious jewels and brimming with thick, crimson wine
which poured down the sides to be absorbed by the light which darkened to deep gold and showed the
whole Off-Moo conference chamber in dramatic, organic contrast, dive with dark, swirling color. My
senses were barely cagpable of registering so much at once. | felt oddly weak and found mysdf, for no
clear reason, longing to be united with my Raven Sword. | felt that if only | could grasp the hilt, | would



be able to draw strength from the black blade. But the sword was till in my chambersand | could not
bear to leave the presence of that extraordinary vessdl. The bowl, this Grail, grew larger. Everywhere the
tall, conical hoods of the Off-Moo waved and nodded, asif this sight was unusual, even to them. Angular
shadows were softened by the rounded rock over which they fell.

The Off-Mo0's voices began asingle low note which became a chant, aword, amantra threatening to
et the entire world vibrating. Light and dark were shaken together and mingled. The bow! then
re-formed, rolling into itself until it was agolden, jewded saff, rotating dowly in the air dbovethe
obsdian disk.

The Off-Moo chant changed and the staff expanded, grew. Just for an ingtant it became the shape of
asmdl child with around, bestific face. Then the staff returned and dowly changed shape again until it
wasasinglearrow. Thesign of Law. Then it became ashesf of arrows, fanning out and upwards above
the glassy circle. Eight golden, jeweled arrows, spinning dowly overhead. Chaos.

The Off-Moo were concentrating on thefield of glistening obsidian. Very quickly athree-dimensiond
picture began to form there. Riders seemed to be emerging from the rock and galloping towards us. The
illusonwas not unlike avery redigtic cinemaexperience. But it was dso aterrifying redity. Gaynor, in his
bizarre armor, rode a great white stallion whose blind eyes stared upwards, yet whose footing was
unconscioudy sure. Behind him, aso on pae, blind horses, ill in their black and slver uniforms, came
the mgority of his SSfollowers, Klosterheim at their head. All were cloaked and armed with
miscellaneous antique weaponry.

Behind these was as bizarre a collection of mongters and grotesques as ever came shuffling and
hopping out of a picture by Bosch. Perhaps, after al, the painter had been drawing from experience
rather than imagination? They were long-limbed, longheaded, with huge myopic eyes. They had snuffling,
exaggerated snouts, showing that they used scent more than sight. These loose-limbed travesties were
much larger than the men who rode ahead of them, like toy soldiers modeled to two different scales.
They were clearly savages, armed with maces and axes. Archerswere in their ranks, and swordsmen. A
mob rather than adisciplined army. But there were thousands of them,

"Troogs," said Oona.

| could see why the Off-Moo had known they had little to fear from these denizens of the
borderlands. The giants had neither the intelligence nor the ambition to attack Mu Ooriaon their own
accord.

One of the Off-Moo murmured something and Oona nodded. "All the panthers have disappeared,”
shetold me. "They no longer control the troogs. We don't know if the cats are dead, charmed or have
smply vanished.”

"How could they vanish?"

"Theworkings of apowerful spdl.”

"Spell?' | wasthoroughly skepticd. "Spell, Fraulein? Arewe so desperate we rely on sorcery?'

She showed some impatience with me. "Cal it what you like, Count von Bek, but that isthe best
description. They sensea Summoning. A being far more powerful than the kind which usudly walksthese
caverns. Perhgps aLord of the Higher Planes. Which means that Gaynor has somehow brought the
Lords of the Balance out of their own reslm and has given hisalegiance. If they are ableto bring dl their
power with them, they will be dmost impossible to defeat. But some need the medium of ahuman
cregture like Gaynor and hisarmy."

"Thosetroogs are huge.”

"Only here" she said. "In certain configurations of the branches, they aretiny. They'rejust the
creatures who inhabit the borderland between Mu Ooria and the Grey Fees. They are not of the Higher
Planes but exactly what you know them to be, creatures of the lower depths. They're Gaynor's cannon
fodder. If Gaynor's sorcery is successful againgt us, they will do the routine daughtering.”

"Y ou seem to have experienced such aninvasion before,” | said.

"Oh, morethan once," she said. "Thisstruggleis constant, believe me. Y ou cannot imaginewhat is
beginning to happen in your own world."

Increasingly, | was fedling the need to have the Raven Sword at my side. While Oona continued to



confer with the Off-Moo, | told them | would return soon.

| ran through serpentine direets, through the shifting light, finding my way as much by the muted colors
as by the shape of the buildings, until | reached my quarters. | went to where | had |eft the sword. To my
enormous rdlief it was till in the acove near my bed. | unwrapped it, just to make sure it was my own
beloved blade, and the dark, vibrating stedl murmured to mein recognition.

Settling Ravenbrand in its makeshift scabbard, | |eft the room with it over my shoulder and once again
made my way through the winding streets, recognizing how ashaft of slvery light fel here, how the
shadows moved there, how the colors changed in aparticular stretch of wall, what was contained in
those weird gardens.

| crossed the central plaza again and was gpproaching the streets on the other sdewhen | heard a
mocking sound from behind me. Turning, | stared into the triumphant eyes of my cousin Gaynor. Hewas
aming an arrow directly at me.

It hadn't occurred to me that he would have the audacity to follow us dl the way into the heart of Mu
Ooria. | was il not used to seeing two versions of the same person—one leading a hideous army
againg agrest city and the other dready in the city.

Gaynor had a happy cruelty about him. "Surprised, | see, cousin. | have an ater ego taking care of
onefront, while I'm free to attack on another. Every generd's greatest desire, eh?' He was sdivating and
his eyes kept moving towards the sword. He was fascinated—a most enraptured—-by it.

Without thinking, | shifted my grip on the hilt and held it with the point down, againgt the
counterweight of the pommel, so that it could come up rapidly, dmost without any effort on my part, and
send Gaynor's bow flying from hisgrasp. | only had to bring himin alittle closer.

But he was wary. He stayed some distance off, the arrow still nocked againgt the string. Hewas
clearly new to the art of archery but seemed to have mastered it well enough.

Therewas nothing elsefor it. | would have to close with him.

| began to move, very gradualy, talking as | attempted to shorten the distance between us. But
Gaynor was grinning and shaking his head from sdeto sde. "Why on Earth would you think | had any
reason to keep you alive now, cousin. You havewhat | need. All | haveto doiskill you and takeit from
you."

"Y ou could have shot mein the back to do that,” | said, just as he loosed an arrow which caught me
high inmy left arm. | was surprised that | felt no pain, then | redlized my sturdy Norfolk jacket's tweed
had taken the arrow. | was untouched. Before he could fit another shaft to his bowstring, | took afew
swift stleps towards him and held the sword's needle-sharp point to histhroat.

"Drop your wegpon, cousin,” | demanded.

| felt asharp painin my sde, looked down and saw the blade of aNazi dagger pressed against my rib
cage. Looking up | stared into the lifeless eyes of the gaunt Klosterheim.

"S0, you adso have atwin.” | shuddered.

"Weared| thesame," murmured Klosterheim. "All of us. Millions of us"

He seemed feverish, abstracted. Even nervous.

Wewere now in astaemate, with my blade at Gaynor'sthroat and Klosterheim's at my ribs.

"Lower your sword, sir," he said. "And place it on the ground before you.”

I laughed in hisface. "I'm sworn to die before | give up Ravenbrand.”

Gaynor wasimpatient. "Y our father, too, was sworn to die to protect your family'sinheritance. And
diehedid, sr. Ulric. Dear cousin. Give me the Black Sword and | guarantee that you will be alowed to
live on a Bek, with al your villagers, your castle and everything back the way you're used to. No one
will bother you. Believe me, cousin, there are those of us, quite asidedigtic asyou, who are prepared to
get their hands dirty in order to plant the seeds of paradise. If you choose to keep clean hands, that is
your decision. But | do not make that choice. I'm ready to accept the necessity, to establish order
throughout the multiverse. Do you understand?'

"| understand that you're mad,” | said.

Helaughed doud at this. "Mad? Were dl that, cousin. The multiverseis mad. But we shdl make it
sane again. We shall make it whatever wewishiit to be. Can't you fed yourself changing? It isthe only



way you'l survive. It'show I've survived. But no human brain can accept so much intellectud and
sensory overload without radicaly adapting. Do you redly believe you're the same person who so
recently fled a concentration camp?”’

He spoke thetruth. | could never be the same man. Y et he was till trying to confuse me.

"Herr Klogterhem will haveto kill me" | said, "because | am not going to volunteer you my services
or my sword."

We had reached arough-and-ready stalemate. | looked past Gaynor. Over his shoulder afamiliar
figure raced towards me across the smooth floor of the plaza. It wore ornate black armor, a complicated
helm. Itsred eyes blazed asits pae hands reached out. It ran straight through the unaware Gaynor. A
mirror-ghost. It radiated aterrible, desperate urgency. My ingtinct wasto pull back, but my intellect told
me to hold my ground.

The figure charged at enormous speed. It must surely knock me down. But he did not stop. Neither
did he run through me. Instead he ran directly into me. Armored body, helmed heed, everything passed
into my sensibly dressed twentieth-century person and was absorbed! A moment earlier | had been one
individua. Now | wastwo.

| wastwo men inasingle body. | did not for asecond question thisfact. How could 1?2

Suddenly | had two sets of memories. Two identities, each very distinct. Two futures. Two sets of
emotions. But | so shared much with my doppelganger. An overweening hatred for Gaynor, his bruta
pack and dl that it represented both here and in my own world. My doubl€'s resolve combined to
strengthen my own, to complement my own anger. | knew at once that thiswas hisintention. He had
deliberately set out to achieve acombination of our power. And, because he wasin so many ways
myself, | could only trust him. He could not lieto me. Only to himsdif.

Now the Black Sword began to pulse and murmur, the red runes running like veins up and down her
throbbing length. | felt her writhein my hand. Sherose under her own valition, rosein my fist until | held
her shoulder-high. | cried out some savage battle shout as the sword set my body thrilling with power,
with athousand conflicting notions and fedlings, with acrud, unfamiliar desth lugt. | could taste the sweet
blood and bitter souls my sword would soon devour. | licked my long lips. | was coming divel

The beast will return to the fold, the sparrow to the field. Swords to many, soulsto heal.

| was spesking. A mantra. The end of some longer chant? A spell. In alanguage which one haf of me
did not understand at al, but the other half knew perfectly. It was not the language either of us habitualy
spoke. | could understand my thoughts in both languages and they were almost the same, save that the
older tongue wasfull of throat-twisting glottal stops, clicks and hisses.

This other speech was far moreliquid, immeasurably more ancient. Not human at dl. Something that
had to be learned, sound by sound, meaning by meaning. Something that had taken me many tortured
yearsto come by.

Two cups for justice. Two swords for harmony. Twin souls for victory. Lords and ladies walk
on moonshine. Twins command the serpentine. Flows the blood and flows the wine. Flows the river
to the sign. Twinsin harlequin combine.

My dter ego was concentrating on the mantra. It had enabled him to perform this astonishing magic.
Of course, | understood everything at once, for we were now the same creature. And being two
identitiesin asingle body, | saw how it was possible to be many people. To be sane and conscious of
many other identitiesal at the sametime. So many decisons, choices, obstacles. To understand that, at
every moment, amillion other selves were determining amillion subtly or radicaly different paths. To be
ableto see the multiversein whole, to have no worlds hidden, no possibilitiesdenied! A glorious gift. All
you had to do was find the roads. Now | understood the lure of such alife and why Oonaand her
mother and her mother's mother had inevitably chosenit.

Theimmediacy of the moment wasin no way lessened by this experience of infinity. | wasableto
defend mysdlf, indeed to carry the attack if | so desired, for | had combined Elric's training with my own.
| knew how to act in battle and concentrate on a spell a the same time, for | was of the pure, old blood
of Menibone and we nurtured such giftsin oursaves. Our ancient folk had forged many compacts with
the elemental s of the multiverse. With the powers of Earth, air, water and fire. And many of those



compacts remained unbroken. | could call on all the powers of nature, though not al nature's power. To
sense one's control of the wind, fire, the very form of the Earth and flow of the water, to have conversed
with the great beast-gods, those archetypes from whom al other animals came and who could command
legions should they desire: dl thiswas indescribably marvelous. Few of these dlies had more than a
hedlthy beast's need for a sufficiency of things and so had few ambitionsin the affairs of men or gods,
though the L ords of the Higher Worlds respected them. Only when caled would the e ementals agree,
occasiondly, to concern themsavesin mortal conflicts. And now | had al these powers, understood the
priceto be paid for exercising them and the need for apsychic and physical sustenance far greater than
anything | had required in theworld of Bek. The reality was more intense, the stakes far higher than
anything | had ever guessed possible.

But it required fue for my flexing muscles, my heaving lungs, fud to power my warrior's body aswell
asmy warlock's wisdom. Only two sourcesfor that fuel existed. One was a combination of herbs and
other ingredients which alowed meto lead an active life. The other was the sword. Understanding what
the sword did, my ordinary human salf was thoroughly repulsed. Y et | also understood that surviva
depended upon my using her and that she would not allow meto act against my own interest. My
affection for Ravenbrand remained, but | had a new respect for her. Clearly this sword chose who would
widd her.

All my lessons of swordsmanship came back to me as| prepared to do battle. | was not reluctant to
fight. | panted to fight, | yearned to draw blood.

"Prince Gaynor." Elric's haughty formaity made my Saxon manners seem loose. "Has your degth time
come so soon?"

The Hungarian's damaged face had ademented look. "What are you? Do you control that human?’

"Y ou're impertinent, Prince Gaynor. Y our questions are offensive and coarsely put. | am of the Roya
Line of Menibone and your superior. Throw down that bow. Or my sword drinks your soul.”

Gaynor was frightened by the changesin me, even though he guessed the reason. He had not been
prepared for anything like this. Klosterheim's knife no longer pressed againgt my sde. Gaynor's
cadaverous colleague was staring with dawning intelligence. He had seen Elric run through his master and
be absorbed by my body. He knew what | was, and | frightened him.

The sword was hungry for their souls. | could fed her needs speeding from her hilt to my hands. | did
al | could to resst, but she became increasingly demanding.

"Arioch!" The name formed on my lips. "Arioch!" It tasted like the most exquisite wine. | was onewith
abeing for whom words had specific flavors and for whom music was aso color.

"Hell not empower you here." Gaynor was recovering himsalf. He unstrung his bow. "Not in Mu
Ooria. Law rules here now."

| took charge of the quivering blade; | replaced it firmly in the rough sheeth | had made. Gaynor had
revealed something. Perhaps aweakness. Were his own supernatural alies aso unable to enter Moo
Uria hersalf? Did she have subtler defenses?

"Only when the city'staken,” | said on ahunch.

And then he redlized what he had reveded to me and smiled awry acknowledgment. | now thought
he had dipped into the city with afew men, but could not draw on hisaly's powers. It was atribute to
his daring that he came here with only Klosterheim to help him stedl the Raven Sword.

"Y ou understand much of the multiverse, cousin," said Gaynor.

"Only in my studiesand dreams,” | told him. "l am here at the request of my blood kin. Otherwisel'd
have no part of thisbusiness.”

"Blood kin?'

| became circumspect. | now knew what Ulric had previously not known.

| could scent familiar, ancient perfumes, traces of mustier smells. | began to take an interest in my
surroundings.

With my attention off him, Gaynor made severa rapid steps backwards, believing himsdlf out of range
of my sword. He ydlled and gestured. Klosterheim drew his own sword and ran to join him. | began to
gmile. This promised tasty sport. My left hand closed over the scabbard and held it firmly so | could



draw the sword rapidly if | had to. She was murmuring and quivering again. She echoed my own rapidly
changing moods.

My earswere far sharper than when they belonged only to von Bek. | heard swift, dithering
movements from the shadows. While Gaynor's most powerful dlies might not be able to help him here,
hislowlier troopswere al too evident. He had not, after dl, braved the city with only Klosterheim's
support. | could seethem, closing in from al sdes. Their fear of cats dispelled, they had gathered enough
courage to obey Gaynor and follow him. The gigantic grotesques Oona had caled troogs. They snuffled
and grunted in anticipation of aflesh feast. | recalled that the Off-M oo had called them cannibals.

| began to laugh. "Heres an irony, gentlemen,” | said. | made afluid movement, and the black blade
was|oose again. Therunesran crimson up and down her length. Theiron pulsed and crooned. | began to
pad like a cat towards Gaynor and Klosterheim. | broke into atrot as| closed the distance between us.
The dark iron lifted higher. At one with my blade and my dop' pelgénger | knew a sense of boundless
power. My laughter filled those immeasurable cavernd

Gaynor shrieked for hisfollowersto attack. | defended mysdlf againgt ablizzard of iron. Maces and
swords swung at me from dl sides. | dodged them with preternatural instincts and reflexes. | had soon
cleared a space around me, but they scarcely feared me. | saw their nogtrils dilating asthey sniffed. |
suspected they could hardly see me. Even here, they had no need of eyes. They had numbers. They had
my scent. They were waiting only for Gaynor's Sgnd before moving in again. Thistime it seemed they
must surely crush me.

Now the black blade was howling. The sword which | called Ravenbrand and my dter ego called
Stormbringer would not let me sheathe her again until she had been blooded. Her song blended with the
delicate chimes of the crystal above. Her song was ahungry one. In her time, she had dain whole armies.
She demanded her feast. She had moaned and lusted so long for satisfaction. At last she could take her
pleasure. At last she could feed. And ddliver to methe energy | would need for my next Summoning.



Chapter Eleven

The Power of Two

Gaynor shouted an order and the monsters were upon me. Seconds later | was carrying the attack.
The sword was dive. She possessed an intelligence of her own. She dashed red gouting trailsinto the
surrounding air, did through flesh and bone and sinew and drew deep of this crude lifestuff, the souls of
the dain. Every soul went to satisfy my own flagging substance. | had ataste for the work. | hacked my
way through to where Gaynor and Klosterhelm stood, on the edge of the square, goading the troogs and
savagesto kill me. | cleared a path towards the two leaders as another might clear hisway through tall
grass. They began to be afraid of me.

| was used to that fear. | expected little ese. All humans had it. | despised it. No such weakness was
alowed to infect the blood of aMelnibonean. My folk had ruled the world for ten thousand years. They
had determined the histories of the Y oung Kingdoms, those nations of humankind. My race was older,
wiser and infinitely crueler than men. We knew nothing of the softer ways, the cruder ways of crestures
we regarded as scarcely higher than apes. In my bones | had only contempt for them.

| was aMelnibonean aristocrat. | had known more terror in the training for my sorcerous powers than
these creatures had capacity or sensesto experience. | had earned my aliances with the elementals and
thelesser Lords of Chaos. | could raise the dead. | could force my will on any natural cresture and could
destroy an enemy with nothing but my black runeblade.

| was Elric of Melnibone, Last of the Sorcerer-Emperors, Prince of Ruins, Lord of the Lost. Called
Traitor and Womandayer. Wherever | went | was feared and courted, even by those who hated me, for
| had a power no human could begin to control.

Even amongst my own people, | had only ever had oneliving riva. My family had kept its power
down the millennia by cultivating itstraditiond learning and constantly making new aliances with Chaos.
Our household gods were Dukes of Hell. Our patron was Lord Arioch of Chaos, whose fiefdom
included amillion supernatura realms. Whose power was vast enough to destroy them dl. Those of my
blood could call casudly upon such forcesfor help. A handful of us had controlled the world for ten
thousand years. We might have continued to rule, had | not betrayed that blood and made mysdlf an
outlaw everywhere.

"Arioch!" Again the name camereadily to my lips. Arioch was my own patron Lord of Chaos, whose
power was shared by the Black Sword, who fed from the same souls which fed me and the sword.
Were we one creature—sword, god and mortal—truly potent only when al parts came together? These
were easy, casua thoughts for aMenibonean. What were lessfamiliar were the notions of morality, of
right and wrong, which now contaminated my brain and had done, it seemed, from childhood. A burden |
had as yet not managed to abandon. My father had loathed mefor this. My other relatives had been
embarrassed. Many supported my cousin Yyrkoon's desire to replace me.

"Arioch!"

He could not or would not manifest himsdlf here.

I heard amurmur in the back of my brain, asif that great Duke of Hell tried to speak, but then even
that becamefaint.

Gaynor was growing more confident.

Recklessy he yelled for hisremaining forcesto attack me.

Therewas every chance | could be borne down under the weight of their numbers. Even the sword,
which seemed to have alife of itsown, could not kill them al. With desperate clarity my mind began to
project adifferent quality of thought, like rgpidly growing tendrils, into the surrounding supernatura
realms, those infinite worlds the Off-Moo caled the multiverse.

| was not sure | would be answered. | knew Duke Arioch could not aid me. But | had considered al
thelikely dangers | would haveto face when | accepted the dreamthief's help. And while this human
brain might lack some of the subtlety of my own, it was agood one. There was every chance | would be
successful.

| began to murmur the deceptively smple mantrawhich helped my mind follow certain paths, engage



with the Stuff of the supernatural, speak alanguage which no living cregture on the Earth could
understand. The verseswere plain enough. They connected me to the complexities of the elementa
spheres, wherel might, if luck was on my side, find the means of escaping an increasingly likely fate.

| fought on, pushing back first onewall of battling flesh and then another. Yet | never gained ground,
was dways threatened with losing the last few meters | had cleared. The bodies became abarrier which |
could useto my advantage. Never oncedid | lose that specia concentration which continued to send
tentacles of thought through al planes of the multiverse until, just for asecond, | seemed to touch an dien
intellect. One that recognized me.

And onel, too, recognized.

| sensed aworld of water. Universe upon universe of water. Populated water. Water that coursed
from one plane of existence to another. Ancient water. Newborn water. Swirling and ill, wild and
tranquil. Water |apped my face, even as ascore of mongtersfell to my hungry sword.

| beganto sing—

King of all oceans; king of all the waters of the worlds; King of the deep darkness, king of
silence, king of pearls;

King of washed bones, king of all our drowned;

King of sadness, of sinking souls unfound,

Revive our ancient friendship, our enemies confound.

Asyour old tides curl their currents like woven threads,

Recollect our bargains. Recall our sacrificial dead.

Bring honor to those compacts, and bind them fresh around,

Tie stronger still the white knots and the red,

Two kingdoms and two wounds. A mutual victory.

A memory, a means to meet our double destiny.

A tide suddenly swirled around me, passed and was gone. | looked for water but saw only the
glittering faraway lake, the long prospect which stretched towardsit from the square said by Oonato be
thelair of the great World Worm. All of this| took for granted, for | had seen more monsters and
miracles than most mortass, but, as the cannibals formed acircle around me and began to pressin again, |
knew | waslogt if King Straasha, my old dly, avatar of al the gods of dl the oceans of the multiverse,
could not hear me, or did not wish to hear me.

Gaynor saw thething first. My cousin whirled and pointed, as he signaled Klosterheim to flee. Gaynor
had no disrespect for my powers of sorcery. He had counted on my not being able to use them here.

Beyond the quays and the tethered boats, the water wasrising. It formed atowering wall, did not
move likeatidd wave, but stayed in place, quivering, threatening. Thewall grew higher. If it fel, it would
extinguish thewholecity.

Now the help | had summoned threatened to kill my friends aswell as my enemies. | knew a sardonic
moment. This seemed to be my perpetua destiny.

Y et | was sure the Off-M oo were not as vulnerable as they appeared. They must know by now that |
fought Gaynor and hisminionsin the square. Had they fled? Or were they preparing defenses?

Thewadll of water began to move. It gathered itself together. It started to form a shape. And soon, in
shimmering outline, | distinguished the bulky figure of agiant. Hewasdl shifting, swirling pae green
water, never stable, never completdy ill, with pae blue eyesthat searched the city and, at length, found
mine

Gaynor'sfollowersfell back screaming for orders. Gaynor knew he could not possibly begin to fight
King Straasha. A heavy, wet movement brought water running around our feet. King Straasha stepped
ashore. His huge body walked, step by liquid step, up the great prospect towards us. If that weight of
water should loseitsform, it would drown us entirely.

As Gaynor searched for the swiftest escape route, another human figure appeared on the far sde of
the square and ran towards me.

Oona, the dreamthief's daughter.

"Warn the Off-Moo," | said. "They arein danger.”



"They know of their danger,” she said.

"Then saveyoursdf.”

"I'm safe enough, Lord Elric." She addressed me casualy by thisname, asif she had awaysknown it.
"But you must go. Y ou have achieved your purpose here. Therest iswork for me and the othersto do.
At least for now."

| began to suggest she stay with mefor safety, but Klosterheim flung adagger at me. | was distracted
by its clattering to the ground afew meters away. When | looked up again, Oonahad gone.

King Straashawas till wading towards me. | could tell the action was painful to him, but he was
geniad enough. "Wadll, little mortal, | am here because | have never yet broken abargain and | havea
certain affection for your kind. What would you have me do? Doesthis city have to be destroyed?”

"1 need your help, sre. | need to move through the relms of water. | need to find therealm | |eft—the
relm where my morta form remains.”

He understood.

"Water to water," he said, "and fireto fire. For the respect your ancestors showed my folk, | will do,
Prince Elric, asyou desire.”

A vast watery hand descended towards me. | gasped, sensing that | was drowning as| struggled in
King Straashas grip. | feared he would kill me by accident.

Then | was engulfed in abubble of air, held by agigantic hand. | knew a sudden sense of peace, of
absolute security. | wasin the safekeeping of the king of water eementals. We flew over the cragsand
spiresof Mu Ooria, until al | could see was the glowing lake surrounded by amighty darkness. That part
of me which was von Bek would have been incredul ous, had not that part of me which was Elric shown
such familiarity with the supernatural. Within me, even as| experienced theimpossible, | could sensethat
von Bek believed in aworld where dl was Law, save for occasional upheavas of Chaos, and | believed
inamultiverse where dl was Chaos, where Law was something carved from that stuff and maintained by
the will of mortals and the designs of the Lords of the Higher Worlds. Chaos was clearly the dominant
forceindl the redms, naturd and supernatural. Two fundamentaly opposed views of existence, yet in
balance within the single body, the only mind. The harmony of opposites, indeed!

Von Bek neither hesitated nor questioned what | as Elric determined. For thiswasaworld |
understood and which had been atotd mystery to him. Of course, he had all my memories, as| had dl of
his. For the moment the dominant me was the sorcerer-king, calling upon a great manifestation of an
elementa, who served neither Law nor Chaos, nor any other thing, but lived to exist and perpetuate that
exigence endlesdy.

The city waslost to sight. King Straasha hesitated, contemplating what he must do next. Heand | had
aready communicated something which could not be represented by spoken language.

Unlike most sorcerer races, Me niboneans had deliberately cultivated aliances with the eementals.
With those grest, old beings who were the embodiment of familiar and unfamiliar animas—with Meerclar
of the Cats and even Ap-yss-Alara, Queen of the Swine, who was said to refuse al mortal advances and
would continue to do so while one of them il ate pork.

Since pork was not eaten by any Melnibonean of the higher castes, my folk had first made their
accommodation with the queen.

The blood fever was dying away in me. For the moment Stormbringer was satiated. The energy we
had acquired was crude and would not last long, but it enabled meto do what | must. | delighted in the
knowledge that | was thwarting Gaynor not on one plane, but on two or more.

We cameto rest in the center of the lake. For asecond | looked on a placid stretch of sparkling
water: moonlight illuminating aMediterranean idyll. Then King Straashamade agesture with his other
watery hand. He was laughing. Instantly | stared down into the wide mouth of araging maelstrom. It sent
clutching, foamy tendrils up towards me. It roared and lusted for my life and soul. It swirled and eddied
and whispered for me to jump from "King Straashas protecting hand, down into the sublime rapture of
itsheart. That hypnotic sound, at once shriek and murmur, drew me helplessy towardsit. My anima
ingtinct wasto resis, but | knew | must not.

The surrounding bubble had burgt. | stood there on the seaking's palm. Without further thought, |



secured the runesword and dived into the howling vortex.

| was caught like aspeck of dust and drawn deeper and deeper towards theinfinite. | knew that |
waswhirling to my death, but | had no fear.

| knew what | was doing, where | was going, just as had King Straasha. There was ill achancel
could lose my way and be carried off by my enemies. Both Chaos and Law, in this current battle, had
much at stake and could be ruthlessin their self-protection.

| heard the sea king's roaring voice fade into the shout of the great magstrom and | gathered al my
resources, attempting to make my way through, to find the one pathway | needed.

It became dmost impossibleto bresthe. The water began to fill my lungs. | wondered how much
longer | could survive before | drowned. Then the sword stirred at my belt. Some ingtinct made me reach
for her blindly, drag her free of her scabbard and then let her pull me through the wild swell. Her course
took mefirgt up, then down, then deep within those watery walls.

Whole cities, continents, races swirled around me. All the oceans of dl the worlds had combined into
one. | passed through universes of water. Blind instinct guided me while the sword pointed like a
lodestone, pulling me deeper and deeper down into the maelstrom.

My feet touched something solid. | could stand upright, though water still flowed. | could fed its
pressure on my legs and torso. The great underground ocean stopped its agitation. Overhead was
blackness, before me was more water. | was standing waist-highiiniit.

Warily | sheathed my sword. | began to move forward, expecting at any moment to find the ground
give way beneath my feet. Atlast | trod on fine gravel. There was acool, steady breeze on my cheek.
Somewhere, in the distance, afox barked.

| was no longer in Mu Ooria but did not know if | had found my destination. As| emerged completely
from thewater, | looked up at afamiliar ky, at familiar stars. Near the horizon was the thin outline of a
gibbous moon. Growing accustomed to the faint light, | made out the steep roofs and spires of acity |
recognized. A quiet place, with few monumenta buildings, no greet architecture. Like one of the more
ordinary medieva German towns | had seen on our dash towards Hameln. | hoped | had returned to the
right timeaswédl asplace.

A wide moat surrounded the idand on which the city was built. The idand had not dways been there.
| had created the moat in one of my firgt attempts to defend the city, which no longer existed in exactly
the same position aswhen | had first arrived there. | had used dl the forms of sorcery | knew to save her
from conquest, but every spell had been countered. And he had defeated me.

Elric's persondity was now paramount. As | waded ashore, | hoped no one had guessed my strategy,
though it was clear Gaynor had been able to manifest himsdlf concurrently on at least three different
planes, no doubt with the help of his supernaturd mistress. Miggea, Duchess of Law. Lady Miggea.

In Mu Ooriashe had been unable to break through, but here she dominated the world. Only here,
beyond the moat, was there any safety from Miggea's cold, relentlessrule, and that safety was dready
threatened.

| was soaked and shivering. My clothing made movement difficult. | pulled off the cap and squeezed
water from my long hair. | moved warily up the bank, my senses dert, my hand ready to pull my sword
freeinaningant.

Only now did | realize how weary | was. | found it difficult to put one heavy foot in front of another. |
ill did not know if | had reached my desired destination. Everything looked right. But afundamentd of
theillusonist'sart isthat everything should look right. . .

| had become too used to deception. For al | knew | was quite donein aworld bereft of men and
gods. Or did athousand eyes even now watch me from the darkness?

| thought | heard afootfall. | paused. | could seevery little. Just the outlines of shrubs and trees, the
slhouette of the city ahead of me. Automatically | brought up my sword. All the energy we had stolen
together, dl the soulswe had eaten, had dissipated in that journey through the vortex. | felt weak again. |
wasdizzy.

Voices. | prepared mysdf for battle.

| think | fell backwards. | still had some hold on my senses. | was aware of faces|ooking down at me.



| heard my name spoken.

"It can't be him. We were told nothing could lift the enchantment. Look at its bizarre garments. Thisis
ademon, a shape-changer. We should kill it."

| tried to join in the argument, to assure them that despite my costume | wastruly Elric of Menibone.
Then my senses completely failed me. | fell into dreaming, urgent shadows. | struggled to get back. But it
was useless. | wastoo weak to resist or to flee.

| thought | heard mocking laughter. The laughter of my enemies.

Had | been captured? After all my efforts, was | doomed never to reach my city again?

Darkness encircled my brain. | heard the whispering of my captors. Consciousness began to fade.

| knew | had failed.

| tried to lift my sword. Then | was engulfed.

Dreamsfled away from me. Important dreams. Dreams which could save me. A white hare on a
white road.

| tried to follow. | woke up in aclean bed, looking around at afamiliar room. In front of me stood a
stocky redheaded fellow with awide mouth and freckled skin, dressed smply but with acertain syle, in
green and brown.

"Moonglum?'

The redheaded man grinned.

" S0, Prince Elric, you know who | am?!

"It would be strangeif | did not." | was weeping with relief. | had managed to return. And Moonglum,
who had accompanied me on more than one recent adventure, was waiting for me. Foolish asit was, |
felt more than comradeship for the loya swordsman.

"True, my lord." He grinned and swaggered forward, alittle puzzled. "But | wonder what exotic
cregture you robbed for your clothes.”

"They're conventiond,” said von Bek, "inmy time. Histime."

| knew exactly where| was. In the Tower of the Hand in Tandlorn. A Tanelorn whose ruin was
amost certain. And if she perished, all that she stood for would perish, too. It wasfor her that | had
risked so much and had accepted the dreamthief's help. Not, she insisted, that Oonawas a dreamthief.
She was merely adreamthief's daughter.

"And my body?' | asked, risng.

Hisface darkened and his eyestook on a certain expression, familiar to me when he believed sorcery
to beinvolved. "Still initsplace,” he said. He grinned, but refused to meet my gaze. "Still desping. Still
breathing." He paused. "Where, might | ask, my lord, did you acquire this new body? Isit something
fashioned of sorcery?”

"Only of dreams," | said, and promised to answer him further when | knew more.

Heled me from that s mple bedroom to another. Therein the gloom lay adeeping man. | was not
prepared for the sight of my own naked body lying stretched out before me, hands folded across my
chest, which rose and fell with dow regularity. My eyes were open. Twin rubies staring into the void. |
dept. | was not dead. But neither could | be awakened. | was, after al, dreaming this dream. | reached
to closemy eyes.

Gaynor had brought greet power againgt me. | knew the enchantment. | had used it mysdlf, toiill
effect. It threstened dll | loved.

Now he gathered his strength to finish us. And if hefinished Tanelorn, then al the worlds of dl the
reAlmswerein danger.

| looked up from my deeping salf. Through the window, the sun was beginning to rise. Itsfirst golden
light dipped above the horizon. | held up my hand in the faint rays and compared it to that of the deeping
man. Essentially we seemed to be the same creature. It had taken great sorcery and the work of a
dreamthief to achieve this, but now both my body and my sword were restored to me.

There might yet betimeto rescue Tanelorn.



Chapter Twelve
TheWord of Law

A few weeks earlier, Moonglum and | had come down out of the hills on the other side of Cesh,
following "any goat trail we could, having left the employ of the Cesh of Cesh in bad faith. In return for the
destruction of asmall supernatura army, we had been promised atreasure horde. The army destroyed,
the horde was found to be two coins, one of them forged. | had |eft the Cesh on display at the city gates,
asawarning to others not to waste our time or our good will. | had been weak before | |eft the place and
in no condition to confront the war party sent to pursue us by the Cesh's blood rdlatives, duty-bound to
kill us

With imperfect maps we lost ourselvesin the rocky terrain but lost our pursuersaswell. We had
certainly not expected to come upon Tanelorn so soon after finding our way down from the hills. We had
expected to cross a desert before we found any form of civilization. We knew that it wasin the nature of
thiscity to manifest hersaf occasionally in another place, so we did not challenge our luck. Without
hesitation, we led our exhausted horses down towards the city walls. We were grateful for sight of the
ancient, welcoming buildings, the gardens and tall trees, thered brick, black beams and thatch, the
orchards and fountains, the twisting timbers of the gables. |, for one, had become weary of the fantastic
and looked forward to the common human comforts I'd become used to.

Our habit, when our travelstook us here, was for Moonglum and myself to rest until we were ready
to wander on, seeking fresh employment, new masters. Ours were the lives of mercenary swordsmen
and, if sometimes short of wages, we wererarely short of work. Tanelorn, we consoled ourselves, would
give us credit. We had acquaintances in the city. We occasionally met enemiesthere. But there was no
conflict. Tanelorn was the haven to which al weary people could come, to rest, to stand outside the wars
of men and gods. Here, with the necessary drugs, | could enjoy a certain peace.

| had hoped to lodge with my old friend Rackhir of Phum, the Red Archer, but he was gone on an
adventure of hisown. And he had left something in his house he did not want disturbed.

An acquaintance of mine, Brut of Lashmar, who had been aprofessiona soldier, wasthefirst familiar
face to greet us. He wastall with close-cropped hair and scarred, handsome features. He wore dark
linen and wool, seeming more monkish than soldierly, asasign of hisretirement. He seemed troubled. He
was not an doquent man, and it was difficult for him to find appropriate words to describe hisfedings.
Hetook usto hisrambling house, gave us roomsthere, an entire wing, and made uswelcome. Aswe
ate, hetold usthat there seemed to be sorcerous currentsin the air. "Wizardry buzzing everywhere,
Strange, powerful magic, my friends. Perilous magic.”

| asked him to be specific, but he could not. | told him that | dways knew when Chaos was present. |
assured him there was no smell of Chaos here, unless about my own person. He was not happy, he said,
that the city had moved. Usualy moving was something she did to save hersdlf only when in the worst
danger.

| told him that he had becometimid in hisretirement. Tanelorn was safe. We had dready fought for
and won her security. Perhaps we should have to do so again some day, for Tanelorn, like dl fragile
ideas, had to be perpetudly defended. Still, it was highly unlikely that Chaos would attack her again.

In good faith | was not as certain as| sounded. | told Brut that no being in al creation would be
foolish enough to risk the destruction of the Balance itsdlf. But in my heart | knew there were dways such
beings. We had aready defended the city against them once. But it would be madness to assume Chaos
would attack again, so soon after we had driven her back. | refused to become anxious. | intended to
make the most of my stay, | said, and restore mysdlf asbest | could.

Most of our talk was reminiscence. It was the nature of the place. We discussed old fights, old
threats, legendary battles of the past and speculated upon the nature of our sanctuary.

Wewerein Tanelorn less than aweek, however, before the city came under direct threat. And, of
course, | had not sniffed Chaos. | had never anticipated that Law would be taking her turn as aggressor.
My world had little stability. Did it go back to that one moment in my past, that moment when | killed the
only woman | truly loved? Had | set these eventsin motion, al that long time ago?



Meanwhile, again Tanelorn was threatened. And by Law gone mad. That these besieging powers
must be particularly corrupt and manipulated by a cresture whose ambitions were unusualy determined
was no comfort. Such mindlessness was aways the most destructive. It had nothing to lose but its own
threstened oblivion.

I knew we were being chalenged by unusua wizardry one afternoon when the whole surrounding
landscape melted even as we watched from the battlements and old walls. Theland turned to glaring ash
flats studded with wind-carved limestone crags—aworld of crystaline whiteness. The inhabitants of
Tanelorn were astonished and alarmed. Thiswas the work of the gods. Or demons. Even | was not
capable of such sorcery.

What fresh interest did the Lords of the Higher Worlds havein Tandorn? Everything but Tanelorn
was now the color of wind-scarred bone. Her gentle trees and pretty houses were made vulgar by al that
starkness.

The moon must look likethis, | said. Everything scoured away. Was that where we were now?
Taneorn's wise men thought we had merely been shifted to an dternative world from our own, which had
already been conquered.

| was capable of one last Summoning. | begged the Earth ele-mentalsto dig a defensive moat around
the city walls. It wasthe best | could do and it exhausted me.

We could not imagine the madness of a creature capable of reducing aworld to such barren horror.

There were scholars of every kind in Tanglorn. | sought their best wisdom. Who had moved usto this
world?

"My Lady Miggeaof Law," | wastold. "Almost certainly. She has aready reduced severa more
reAlmsto smilar nothingness." She had immense supernatura resources and commanded more. | knew
my gods and goddesses. | knew she had her own cycle of myth and legend which empowered her on
earth, but she had to have mortal agents or she could not break through into these spheres.

At least one morta was serving her here. My Lord Arioch of Chaoswas equally helpless without
mortal compliance. My patron, impulsive as he could be, had learned never to attempt the conquest of
Tandorn.

Our firg attackers were mostly haf-armored foot soldiers, oddly identical. They marched out of
nowhere and did not stop marching until they reached our moat and then did not stop marching, over the
backs of drowning comrades, until they were at our walls. Thousands and thousands were thrown against
usdaily and were so incapable of individua decision that we killed them effortlesdy with few lossesto
our Sde.

The soldiers attacked again. We defended Tanelorn. We debated plansfor her salvation. But we
hardly knew what we were defending againgt, who our enemy redly was. None knew how far the ash
desert extended. A manifestation of Lady Miggea had been seen by some who recognized it, confirming
that she wasindeed in thisrealm now and watching from afar. At least thisiswhat | wastold. Some of
our newer inhabitants had fled realms where she aready ruled, had come here because of the terror they
had |eft behind. But we till did not know the name of the mortal who served the Lady Miggea. And we
wondered why the city did not shift herself away from danger, as we thought she could.

The marching minions of Law were easy enough to defeat. They had no true will and seemed amost
drugged. They were mechanicaly predictable. They used identicd tactics every timethey tried to take the
city. It was nothing to daughter them in hundreds asthey swam over or atempted to bridge the moat. |
began to believe that their only function wasto distract uswhile larger planswere hatched.

Warfare a itsmost boring.

Then Lady Miggeaherself cameto look at Tanelorn.

At first even | didn't understand the significance of the vigit.

Onemorning | took my usua wak around thewall and to my astonishment saw theat the surrounding
horizon wasfilled with the pennants and lances of avast mounted army. Everywhere their outlines
sgnified our annihilation. These were not Law's cannon fodder, but her finest knights, drawn from al over
themultiverse.

| threw up my hand to defend my eyes and saw, asif emerging from ashimmering mirage, amassve



she-wolf, the size of alarge mare, al caparisoned with pretty silks and beaded |eather, with painted
leather saddle, with brass and silver and glinting diamonds in her harness. Her deep-set eyes were
mysterious as she came racing towards the city at the head of apack of human knights. Her white,
fanged muzzle twitched alittle, asif she scented prey. Perhaps the wolf had been caught in Melnibone, |
thought, for like me she was a pure abino. Her red eyes glared from bone-white fur, streaming behind
her assheran.

Even more bizarre was her rider. An armored man whose glittering silver helm completely hid hisface.
Whose lance shimmered the color of pewter. Whose metal was festooned with fluttering silks, with
cloaks and scarves of athousand colors.

I saw him turn, stand in his stirrups, and raise something to hishelm. | heard the sound of hishorn.

They came on and on. Thousands of white horses and their silver-armored riders. Surely they meant
to trample Tanelorn benegath their hooves.

Then | saw what the wolf pursued.

A hare, aswhite as winter, raced over the pale ash ahead of that whole thundering army. Racing for
our gates. A thousand spears poised to pierce her.

Toolate.

The hare reached the moat and plunged into the water. She swam to the city gates and sped through a
narrow gap, disgppearing at onceinto the streets.

Only when the little animal found the safety of the city, did the hunt quickly disperse, fanning to both
sdesaround Tanelorn's wide moat. They had lost their prey. A distant horn called them away.

But they had impressed uswith their armor. Their shining armor. Their faceless, enigmatic hdms. And
their numbers.

| knew their kind. The Knights of Law served a holy cause. Summoned to the standard of their
misiress, the Lady Miggea, | knew they would fight to the death for her. They did not and could not
guestion her. Their nature was to serve the office, no matter how warped it had become. They clungto a
sngleidea, just as she did, unable to imagine more than one thing, one future, which they must cregate.
They disguised their natural rapacity astheir quest for Order.

But it had been the hare they intended to destroy that morning, not us. Their horses hooves churned
the ashy desert asfrom her huge pale throat, the white she-wolf voiced her angry frustration at losing her
quarry. A chilling growl.

Again the horn sounded.

The mounted knights began to reorder themselves, turning and moving back towards the horizon.

Moonglum stepped up beside me. He had been commanding agroup of fighters farther long thewall.

"What's this?' He sniffed and rubbed at hisdeeve, asif to remove again. "Werethey smply out for a
gdlop? Did you seethe quarry they followed, my lord? Thelittle hare?"

| had seen her and | wondered why she was so important to a Duchess of Law. What had held them
back from pursuing her into the city? Some understanding that by entering eternd Tanelorn they
threatened the fundamental order of al our relms?

Madnessiswhat | witnessed. | had seen it more than once when Law became corrupted and
decadent. For that reason aone my people preferred the uncertainties and wildness of Chaos. Law gone
rotten was a far more perilous prospect. Chaos did not pretend to logic, save thelogic of temperament,
of feding.

The she-wolf had turned and was loping back towards us, bearing her arrogant rider, who now,
gpparently relaxed, held hislance easily initssirrup.

| heard anoise from within the helm. | heard avoice. | heard my own name.

"Prince Elric, cdled Traitor. Isthat you?"

"Y ou have me at adisadvantage, Sir."

"Oh, you'll soon be familiar enough with one or another of my names, sr.”

"Why," | asked, "do you attack our Tanelorn? What do you want from it?"

"What, my lord, do you defend? Do you know? Have you never questioned your actions? Y ou
defend nothing. Y ou defend an innocent idea. Not aredity.”



"l have seen many anideamade redity,” | replied. "I'll defend Tanelorn or sack her, should | fed the
urge. | have nothing better to do, sir. And | would like a chanceto kill you."

Helaughed within hishelm. An easy laugh. A familiar laugh. Heignored my taunt. "Prince Elric, | have
abargain to make with you. All in Tandorn will be saved if you smply give me your sword. Upon my
word, | will then leave you in peace. All of you. There's enough physic in the city to keep you dive and
well. It'safair bargain, Prince Elric. Y ou save dl your comrades and lose nothing but a usdess blade.”

"l have more care for my sword than for most of my comrades, sir. So the offer has no attraction for
me. Y ou arewelcometo the city. | shall enjoy killing avast number of you before you takeiit.

If you know mewell, Sir, you know that | am only replenished by the work of daughter. Sir, if youll
forgive mefor repeating myself, have you the courage to accept a challenge? | would enjoy the pleasure
of killing you. And the overlarge beast you ride.”

At thisthe beast turned her head and her red eyes met my own. There was akind of threatening
mockery in her expression.

"Y ou will have considerable difficulty killing a Duchess of Law, Prince Elric,” she said. Shegrinned,
her paetongue lolling amongst her sharp, yellow teeth.

| returned her stare. | said, "But awolf might kill awolf."

She made no answer, though it seemed she was off before her rider was ready. It amused methat she
chosethat particular form and pretended that the man on her back was her master. Another sign of her
monstrous delusion. | had ventured into supernatural relmswherelogic of her sort ruled. Nothing was
more hideous. Even aMelnibonean could not take pleasure in the wretchedness which the likes of
Miggea created. Her haf-dreaming mind was scarcely aware of the consequences of her actions. She
believed that she ordered and protected, that she sacrificed hersdlf to the common good. Her knights, of
course, would obey her without question. Duty and loyalty were al. Virtues unto themselves. They were
asmad as she.

| began to wonder if, after al, the object of their assault was not the city? What if they only wanted
my sword? What if they directed dl this vast sorcery upon Tanelorn merely in order to strike abargain
with me? A bargain | had refused. And would continue to refuse.

They would never compromise me. | would hold firm againgt them. And ultimately | would overcome
them.

For the next few days the whole besieging army withdrew to below the horizon. Lifein Tanelorn
returned to something approaching normal. Not asingle citizen attempted to leave as there was nowhere
to go. Thearmies of Law had retreated, but the surrounding landscape had not returned to its natural
state. For asfar asthe eye could see were bleak ash flats relieved by grotesque columns of clinkered
limestone. A landscape of petrified degth. | grew increasingly miserable with just that glinting desert for a
view. | began to consider taking ahorse and riding out to explore thisworld.

At night | began to dream again of different worlds. Worlds hardly distinguishable from my own.
Worlds hideoudy or beautifully or subtly different. | dreamed of Bek, though | did not recognizeit. |
dreamed of uniformed men who stole my sword and tortured me. | dreamed of battleswon and lost
loves, of loveswon and battleslost. | dreamed of terrifying landscapes and breathtaking natural visons. |
dreamed of impossible futures and possible pasts. | dreamed of Cymoril, my murdered betrothed,
pleading with me as her soul-stuff poured into mine. | woke sobbing.

Moonglum, in the next room, took to wrapping his bedclothes around his ears.

| was dreaming, of course, of my past aswell as my near future. | dreamed of the world | would find.
Theworld of my nightmares made redlity.

Thisstrategy of Law's was probably merdly a pause while our enemies gathered strength to crush us.
We discussed the nature of our predicament but had no precedentsfor it. | failed in my attemptsto
summon any further supernatura aid. Lady Miggeaobvioudy controlled dmost everything in thisrealm.
We were dumbfounded. We hardly knew how to counter Law. Chaos had attempted to take Tanelorn
more than once, but never, asfar aswe knew, the forces of Order.

For some reason not one of us believed we would al die. Perhaps Tanelorn had aready
demondirated her invulnerability, when the White Hunt had divided around the city. Perhapsthey could



not enter. Some greater force prevented them. Or, perhaps like many gods and elementals, they needed
to be invited by mortd agentsinto morta relms? And, strictly, Tandorn wasnot in thisreadm.

Our speculation was of little use to us. It wasimpossible to anticipate Law's next move. Impossible to
understand their intentions.

We made some attempt to discover the white hare, but clearly she had waited for the hullaba oo to
die down and gone back to her own territory.

| confided to Moonglum that | was growing bored. If no attempt was made on the city soon, | had it
in mind to ride on. He did not offer to join me. | think he had some notion that | planned to betray
Tandorn.

Then one afternoon when the sun stained the ash flats scarlet, an armored rider on awhite wolf came
down the hillstowards Tanelorn and sat yelling before our causaway gates, demanding that | be
summoned.

The swaggering slver knight had draped himsdlf in even more gaudy silk, asif in defiance of Law's
cold taste. He sat arrogantly in his saddle. The water of the moat reflected his armor. He seemed made
of mercury. Still nameless.

He recognized me the moment | appeared on the eastern keep and stepped up to the battlements. He
gestured eaborately. Some unknown form of greeting.

"Good morning, Prince Elric." "Good morning, Sr No Name."

Easy laughter came out of that helm, asif I'd made arich joke. This cresture used every wegpon in his
arsend, including subtle flattery and charm.

Thismorning he presented himsdlf asbeing in abluff, com-monsensical kind of mood.

"I'll not waste your time, my lord,” he said, "but as aKnight of the Balance and aservant of Law, |
have come to take you up on a challenge. Hand-to-hand combat, as you said. And what's more | offer
you abargain." He had that half-belligerent tone you often hear amongst merchants and office-seekers,
forever trying to sall you something you don't want or need.

"| understand those rolesto be contradictory,” | said mildly. While| exulted at the chanceto fight him,
| had, of course, become immediately suspicious of hismotives. "A Knight of the Balance servesonly the
Bdance"

"Aye" sayshe, dmogt impatiently, "that's the old thinking on it. But Chaos threatens and will engulf all
unlesswe guard againgt her."

"Well," says|, "as one who serves Chaos, | can only speak for mysdlf: | have no plansto engulf
anything or anyone.”

"Then yourealiar or adupe, gr," sayshe.

"I've often wondered the same," | admitted easily. | knew he attempted to goad me, but there were
few who could match the crud wit of the average Me nibonean aristocrat. "What would you sdl methis
morning, Sr?"

"If you'll grant me alittle hospitdlity, I'll tell you over breskfast. It's not my way to spesk of private
meatters o publicly.”

"We do not have private matters herein Tanelorn, Sir. It'sacommunal place. We bother neither with
secrets nor postmortems. It is part of our way of life"

"1 have no wish to disturb that way of life, sr." Thewolf moved suddenly asif not entirely in
agreement with her rider. "And you can easily ensure your tranquillity. | came, after al, to accept your
chalenge. A dud. Oneto one. To decidetheissue. Or, if you no longer fed you wishto settlethisasa
matter of honor, I'll take token tribute. All | seek isthat old sword you carry. Give me the runeblade and
I'll take my men away. Y ou have seen the weight of armor we can bring against you. Y ou know you
would be crushed in an hour. Wiped out of existence. A few forgotten whispers on an ancient wind. Give
methe sword and you'll dl beimmortd. Tanelorn will remain something more than amemory.”

"Metephysicd threats” | said. "I've heard them echoing out of stedl helmetsdl my life, Sr. They
aways have the same gpocalyptic ring to them. And they're exceedingly hard to prove..."

"There's nothing vague about my threets, Sr," saysthe Knight of the Baance, shifting impatiently and
pushing dmost fussily at hiserrant slks. "Nothing insubstantial. They are backed by ahundred thousand



lances”

"Not one of which can enter thiscity, I'd guess.” | began to turn away. "Without being invited. You
have nothing to offer me,

air, except the boredom | seek to escape. Even your unsavory, near-senile mistress Miggea cannot
stride unasked into Tanelorn. Those morta soldiers we fought were recruited here. Most are dead.
Anything supernaturd still must beg to be admitted. And you, Sir, have aready demonstrated your
belligerence. | do not believe you have any intention of fighting mefairly."

"My tonewas amigtake, I'll grant you, Prince Elric. But you will find me amore reasonable Champion
of Law today. Willing to meet you man-to-man. Heréswhat | offer: I'll fight you fairly for the sword.
Should you defeat me, al Law retreats from Tanelorn and you are returned to your natura condition, the
city untouched. Should | defeat you, | take the sword. And leave you to defend yourselves as best you
can.

"My sword and | are bonded,” | said smply, "we are one. If you held the sword she could destroy
you. And eventudly she would return to me. Believe me, Sir Secret, | would not have it thus by choice.
But it isso. And we are full of energy now. We have feasted well on your opposition. Y ou have made us
srong."

"Then let'stest the strength. Y ou have nothing to lose. Let mein and well fight for al to see—inthe
public square.”

"Fighting isforbiddenin Tandorn." | said only what he dready knew.

Hisvoice was dl mellow mockery. "What forces threaten your right to fight?' The knight'stone
became openly challenging. "What power nursemaids an entire metropolis? Surely you are not going to
let yoursdlf be dictated to by meaningless custom? No free man should be forbidden the right to defend
hislife. To carry hisweapons with pride and use them when he hasto. That is how we of Law think now.
We have rejected the great weight of ritua and look to a cleaner, fresher, more youthful future. Y our
rituals and customs are rules that have lost their meaning. They are no longer connected to the harsh
redities of survival. Today the battleisto the strong. To the cunning. Those who do not resst Chaos are
doomed to be destroyed by it."

"But if you destroy Chaos?' | asked. "What then?

"Then Law can control everything. The unpredictable will be banished. The numinouswill no longer
exist. We shdl produce an ordered world, with everything inits place, and everyonein their place. We
will know at last what the future brings. It is man's detiny to finish the gods work and complete the
divine symphony inwhichwe shdl dl play aninstrument.”

In my mind | wasthinking | had rarely heard such pious lunacy expressed so perfectly. Perhgps my
overfondnessfor reading, asachild, had made metoo familiar with dl the old arguments used to judtify
the morta lust for power. The moment the moral authority of the supernatural was invoked, you knew
you werein conflict with the monumentally salf-deceiving, who should not be trusted at any level.

"Man'sdestiny? Y our destiny, | think you mean!" | leaned on the battlements like a househol der
enjoying achat across the fence with his neighbor. "Y ou have a strong sense of what isrighteous, eh?

Y ou know thereis only one path to virtue? One clean, sraight path to infinity? We of Chaos have aless
tidy vison of existence."

"Y ou mock me, Sir. But | have the means of making my vison red. | suspect that you do not.”

"Neither the means nor the desireto do o, Sir. | drift asthe world drifts. We have no other choice. |
don't doubt your power, Sr. Law has driven my own dlies away from thisrealm. All that stands between
us and your total conquest of usis my sword and this city. But somehow, | know, we can defeat you. It's
in the nature of those of uswho serve Chaosto trust alittle more to luck than you do. Luck can often be
no more than the mood of amab, running in your favor. Whatever itis, wetrust toit. Andin trusting to
luck, wetrust ourselves.”

"1'm not one to argue with Me nibonean sophigry,” said the Silver Knight, fussing with hisfluttering
scarves and flags. " The ambitions of your own patron, Duke Arioch, are well known. He would gobble
theworlds, if he could." A cool, morning breeze stirred the surrounding desert. Our visitor seemed amost
bound up by those long scarves. Hampered by them, yet unwilling to berid of them. Asif he could not



bear the idea of wearing undecorated stedl. Asif he yearned for color. Asif he had been denied it for an
eternity. Asif hedutched at it for hislife. Sometimes when the sun caught hisarmor and the fluttering silk,
he secemed to beonfire.

| knew | could defeat himin aleve fight. But if the Lady Miggea helped him, it would be more
difficult, perhapsimpossible. She still had enormous powers, many of which | could not even predict.

There was no doubt, when | looked back on that morning, that my enemies knew me in some ways
better than | knew mysdlf. For they were playing on my impatience, on my natura boredom. | had very
littleto lose. Tandorn wastired. | did not believe she could be defeated by this beribboned knight, nor
even by Miggeaof Law. | wasanxiousfor the siegeto end, so that | could continue about my restless
and, admittedly, pointless business. | was congtantly reminded of my beloved cousin Cymoril, who had
died by accident as Yyrkoon and | fought. All I had wanted was Cymoril. Therest | waswilling to give
up to my cousin. But because Cymoril loved me, Y yrkoon needed also to possess her. And as aresult of
my own pride, my folly and pas-sion, and of Y'yrkoon's overweening greed, she had died. Y'yrkoon, too,
had died, as he deserved. She had never deserved such awful violence. My instincts were to protect her.
| had lost control of my sword.

| had sworn never to lose that control again. The sword's will seemed as powerful as my own
sometimes. Even now, | could not be entirely sure whether the energy | felt coursing through me was
mine or the blade's.

Grief, anger and desperate sadness threstened to take hold of me. Every habit of self-discipline was
srained. My will battled that of the sword and won. Y et | became determined to fight this stranger.

Perhaps my mood was encouraged by aclever enemy. But it seemed that | was offering to fight him
on my terms. "The she-wolf must leave," | said. "The relm—" "She cannot leave theredm.”

"She can have no hand in this. She must give me the word, the holy word of Law, that the wolf will
not fight me."

"Agreed,” he said. "Thewolf shal have no part in our fight."

| looked at the wolf. She lowered her eyesin reluctant compromise.

"What guarantee is there that you and she will keep your word?"

"Thefirm word of Law cannot be broken," he said. "Our entire philosophy is based on that idea. I'll
not change the terms of the bargain. If you defeat me, we dl leavethisream. If | defeet you, | get the
sword."

"Y ou're confident you can defeat me.”

"Stormbringer will be mine before sunset. Will you fight me here? Where | stand now?" He pointed
back behind him. "Or there, on the other Sde?!

At this| began to laugh. The old blood-madness was gripping me again. Moonglum recognized it. He
came running up the steps. "My lord—this hasto be atrick. It stinks of atrap. Law grows untrustworthy.
Everything decays. Y ou are too wise to let them deceiveyou ..."

| was grave when | put my hand on hisshoulder. "Law isrigid and aggressive. Orthodoxy initsfind
stages of degeneration. She clingsto her old ways, even as she rgjectswhat isno longer useful to her.
Shelll keep her word, I'm sure.”

"My lord, thereisno point to thisdue!"

"It might save your life, my friend. And yoursistheonly lifel carefor.”

"It could bring me torment, and the sameto dl othersin Tanelorn.”

| shook my head. "If they bresk their word, they can no longer be representatives of Law."

"What kind of Law do they represent, even now? A Law willing to sacrifice justice for ambition.”
Moonglum dragged at my arm as | began to descend the steps back to the ground. "And that's what
makes me doubt everything they promise. Be wary of them, my lord." He gave up trying to persuade me
and fell back.

"I'll be watching for any sgns of their treachery and I'll do what | can to ensurethe dud'sfair. But |
say again—it'sfolly, my friend. Y our mad, old blood has seized your brain again.”

| was amused by this. "That mad blood has found us many ways out of trouble, friend Moonglum.
Sometimes | trust it better than any logic.” But | could not raise his spirits.



A dozen others, including Brut of Lashmar, begged meto be cautious. But something in mewas
determined to break this stalemate, to follow my blind ingtincts and embrace a story that was not
inevitable, that took afresh direction. | wanted to prove that it was not the working-out of some
prefigured destiny. As|'d told Moonglum, thiswas by no meansthefirst time | had let the old blood
blaze through my veins, sngits song inme and fill my being with wild joy. If | lived, | sworeit would not
bethelast timel felt that thrill.

| was entirely dive again. | wastaking risks. My life and soul were the stakes.

I marched down the steps, shouted for the gates to be raised. Demanded that the she-wolf be gone.
That the facelessknight meet me done.

When | had put Tanelorn'swalls at my back and stepped across the causeway out into that barren
world, the she-wolf had vanished. | looked into amirror. | saw my own blazing features, my glaring ruby
eyes, my fine, white hair whipping about my shoulders as the wind continued to blow acrossthe ash
desert.

The dismounted knight's helm and breastplate reflected everything they faced. Seemingly an advantage
in battle. It would fed asif you werefighting yoursdlf!

The knight stood with aslvery sted broadsword in his gauntleted hands. | was disturbed by the sight
of it. He had not carried it earlier. This sword wasamirror of Stormbringer in everything but color. A
negative image. | could eadily recognize the symbols of sorcery, and that silver sword had no magica
propertiesto speak of. | would have smelled them. Instead it exuded a deadness, anegativity.

No sorcery. Or sorcery so subtle even | couldn't detect it? A dow chill passed through me, leaving
me wary and briefly weaker.

| felt afrisson of dgavu.

Something chuckled from within the sillver helm. A different note, amost awhisper.

"We act out our stories many times, Prince Elric. And occasondly we are granted the meansto
change them. Y ou will understand, | hope, that in some of those tories, in some of those incarnations,
you lose. In some, you die. In others, you suffer more than death.”

Agantha mysterious chill.

" think thiswill be one of those other stories, my lord.”

Then the gleaming blade was rushing down on me.

| barely blocked it in time. Stormbringer growled as she clashed with that white steel. She was
expressing hatred. Or wasit fear? Not asound | had heard from her before.

| felt energy flowing out of me. With every countered blow, | found it harder to lift my sword. |
peered into the silver helm aswe fought but could see no hint of the features within.

| was horrified. | rdied on my sword's strength to sustain my own. And now instead Stormbringer
was sapping my strength. What aided this mysterious warrior? Why had | not smelled sorcery? | was
clearly the victim of some supernaturd force.

The knight was not an expert swordsman, as| had expected. He wasrather clumsy. Y et every blow
of minewas met. Only rarely did the knight feint back at me. He seemed to be playing an entirely
defensiverole, This, too, made me suspicious. If | had not agreed to the fight, | would have ended it there
and then and returned to the city.

| was used to the wild song of my sword as| fought, but now Stormbringer merely vibrated with her
blows. And those vibrations seemed feebler for every passng moment.

Moonglum had beenright. | wasthe victim of atrap. | had no choice but to fight on.

Two more blows of mine were met by two of the knight's and then | was staggering, my knees
buckling. I could bardly lift my sword, which increasngly became adead weight in my hands. | was
baffled. The urgency of my movementstired mefurther. | had been completely outmaneuvered.

Again alow unfamiliar chuckle came from the depths of that heim.

| rdlied everything | had. | tried to call on Arioch for help, but | was overwhelmed with tiredness. An
unnatural tiredness. | used all my sorcerer's disciplinesto bring my mind back into control over my body,
but it was no use. The heavy pall of enchantment seeped through my being.

Within afew minutes of that fight beginning | lost my footing, and fell backwards onto the harsh, white



ground. | saw the armored figure stoop and take Stormbringer and | was horrified. | had no means of
resstance. | tried to truggle up and failed. Few could handle that sword without evil consequences, yet
my opponent was casualy ableto pick her up. My certainties were collapsing around me. | feared | was
going med.

Asmy vison began to blur, | grew aware of the armored figure looking down on me, still laughing.

"Well, Prince Elric. Our bargain and our duel are settled and you are free to return to Tanelorn. Well
not harm the city, have no fear. | have what we camefor.”

Theknight then lifted the helm for the first time. A woman looked down at me. A woman with pale,
radiant features, with blond hair and glaring black eyes. A woman whose teeth were pointed, whose lips
wereonfire.

I knew immediately how | had been deceived. "Lady Miggea, | presume.” | could barely whisper.

"Y ou gave your word. Theword of Law."

"You didn't listen carefully enough. It was the wolf who swore not to fight. Your blood iswise" she
sad softly, "but it informs your heart, not your mind. These are urgent times. Thereis much at stake.
Sometimesthe old rules no longer sustain the redlity.”

"You'll not keep your word? Y ou said you'd leave the city in peace!”

"Of course, | shdll. I'll et it die of natural causes.”

"What do you mean?' My wordswere adry gasp. | was beginning to redize the folly of my decision.
Moonglum wasright. | had brought untold disaster both to mysalf and my world. All because | had
followed wild "ingtinct” rather than logic. There are times when faith provides only further catastrophe.

"There's no more water in thisrealm. Only what you see. Nothing to sustain your gardens. Nothing for
youto drink." She smiled to hersalf as she held up Stormbringer by the blade, clutching it in afist which
seemed to grow larger as she spoke. "Nothing to help you. No supernatural aid. Y ou cannot return to
your own realm. It took my power to bring you here and keep you here. Few are as powerful as Miggea
of Law. No human aid will save you. In time you'll wither away and that will be the end of you and your
gories. But | have been merciful. Y ou'll know none of this, Prince Elric, for you will be adeep.”

Asmy sght faded and the last of my strength went out of me, | made one last attempt to rise. " Sleep?”

Her horrid crazed face came close to mine. She pursed her lips and blew into my eyes.

And then | descended into dreaming darkness.



Chapter Thirteen
The Dreamthief's Daughter

| became dimly aware of my friends from the city carrying me back. | was entirely incapable of
movement, drifting in and out of an enchanted deep, only vaguely conscious of the surrounding world,
sometimes completely oblivioustoit. | knew my friends, especialy Moonglum, were concerned. | tried
to rouse mysdlf, to speak, but every effort took me deeper into my dreamworld.

| did not want to go deeper. | feared something there. Something which Miggea had prepared for me.

The only course open to mewastheinterior. Incagpable of movement or communication, yet aware of
my own condition, | finaly let mysdlf dip dowly down, afraid that | might never emerge again from the pit
of my own complex psyche. Drowning in my own dark dreams.

Thelast of my will deserted me. | began to fall. Away from Tandorn. Away from al the fresh dangers
of the future. Dangers | would not be able to face without my sword. And how would the sword be
used? To destroy the Balance itsdf? My mind wasin aturmoil. Falling &t last into oblivion was ardlief.

| was unconscious for seconds, and then | began to dream. In my dream | saw aman clothed inrags,
standing with his face turned from his own house, abook in his hand and a great bundle on his back. |
wanted to ask him his name, but his eyes werefilled with tears and he could not see me. For amoment |
thought when he turned towards me his face would be mine, but it was a plain, round human head. He
hesitated and then began to return to his house where hiswife and children waited for him, glad he had
not |eft them. They had not seen how distressed he was. For one of my kind to fed sympathy for such
ordinary soulswas amost disgusting, yet | longed to help these peoplein their misery.

Time passed. At last | saw the man leave his house with his burden and walk away until he was out of
sght. I began to follow him, but when | reached the crest of the hill he had gone. | saw avaley andin
that valley anumber of different battles were being fought. Men burned cagtles, villages and towns. They
daughtered women and children. They killed everything that lived, and then they turned on one another
and began to kill again. The only road took me through this valley. Reconciled, | began my descent.

| had not gone very far, however, before asmdl, hunched figure jumped from arock onto the path in
front of me and, grinning, offered me an elaborate bow. He spoke to me, but | could not hear him. He
became frustrated, sgning and gesturing, but till | could not understand him. Eventually he took me by
the hand and led me around a corner of the rock. There ahead was what seemed like an ocean, rising
verticdly toform awadl in front of me. Through the ocean ran agleaming road of dappled light, like one
ray of sunshinefdling on weter.

So strange was the perspective that | felt dmost ill. Y et the crooked little man continued to lead me
until we had stepped onto that dappled road and were walking up its steep surface. | had the strong smell
of ozone in my nogtrils. The road then straightened and became a silver moonbeam in acomplex lattice of
moonbeams, like the roadways through the redlms. My guide was gone.

| wasdarmed. At the sametime | redlized | had afeding of physica well-being. I had never known it
before. | had only ever experienced pain or relief from pain, but never abody that did not know pain a
al. All my lifel had had to ded with some weakness, either physical or moral. Now | began to fed fresh,
elated, evenrelaxed. Yet | knew that in redlity | had no physical body at dl, that it was only my dreaming
soul which wandered these worlds of enchantment.

The conflicting emotions within me did nothing to help my condition. | did not know if thiswas part of
Miggedstrap. | did not know which path to choose. | looked up into al that vast complexity and | saw a
million roads, each onelike aray of light, on which creatures of every kind walked. | knew that there was
no such thing asamultiversa vacuum, that every apparently empty space was populated. | saw the
roadway's as branches of agreat silver tree, whose roots somehow went degp down into my own brain. |
knew that thiswas the fundamental structure of the multiverse. | decided, in spite of recent experience, to
trust my ingtincts and to follow asmall branch running off amore substantia limb.

| set foot on the pale road and it gave dightly to my step. It made walking a pleasure. Innotime | had
passed half a dozen branches, heading for my chosen path. But as | did so, | redlized that the weave of



the branches was more complicated than | had origindly seen. | found mysdlf in atangle of minor
brambles, which blocked my way and which | could not easily push asde. My body fdt so light, so
insubstantiad that there was no danger of my breaking the branches. It seemed to methat tiny figures
moved aong other branches, just as| moved aong mine.

Eventually | found ways of passing through the branches so that | disturbed very little. | had the
impression that somewhere up there might be another creature, far bigger than mysdlf, perhgpsaversion
of mysdf, who was carefully trying to avoid knocking me from my branch.

At onepoint | paused. | was no longer dressed in my ordinary clothes but wore full Me nibonean war
armor. Not the elaborate baroque of ceremonid plate, but the efficient, blade-turning protection aman
needed in battle. | had no sense of weight to the armor, any more than there wasto my body. | half
assumed | had died and become some kind of wandering ghost. If | remained herefor along time, |
would gradualy grow amorphous and merge with the atmosphere, bresthed in like dust by the living.

Having lost my origina direction, | found mysdlf wandering down increasingly narrow and twisting
branches. | thought | must soon step upon the last twig at the farthest edge of the multiver' sl tree. | was
beginning to despair when | saw that the track led through atunnd formed of willow boughs. On the
other side of that tunnel was aweirdly shaped cottage, thatched with the straw of centuries, its bricks
apparently borrowed from every sourcein existence, itswindows at peculiar angles and of odd sizes, its
door narrow and tal, its chimneys fantastically curled. From the roof of the smal porch hung severa
baskets of blooming flowers and abirdcage. Under the birdcage sat a black and white sheepdog, her
tonguelolling asif she had just comein from aday'swork.

The pleasant pastoral scene made me oddly wary. | had become used to traps and delusons. My
enemies seemed to enjoy making promises they had no intention of keeping, asif they had just
discovered the power of thelie. If thisimage were alie, it was aclever one. Everything looked perfect,
including the plume of smoke coming from the chimney, the smdl| of baking, the domegtic clatter from
within.

| glanced back. Behind me, dwarfing everything, was the mul-tiverse. Itsgreet latticefilled dl the
myriad dimensions, its branches stretched into infinity. And its light shone down on thislittle cottage which
sat exactly on the edge of the abyss, agreat dark wood behind it. | tried to move forward and to my
astonishment had some difficulty. The armor was heavy. My body, though feding fit, wasweary. Inan
instant | had become full corporedl!

| opened the gate of the cottage and dragged myself up the date path to knock on the door. |
remembered to remove my helmet. It was an awkward thing to carry under onesarm, al anglesand
filigrea

"Comein, Prince Elric," caled acheerful young voice. "Y ou have trustworthy indincts, it seems.”

"Sometimes, madam.” | passed through the narrow doorway and found myself in alow-ceilinged
room with black beams and white plaster. On the floor was luxurious carpet and on the wallswere
tapestries, living masterpieces showing every manner of human experience. | was astonished &t the
opulence, which seemed in contrast to the domestic atmosphere.

A young woman came from the next room, evidently the kitchen, wiping flour from her hands and
arms. The powder fel in aglvery shower to the rich maroon carpet. She sniffed and then sneezed,
gpologizing. "'l have waited for you for what seems an eternity, my lord.”

| could not speak. | looked at one of my own kind. She had extraordinary, aquiline beauty, with
danting eyes and delicate, small, dightly pointed ears. Her eyeswere red asfresh strawberriesin askin
the color of bleached ivory. Her long, bone-white hair fell in soft folds down over her shoulders. She
wore asmple shirt and breeches, over which she had thrown arough linen apron. And she waslaughing
a me.

"My friend Jermays put you on theright road, | see.”

"Who wasthat little man?’

"Youll meet him againintime, perhaps.”

"Perhaps”

"Weall do. Often when our stories Sart to dter. Sometimes one's destiny changesradicaly. A new



taleisborn. A new myth to weavein with the old. A new dream.”

"l am dreaming this. | am dreaming you. Therefore | am dreaming this conversation. Doesthis mean
that | am mad? Has the enchantment which holds mein deep aso attacked my brain?'

"Oh, we dl dream one another, Prince Elric, in someways. It is our dreams and our demands upon
them which have made us so various and at odds with so much and so many."

The young woman even had gestureswhich | recognized.

"Would you do me the honor, madam, of telling me your name."

"I'm cdled White Hare Sister by the dreamthieves and shapechangers amongst whom | was raised.
But my mother calls me Oona, after the custom of her folk." "Her nameis Gone?"

"Oonethe Dreamthief. And | am Oona, the dreamthief's daughter. And Oonagh will be my daughter's
name." "Oone's daughter?' | hesitated. "And mine?' She was laughing openly now as she came towards
me. "l think it likely, don't you?"

"l did not know there was—issue."

"Oh, quite spectacular 'issue,’ | assure you, Father."

Theword struck at me with the force of atida wave. Father! An emationa blow worse than any
sword stroke. | wanted to deny it, to say anything which would prove meto be dreaming. To makethis
fact disappear. But my eyes could not deceive me. Everything about her showed that she was my
daughter and Oone's. | had loved Oone briefly. We had sought the Fortress of the Pearl together. But as
| remembered this, another thought occurred to me. More deception!

"Not enough time has passed,” | said. "Y ou are too old to be my daughter.”

"Inyour plane, perhaps, my lord, but not on thisone. Timeisnot aroad. It'san ocean. | believe you
and my mother celebrated your friendship herein thisream.”

| liked her irony.

"Y our mother—?" | began.

"Her interests are no longer in these worlds, athough she occasionaly visitsthe End of Time, |
understand.”

"She gave birth to you here?"

"l was one of twins, shesaid.”

"Twins?'

"So shetold me."

"Your sbling died?'

"My twin didn't die when we were born. But something happened which mother could not explain,
and | was soon separated from my sibling. Gone. Gone. My mother'swords. | know nothing else.”

"Y ou seem very casud about your twin'sfate.”

"Reconciled, my lord. I thought, until recently, you had found that twin to raise as your own, but, of
course, | now know that is not the case.” She turned urgently, disappearing back into the kitchen. The
smdll of greenberry pie cameto meinasingle, deiciouswave. | had forgotten the smple pleasures of
humanlife

Because thiswas adream | saw nothing strange about being invited to it down at a kitchen table and
enjoy amed of good, new bread, fresh-churned butter, some chandra and a bottle of goldfish sauce,
with the prospect of the pie, and perhaps a puff of glasto complete my pleasure.

Not once, for dl thetrickeriesof Law, did | further suspect this young woman. Nor the sense of
sanctuary which came from her cottage. It wasimpossible. | knew she was of my blood. If she had been
alie, ashape-changing creature of Chaos, | should have guessed it immediately.

Y et avoicein the back of my mind told me | had not smelled sorcery when Law had so successfully
defested me and essentialy committed me to my present fate. Had | lost my powers? Was| only now
beginning to redizeit? Wasthis another illusion to sted what was|eft of my soul?

My temperament was such that | could not go cautioudy. Nothing was to be gained from caution. |
had few choicesin this extraordinary cottage at the center of the silvery matrix of moonbeams.

"S0 you have no ideawhat became of your Sster?”

"My sster?' She amiled. "Oh, no, my dear father. It was not my sister. It was my brother welogt.”



"Brother?' Something in me shuddered. Something else exulted. "My son?"

"Maybeit'saswdl you did not know, my lord. For if heisdead, as| suspect, then you would be
grieving now."

| reflected that 1 had only known | had ason for afew seconds. | wasin shock. It would be a
moment or two before | cameto the grieving stage!

| looked wonderingly a my daughter. My fedlings were both direct and complex. On animpulse
which would have shocked and disgusted a Melnibonean, | stepped forward and embraced her. She
returned my embrace awkwardly, asif she, too, was not used to such customs, She seemed pleased. "So
you areadreamthief,” | said.

She shook her head fiercely. | saw a dozen honest emotionsflit across her features. "No. | ana
dreamthief's child. | have the experience and some of the kills, but not the vocation. Infact, totell you
the truth, Father, I'm somewhat divided. Part of my character vagudly disagrees with the morality of
Mother's profession.” "Well, your mother was of great help to me when we sought the Fortress of the
Pearl together.” | mysdf was overfamiliar with matters of mora and emotiond divison.

"It isone of thefew adventures she retold. She was unusually fond of you, given the number of lovers
she has known down the centuries and over the whole of the time field. | suspect you are the only one by
whom she had children." " Specid affection or specia resentment?’ " She bore you no ill will, sir. Far from
it. She spoke of you with pleasure. She spoke of you asagreat warrior. As abrave and courteous knight
of the limits. She told me you would have made the most gorgeous dreamthief of them all. That was her
own specid dream, | think. What do you think dreamthieves dream of most, Father?"

"Perhaps of dreamlessdeep,” | said. | was till surprised by the discovery of my child. A child whose
beauty was stunning and whose character seemed, asfar as| could tell, complex and full of intelligence.
A child who had brought me hereto her little Earth on the very edge of time. Her birthplace, shetold me
aswe ate.

The forest, which looked threatening to me, she assured me was full of amiable wonders. She had
enjoyed a perfect childhood, she said. The forest and the cottage were protected in some way, much as
Tanelorn was protected, from the rapacity of either Law or Chaos. The place wasfar from lonely. Many
of her mother's friends traveled between the worlds, as she did, and they loved nothing better than
bringing back storiesto tell in the evening around thefire.

When she wasfifteen, she had gone with her mother to those worlds where Oone intended to retire,
but she had not liked them. She decided to find her own vocation. Meanwhile she, too, would wander
the myriad realms of the multiversefor atime. To give her travels some purpose, shetried to discover if
her brother were dill dive, but the only abino she heard of was her father, the feared and hated Elric of
Melnibone. She had felt no great desireto meet him.

Then, later, she had discovered others. A bloodline, of sorts, which shewas il trying to trace. She
hoped this might provide a better means of finding her brother. She believed he had settled in one
particular realm, smilar to the kind her mother favored. Not only had he settled there, he had absorbed
himself in hishost culture, married and produced offspring.

| wasfeding older by the moment. While |l could grasp the notion of time having passed in different
waysin different redlms, it was till hard for me, ardatively young man, to see mysdf asthe patriarch of
generations. The responsibility aone made me uncomfortable. | felt a certain wariness overcome me, and
| wondered if this were not part of Law's complicated deception, part of some greater cosmic plot in
which | played aminor role. | again beganto fed likeapawninagame. A game the gods played merely
to while away their boredom.

Thisthought fired meto quiet anger. If that were the case, | would do everything | could to defeat
ther plans.

| called you here, Father, not from curiosity, but out of urgency. | know how you were duped. And
why." She seemed to sense my mood. "Miggeaand her minions threaten Tanelorn and severa other
realms, including the one inhabited by your descendants.”

"A race resembling Me nibone's?’

"Resembling their last emperor, at any rate. Fighting the same forceswe both fight, Sir. They are our



natura alies. And thereis onewho can help us defeat Law.”

"Madam," | said with every courtesy, "you are aware perhaps that beyond thisrealm | have no true
physical form. | am ashade. A ghost. Outside this environment | am aspirit. | am, madam, asgood as
dead. | could not hold acup if it were not for whatever temporary physicality you or this place has
bestowed on me. My body liesin adeep, unwakable dumber in the doomed city of Tandorn, while
Miggea, Duchess of Law, now holdsthe Black Sword and can do with it whatever shelikes. | am
defeated, madam. | havefailed in every venture. | am adream within adream. All this can be nothing but
dream. A usdless, pointless dream.”

"Well," she said, picking up the dishes, "one person's dream is another's redlity.”

"Patitudes, madam.”

"Buit truths, too," she said. A kind of confident stiliness had come upon her as she undid her gpron and
hung it up. "Well, Father, are you pleased to see me?”

Her eyes, humorous and inquiring, looked frankly into mine. | began to smile. "I believel must be" |
sad. "Though no roya Menibonean would admit it."

"Well," shesaid, "l anglad | am not aroya Menibonean." "I'mthelast of those," | said, "or 01
understand.” "Aye," she said, "that seemsto be the truth. Me nibone fals, but the blood continues.
Ancient blood. Ancient memory."

"Forgive meif | seem brusque,” | said, "but | understood you to say, Lady Oona, that you guided me
here asamatter of some urgency.” | could not bring myself to address her informaly.

"With my skill | can help you, Father," she said. "I can help you get your sword back and possibly
even be revenged on the one who gtoleit from you."

Again, | should have suspected atrick, but my daughter convinced me completely. | knew that this
entire episode could be a development of the same enchantment under which Law had put me. But it
seemed | had no other course of action to take. | had to trust her or remain frozen on my couchin
Tandorn, unableto retrieve my sword or claim vengeance on the one who had stolenit.

"Y ou know the future?' | chalenged.

Shereplied quietly, "I know more than one.”

She explained how the multiverse is made up of millions of worlds, each only a shade different from
our own. In each of those worlds certain people struggle eterndly for justice. Sometimes for Law.
Sometimesfor Chaos. Sometimes ssimply for equilibrium. Most people do not know that other versons
of themsalves are struggling, too. Each story isalittle different. And very occasiondly amagor change can
be made to the story. Sometimes their strengths can be combined. Which was exactly what we hoped to
achieve through my daughter's extraordinary strategy.

Shebelieved it was possible for two or more avatars to occupy the same body, if the body was of
like blood. | needed aphysical body and aphysica sword. She believed she had found both.

Shetold me of von Bek, of his blade and his own fight against corrupted authority. She said she
believed our fates wereintertwined at this particular configuration of the cosmic relms. Heand | were
both avatars of the same being. | could help him, and he could help me, by lending me hisbody and his
sword.

| said that | had to think.

Dreamlesdly, perhaps because | now lived adream, | rested at Oona's cottage on time's borderlands
in the so-cdlled Mittelmarch. While | rested, my daughter taught me more of the dreamthief's secrets.
How to travel the roads between the reslms. The resllms we thought supernatural but which were
perfectly mundane to their inhabitants. She had her mother'slibrary and was able to show me old tales,
current scientific idess, the theories of philosophers, dl of which spoke of dreams as being glimpses of
other times and places. Some of them understood what Oona understood—that the worlds of our
dreams have physicd reality and cannot be easily manipulated, that each one of us hasaversion of
themsalvesin dl these billions of dternative worlds and that somehow al our actions areinterlinked to
make agrander cosmic whole whose scae isinconceivable, a pattern of order which we either support
or threaten, depending on our loydties and ambitions.

One morning, looking at a book of watercolors done by an ancestor of Oonas, | asked my daughter



if sheredly believed that somehow we might dream one another. Did we exist entirely asaresult of our
own wills? Did we bring oursalves and our worldsinto reality because of some mighty desire, stronger
than the physical universe? Or wasiit possible we had aready created the universe? The multiverse, even.
Was the greet tree something which mortals had nurtured until it was no longer in their control ?

If 0, had we aso created the gods, the Cosmic Balance, the elementals? | could not bring myself to
believethat. It would suggest we had forged our own chains, aswell as creating the means of our
savation! It would mean that the gods were just symbols of our own strengths, weaknesses and desires!

| offered this speculation to my daughter, but she dismissed it. She had heard it dl too often. There
was little point to it, she seemed to say. We are here. Whatever the causes or the reasons, we now exist
and have to make the best of it. She reminded me of her purposein bringing me here.

"Onceyou arefree,” she said, "you will be able to do everything you could do before. In Mu Ooria
you will not be blocked from your dementd alies. Von Bek has one of Stormbringer's manifestations.
Heisthe only way you can recover your own blade. With von Bek's hel p, you might get your sword
back and save Tanelorn. | will help you asbest | can, but my powersare limited. | have my mother's
skills, but not her temperament.”

The next morning | stood beside her as she locked her door and gave last instructions to her dog and
bird, who listened intelligently.

"No." Sheturned to me asif we were going on afamily out- e« ing to the country. "WEell take the
moonbeam roads which will lead usto the heart of the multiverse. To the Grey Fees. And thenceto Moo
Uria, dear Father, and your continuing destiny.”

The Grey Fees?| shdl not attempt to describe that place which is, most believe, the origin of al
things, the fundamental stuff of the multiverse, misty fields where you glimpse ribbons of basic matter
creating cryptic arabesques, perpetualy writhing and pulsing, forming and re-forming, becoming whole
worlds, disspating again, and, perhaps most bizarrely, inhabited by mad adventurerswith loyalty neither
to Law nor to Chaos, only to their own idiosyncratic mathematics. Amiable enough fellows, and
magnificently intdligent, able to sall anywherein the multiverse by means of "scde ships' but warped by
their environment in mind and body. We avoided these Lords and Ladies of Sublime Disorder whenever
possible, Even they were aware that some great disaster threatened us all. That Law had gone mad.

The Chaos Engineers guided us through the bewildering Grey Feesto the terrifying world of the
Nazis. Thereafter, | waswith von Bek most of the time, though he could rarely see me. | became his
guardian angd; hislife was very important to me. By following Oonasingtructions| was ableto help my
doppelganger von Bek in the camps and later in the caverns of Mu Ooria, where | discovered that what
my daughter had said wastrue. It was possible to blend my own substance with von Bek's.

My powers had some small potency even before | bonded with von Bek. But with von Bek to help,
they were now completely restored. We were more than the sum of our parts. We were stronger when
we came together athough it was not easy to achieve the bonding or to makeit last.

| tried more than once to merge with him but either he had resisted or the time had not been right.
Twicel amost succeeded, but lost him again. Eventually, when he needed my help most and was
prepared to accept what | could offer him, | stepped into his body, just as Oona had taught me, and
immediately we became the single cresture | have dready described. | merged with him, blending his
skillsand character with my own. And now | had the benefit of von Bek's wisdom and swordsmanship.
That was how | had been able to return to Tanelorn. That wasthe only possible way to thwart the
enchantment put upon me,

There was preciouslittle time. Although we had returned rapidly, Lady Miggeaand her knights could
have left thisworld and, with Stormbringer to help them, even now be conquering Mu Ooria.

Brut gave us his best horses. Moonglum and | rode out of Tanelorn onto those unforgiving ash flats
whose sentindls of limestone were a constant reminder of our mortaity. On Oona's advice and my own
impulse, determined to achieve theimpossible, we were going hunting.

Hunting for agoddess.



Chapter Fourteen

Fresh Treacheries

A deep chill had settled on thisworld. Nothing was ; dive. When the breeze stirred the ash drifts or
«flaked the crags so it seemed to snow, a complete absence of vitality was evident in the landscape.

Miggea'swas no ordinary desert. It was all that remained of aworld destroyed by Law. Barren. No
hawks soared in the pale blue sky. There were no signs of animal life. Not an insect. Not areptile. No
water. No lichen. No plants of any kind. Just tall spikes of crystallized ash and limestone, crumbling and
turned into crazy shapes by the wind, like so many grotesgue gravestones.

Law's cold hand had falen on everything. Law achieved this desolation at her worst. Thistidiness of
desth. Mankind inevitably achieves the same when it seeksto control too much.

Moonglum had ing sted on accompanying me and | had not refused. Unusudly, | felt the need for
company. Moonglum's comradeship was something | valued. He recognized when | was at my most
negative, my most sef-pitying, and would say something sardonic to remind me of my stupidity. Hewas
aso abrilliant swordsman, who had fought sorcerers aswell as soldiers, the steadiest man to have at
ongssdeinany kind of fight.

Aswerode, | tried to explain to my somewhat repulsed friend how | was now two people—two
entirdy different identities but of the same blood, locked together in one near-identical body. By this
combination we had thwarted Lady Miggeds enchantment. By entering theworld of dreamsand finding
an dterndive verson of mysdf.

All thismade my friend very uncomfortable. "Two people warring indde you?' He shuddered. "To be
joined physicaly, by the head, say, isonething. But to be joined in the mind! Forever in conflict...”

"Wearenot in conflict,” | explained. "We are one. Just as, say, aplaywright will invent a character
and that character will live within him, quite comfortably. So it iswith von Bek and mysdlf. Where his
world isthe most familiar, hewill take the ascendancy, but here, within an environment | understand a
little better, | am in command. We have shared memories a so—the entire creature from birth to present.
And believe me, my friend, thereisless conflict between von Bek and mysdlf than there is between me
and mysdf!”

"That's easy enough to believe, my lord," said Moonglum, staring with half-seeing eyes out at the
forest of stones.

We could ride only so far without water. We had large canteens, enough to last for severa days, but
no certainty that any of our enemies were till here. Indeed, Lady Miggea had ause for the sword, no
doubt as part of her plansfor further conquest. All we could do wasfollow the faint trails marked by her
army, hoping they had |eft some clue behind that would lead us to discover where she had gone with my
sword.

The sky was astark eggshell blue. We had no means of keeping our direction except by noting the
shapes of the different rocks we passed, hoping to recognize them on our return.

Lessthan aday from the city we began to descend into awide shallow valley which stretched for
severd mileson al sides. When we were halfway down and rounding a great bulk of tattered rock, we
saw some distance ahead of us agrotesgue building, clearly the work of intelligent beings, but reeking of
mead crudty.

Dry wind whispered through a paace built of bones. Many of those bones till had rotting flesh
clinging to them: The bones of horses. The bones of men. From the evidence, the bones of al those
Knights of Law who had so recently threatened us. Who had thundered so forcefully past usin pursuit of
thelittlewhite hare. Their slver armor was scattered around the building, thousands of breastplates,
helmets, greaves, gauntlets. Their lances and swords lay haf-buried in the pale ash. Miggea had expected
the ultimate sacrifice from her loya followers, and she had received it.

But what had she built her fortress against?

Or wasit afortress? Did it now function as a prison?

Aswe drew nearer, the wind began to sough more miserably than ever through those half-picked
bones, turning to amournful howling that filled the world with despair. We dowed our horses and moved



more cautioudy, searching the low surrounding hillsfor the sght of wolves. There were none.

We moved closer to the towering palace of bones. Keeps and domes and battlements and buttresses
were shaped from the recently living bodies of men and horses from which strips of flesh and fur and linen
fluttered like bannersin the erratic wind. And the terrible howling continued. All the grief indl thereams
of themultiverse. All thefrugtration. All the despair. All the wounded ambition.

So dense were the bones packed to form the walls of the palace that we could not seeinside. But we
thought we saw a movement behind the palace. A solitary figure. Perhgpsanillusion.

"The bowling's coming from insde the bones, my lord." Moonglum cocked his head to one side.
"From deep within that house of bones. Ligten.”

He was better able to |locate the source of soundsthan |, though my hearing was more acute. | had no
reason to dishdieve him.

Whatever was howling was either trapped in the bone palace or was defending it. Was Miggea dlill
here, till in the shape of awolf? That would explain the howling and also the frustration. What could
have thwarted her plans?

Again we glimpsed movement, thistime from within the palace, asif something paced back and forth.
We moved closer till until the vast construction loomed over us. And now we could smell it. Swest,
cloying, horrible, It stank of rotting flesh.

We hesitated before the great centra entrance. Neither of us had any desire to confront what was
within.

Then, as we made up our mindsto dismount and enter, another human figure came around one of the
bone buttresses. Colored rags still clung to him. He carried a sword in either hand. L eaf-bladed
broadswords. One was a shade of diseased ivory with black runes running its length. The other was
Stormbringer, adl pulsing black iron and scarlet runes.

The man who bore them was Prince Gaynor of Mirenburg. He was wearing amirror breastplate over
the torn remains of his SSuniform.

Hewaslaughing heartily.

Until | drew my Ravenbrand.

Then his breath hissed from him. He looked about, asif for dlies or enemies, then he faced me again.
Heforced agrin.

"l did not know therewas a third sword,” he said. | could see from his eyesthat he was attempting a
new caculation.

"Thereisno third sword,” | told him, "or second sword. Y ou are disngenuous, cousin. Thereisonly
one sword. And you have stolen it. From your mistress, eh?"

He looked down at both hands. "1 seem to have two swords, cousin.”

"One, asyou know, isa farun, afase sword, forged to attract the properties of the origina and
absorb them. It can stedl the souls of men aswell as swords. It'sakind of mirror, which absorbsthe
essence of thething it most resembles. No doubt Miggeamadeit for you. Only anoble of the Higher
Worlds can forge such athing. Foolishly | did not anticipate such eaborate conjuring.

"That was how you two tricked Elric. And were able to capture first my energy, then the power of my
blade and then the blade itsdlf. | name your second sword 'Deceiver’ and demand you return its stolen
power. Y ou defeated me by trickery, cousin, with words and illusions.”

"Y ou dways were too wild-blooded, cousin. | relied on you being unableto resst achalenge."

"l shdl not befoolish again,” | said.

"WEell see, cousin. Well see” He was eyeing Ravenbrand. Looking from it to Stormbringer, asif
aarmed by what might happen if the two should meet in battle. "Y ou say there's only one sword, yet—"

"Only one" | agreed.

He understood the implications of my words. While he had not studied as | had and did not possess
my skillsor learning, he had masters whose casua knowledge was far more profound than al my
wisdom. Y et he wasimpressed. His answering grimace was dmost admiring. "Powerful sorcery,” he
sad. "And clever strategy. Y ou've had unanticipated help, en?"

"If you say 0, cousin.” | was reluctant to use the blade. | had no ideawhat the consequences might



be. | had asense of extraordinary supernatura movement al around me, unseen, not yet expressed. An
imminence of sorcery. It was easy, in that atmosphere, to fed little more than a desperate pawn in avast
game played by the Lords of the Higher Worlds, who some said were also ourselves at our most
powerful and least sane. | took control of mysdf. Sowly, with al the habits of discipline learned from
Bek aswell as Menibone, | extended my mind to include as many of the supernatura realmsas| could,
sengng unexpected friends aswell asmighty enemies.

Gaynor's answer was drowned by avast, mournful howl from within the palace of bones. He laughed
richly in response. "Oh, sheis an unhappy goddess," he said jubilantly. " Such asad old she-wolf. A
prisoner of her own forces. A pretty irony, eh, cousin?'

"You did thisto her?’

"l arranged it, cousin. Even | cannot control a Duchess of the Distance, a Denizen of the Higher
Worlds" He paused, asif with modesty. "I only helped. Inasmal way."

"Helped what? Whom?"

"Her old enemy,” he said. "Duke Arioch of Chaos."

"You serve Law! Ariochismy patron!™

"Sometimes these dlliances are convenient,” he said, shrugging. "Duke Arioch is areasonable fellow,
for aLord of Hell. When it became evident that my patroness was no longer in charge of her sanity, |
samply made abargain with that Master of Entropy to deliver my erstwhile mistressinto his keeping.
Which | shall do assoon as| can ddiver her to him. Tricking her, Prince Elric, was even easer than
tricking you. The poor creatureis senile. She haslogt dl judgment. She brought no honor to her cause.
Only defeet. | had to save the good name of Law. It wastime she sought dignified retirement. Her
followerswere no longer useful to her. And so they became her home. She believed she was going to the
Ideof Morn ..."

" She doesn't seem to appreciate it greatly,” said Moonglum. "Indeed she appearsto be acting asif
you haveimprisoned her."

"It'sfor her own good," said Gaynor. " She was becoming a danger to hersdlf, aswell asto others."”

"Such ahigh mora purpose” | said. "And meanwhile you steal from her the sword she fought mefor.”

"The plan was mine and the sword ismine," he said. "Only the magic was hers.”

He held the white sword by the hilt and stripped off the last of his colored scarves, asif he had no
further need of them.

"Her ambitionswere unredigtic. I, on the other hand, am the ultimate redlist. And soon | shall have
everything | have sought. All the old, mystic treasures of our ancestors. All the grest objects of power.
All the legendary treasures of our race. Everything that guarantees us victory and security for the next
thousand years. Herr Hitler'stime will soon be over. Hell be recognized asthe flawed knight, my
precursor."”

He gave me amad, knowing look, asif | were the only creature who could possibly understand his
intelligence and thelogic of hisambition.

"l shal provether Parsfal. Ther true Fihrer. For by then | will have the sword and the cup, and | will
be able to show the world proof of my degtiny to rule. All Christendom, East and West, will raly to my
banner. Arioch has promised methis. | shall have no chalengers, for my power shdl be both tempora
and spiritua. | will become the true blood leader of the Teutonic peoples, cleansing the world in the name
of our haly discipline. Then the Golden Age will begin. The Age of the Greeter Reich.”

| was familiar with such nonsense. | had heard ahundred like him in those years before and after
Hitler ascended to the chancellorship. For al his bombast, he seemed to be playing atyro's game. Such
games often progress rapidly, whether in chess or with worlds for stakes, because of the very lack of
sense behind their strategies. They can't be anticipated or countered logically. They eventualy doom
themselves and are dways overcome. | was far more interested in what he had said earlier. "How," |
asked him, "did you strike a bargain with my own patron, Arioch of Chaos?'

"Miggeawas no longer trustworthy and therefore no longer useful to my plans. For an eternity Arioch
has yearned for vengeance on hisold enemy. | sought him out and offered to help him reach this plane.
He could do so only with human agency. He agreed happily to the bargain and trapped her here. She



cannot leave. For she has no oneleft to help her. Should you attempt to free her, you will be betraying
your trugt, flaunting the will of your patron demon.” Heraised hisvoicein maevolent glee, to be heard by
his prisoner aswell asby me.

Once morethe air wasfilled with that terrible howling.

Furious, | raised my black sword and spurred my horse towards my cousin.

He began to laugh a me again. Standing his ground as | rode down on him.

"One other thing | forgot to mention, cousin." He crossed the two bladesin front of him, asif for
protection against me. "1 am no longer part of your dream.”

The blades formed an X asastrange yellow and black light began to pulse from them, half blinding me
so that | could no longer see Gaynor clearly. | held up one hand to shade my eyes,

my sword ready. But he had become arapidly moving shadow, racing away from me with violent light
flickering al around him. He passed between two great crags and disappeared.

| spurred after him around the great bone palace while the she-wolf kept up her perpetua howling,
and | dmost caught him. Again the two swords were crossed and again they fluttered with that confusing
black and yelow light.

Blinded by the light, deafened by the howling, | once more lost sight of Gaynor. | heard Moonglum
yelling something. | looked around for my friend but could not see him. More shadows ran back and
forthin front of me.

The horse balked, reared and began to whinny. [ tried to control him but only barely managed to get
him steadied. He was till uneasy, shifting hisfeet and snorting. Then there was an explosion of slver,
soft, dl-engulfing, narcotic. And a sudden silence.

| knew Gaynor was gone.

After awhile, the she-wolf began her howling again.

Moonglum suggested that | summon Arioch. "It isthe one move you can make to alow usto pursue
Gaynor. Arioch can come and go as he pleases here now. Miggea's power no longer opposes his.”

When | pointed out that Arioch habitualy demanded a blood sacrifice as the price of his summoning
and that he, Moonglum, wasthe only other living mortal soul inthevicinity, my friend put hismind to
dterndtive schemesfor our salvation.

| suggested that rather than remain and listen to Miggeas eterna lament, we should return to Tanelorn
and seek the advice of the citizens. Should ablood sacrifice il be necessary, at least | could kill an
exiled witch-lawyer and win easy popularity with the mgjority.

So we turned our horses, hoping to reach the city by dark.

By nightfall, however, we were hopeesdy lost. Aswe feared, it had been impossibleto tell one pillar
of ash from another. The wind recarved them by the moment.

With somerdlief, therefore, afew hourslater, with the stars our only light, we heard someone cdling
our names. | recognized it at once. My daughter's voice. Oona had found us. | congratulated mysdlf on
theintelligence of my rdives.

Then | thought again. This could be another deception. | cautioned Moonglum to ride forward
carefully in case of atrap.

In the sarlight, reflecting the glittering desert, | saw the silhouette of awoman on foot, bow and
arrows dung over her shoulder. | had begun to guess that Oona had a more supernatural means of
traveling than by horseback.

Once again | waslooking at her intensaly.

Her white skin had awarmth to it which my own lacked. Her soft hair glowed. She had much of her
mother in her, anatural vitality | had never enjoyed. | had admired, respected and loved Oone the
Dreamthief for abrief time when our paths had crossed. We had risked our livesand our soulsin a
common cause. And we had grown to love and ultimately lust for each other. But thisfeding for my
daughter was a different, deeper emotion.

| felt apeculiar pridein Oona, agladness that she so resembled her mother. | imagined that her human
characteristics sat better than those of her M e nibonean ancestry. | hoped she had less conflict in her than
did I. | suppose| envied her, too. It could be, of course, that dl of uswere doomed eternally to conflict,



but maybe Fate granted afew alittle more tranquillity than others. What | chiefly felt, evenin these
dangerous circumstances, was a quiet affection, a sense that whatever virtues | had were being passed by
my blood from one soul to another. That perhaps my vices had atrophied and been lost from the blood.

Surging up from the ancient layers of my breeding came the utterly Me nibonean response to one's
children, to cut off al fedlings of affection lest they weaken us both, to turn away from them. | ressted
both impulses. My sdlf-discipline was constantly being tested, constantly being tempered and
retempered.

" thought you had again fallen prey to Gaynor." She sounded relieved. "I know he was here until a
short whileago.”

| told her what had happened to Miggea. | spoke grimly of Gaynor'strick with the swords, his
escape. | cursed him for atraitor, betraying his mistressto my patron, Duke Arioch. Whom he would
doubtless betray aswell, should it suit him.

At this Oona began to laugh heartily. "How thoroughly he behaves according to type,” she said.
"Thereisno hopefor that poor soul. No redemption. He races towards his damnation. He embracesit.
Betrayd isbecoming ahabit with him. Soon it will become an addiction and he will bewhoally logt.
Declaring it mere common sense, he betrays Law in the name of the Balance and betraysthe Baance in
the name of Entropy. Inevitably hewill betray Arioch. And then what a sad renegade he will be. For the
moment, admittedly, he achieves acertain power."

"Then thereisno defeating him," | said. "Hewill destroy Mu Ooriaand then his own world."

She held my reinsas| dismounted. Somewhat awvkwardly, | embraced her. She seemed in good
goirits. "Oh," she sad, "'l think we gtill have agood chance of thwarting Gaynor's ambition.”

Moonglum beganto grin. "Y ou're an optimist, my lady, I'll say that. Y ou must own astrong belief in
the power of luck."

"Indeed | do," she agreed, "but | think we'd be wiser for the moment to rely upon the power of
dreams. | shdl visit the imprisoned goddess while you make haste for Tanelorn. Y ou are free to inhabit
your own form now, Father, and leave poor Count von Bek the privacy and sanctity of his overworked

With that she loped off the way we had come and was soon out of sight. The sun began to pour its
scarlet light over theforlorn horizon. It revealed in the distance the gables and turrets of our doomed,
beloved Tandlorn.

Riding out to greet uswas as odd a group of warriors as | had seen. The leader was Fromental, still in
his Foreign Legion uniform. Behind him rode the three beastly lords Bragg, Blare and Bray, whileon dl
fours, and looking alittle odd in al hisfineries, trotted Lord Renyard. He was the first to greet us. They
had heard of our quest and had cometo aid us.

| told them of our adventures and suggested we dl turn back to Tanelorn for some food and rest, but
that motley party was adamant. They had come dl the way from the Stones of Morn to settle with
Gaynor. They could find away to follow him. Perhaps Miggeawould help them.

Resignedly | gave them directions and wished them good fortune. My purpose wasto save Tanelorn,
not pursue Gaynor, but | had no objection if they wished to take their revenge on him. My thoughts were
elsawhere,

Soon it would be time for meto return to my own body and alow von Bek to make what he could of
hisdestiny in our fight againgt the common enemy.



Book Three

Two long songs for the pale lord's brood Two snort lies disguise mem,

Sng true, true, true for the snow-white bird. Dead now lies my ivory child, Emptied of sadness,
his eyes defiled;

Sng lie, lig, liefor theivory child. The white hare's fleet against the falling sun. Two dark
shadows she || embrace; One in shoddy, one in lace. She speeds the lost old river's course, Fleet
against the falling sun, The sweet beast runs Where the ashy wastelands toss,

To where the wasteland's ashes flow.

Wild against the fallen sun.

—whedrake, " The Wild Hare"



Chapter Fifteen
Wherethe Multiver se Begins

Tanelorn was atriumphant stain of warm life upon the endless ash. | wondered how long shewould
be trapped in this dead redlm, conquered by Law, al traces of Chaos thoroughly extinguished. Eventuadly
Miggea's spell would fade and the city must return to her naturd place. My fedlings were mixed as
Moonglum and | rode through the low gatesto be greeted by our friends. We told them we believed
Tanelorn no longer to be in danger. But the dangersto other placesto which we'd given our love and
loydty were considerable. Mu Ooriawas till threatened, perhaps conquered by now. And my Germany
was gill inthe grip of amad tyrant. It was hard to retain one's focus when so many issues remained
unresolved.

With deep anxiety | dismounted outside Brut of Lashmar's house and gave my reinsto hisodtler. |
hoped Fromenta and his strange band would be successful, but | doubted it. Gaynor was playing afar
more ambitious game than | had guessed. It was never wise, aswe of Menibone had discovered to our
cogt, to set Law against Chaosin the hope of achieving one's morta ends.

No creature, human or Me nibonean, could ever command or contain the kind of power the gods
commanded. To becomeinvolved in their strugglesin thisway was certain destruction. Part of me cared
little if these inferior beingslived or died, but another part of me understood thet there was a common
bond, acommon threat, and that my fate was closely bound up with the fate of the race which had
founded the Y oung Kingdoms. | aso understood that commonality was not a matter of race, but of
intellect and disposition, that while my own culture was S0 dien to these humans, yet asanindividud |
made more friendships with them than | did with my own kind.

Melnibone'sisolation and arrogance crested within me a perpetua conflict. Like the multiverse itsdlf,
my mind wasrarely a rest. | felt torn constantly between the opposing forces which bound redity, the
eternal paradoxes of life and death, of war and peace. Yet if peace wasall | sought, then why had |
never settled in beguiling Tanelorn, where | had friends, books, music and memories? Why did | lust
sometimes for the next conflict and the next? For the dreaming violence, the bitter oblivion of the
battlefidd?

We were greeted by Brut, ill-at-ease but glad to see us. "How long must we suffer this damned
enchantment?'

"Miggeas power's defeated. Or at least contained. It should not be long before you see your familiar
surroundings once more." Brut's question seemed aminor problem, given Gaynor's growing power.

We stayed long enough at Brut's to refresh ourselves, then Oona came back, hard-faced and
speaking little. "We must begin thisat once," wasdl shewould say. We went with somewhat mixed
fedlingsto the Tower of the Hand, that queer red building whose battlements resembled a pdm held
outward in agesture of peace. Where my body till lay in conjured dumber.

Acknowledged by the guard, we entered the low doorway and began to climb a steep saircase which
let onto awarren of corridors. Oonaled theway, her step light and sure. | came behind, alittleless
speedily, and Moonglum brought up the rear. He had the air of aman who had seen far too much
sorcery and was not looking forward to withessing any more. He was babbling about our need to leave
Tanelorn as soon as possible, to get back on our origina course, to put al this behind us and return to the
solid redlities of the Y oung Kingdoms, whose sorcery, by and large, was of human proportions.

Oonawas grim. "Therewill be preciousfew solid redlitiesif Gaynor brings Arioch to the Stones of
Morn." Again shefdl into an unresponsive silence. | had heard her and Fromentd refer earlier tothe
Stones of Morn but had no clear ideawhat they were.

At the end of anarrow passage we found another guarded door. | stopped to draw breath while
Moonglum exchanged a conventiona word or two with the man on duty.

Pretending to have trouble with the door lock, | continued to hesitate. | felt Moonglum's hand on my
arm. Oona smiled at me with diffident encouragement.

| pushed open the door.

Thelong body of aMe nibonean noble lay before me. Aside fromits colorless skin, it could have



been one of ahundred ancestors. The refined features were in contrast to the vulgarity of the costume.
The hands were longer and more dender than von Bek's, the bones of the face more sharply defined, the
earstapering dightly, the mouth sensitive, sardonic. The clothing was that of abarbarian from the South,
that aloneidentified it as mine. For sometime | had chosen not to wear my traditiona costume. Even the
milky hair, pinned a the nape of the neck, was a barbarian fashion. The figurelay dressed just asit had
falen. Nobody had wished, Oonasaid, to disturb anything, in case | should awaken suddenly. The
knee-length boots of doeskin, the baroque silver breastplate, the checkered jerkin of blue and white,
scarlet leggings, heavy green cloak. Even the empty scabbard lay beside him. A far better scabbard than
the rough-and-ready thing | had made for Ravenbrand.

Though the figure was mine and familiar to the hadf of mewhich wasElric, | observed it with acertain
detachment, until suddenly | wasfilled with a surge of emotion and, darting forward, knedled beside the
bed, mutely grasping the limp, corpselike hand, unable to expressthe feding of intense sympathy which
consumed me. | was weeping for my own tormented soul.

| tried to pull mysdlf together, embarrassed by my unseemly response. | took Ravenbrand and placed
itinthe cold hand. | began to rise, to say something to my friends, when suddenly the degping man's
other hand closed on my own and kept me firmly where | was. Hewas ill, asfar as| could tell, ina
deep, enchanted dumber. Y et there was no denying the power of hisgrip.

As| gruggled to free mysdf, my eydids grew heavier and what remained of my energy seeped away.
| wanted only to deep. Thisfeding was unnatural. | could not afford to deep. What enchantment had
Gaynor |eft behind for me?

| could not see that it mattered now whether | continued or whether | rested. It seemed perfectly
logical, in the circumstances, to lie down beside the bed and join my other self in a much-needed
dumber. | heard Moonglum'’s anxious voice in the deep distance. | heard Oona say something about our
safety and the Stones of Morn.

Andthen| dept.

| was naked.

| stood with my feet planted in blackness. Filling the horizon ahead was atall slver tree, itsroots
twisting about itself, the tips of its brancheslost in the distance. | had never seen anything so delicate, so
intricate. | stood outside existence and looked upon dl the branches of dl the branches of the multiverse,
constantly growing, constantly dying. Like apiece of the most intricatefiligree, that Slver tree, the
complexity so great that it was impossible to see and understand the whole. | knew that what | looked
upon was immeasurable, infinite. And what if thiswere only one of many such trees? | began to move
towardsit until I could no longer seethetreeitsdf, but only the nearest branches, on which figures
moved, back and forth, walking between the worlds.

At last | was stlanding on abranch, and | felt the comfort of familiarity. | had no memory, either as
Elric or Ulric, of theseroads. Instead | had a sense of connection with countless other selves with endless
pain, with indescribable joy, and | felt that | was waking home.

One branch met awider branch and then wider still and | met more and more people walking, like
me, on the silver roads between the worlds, seeking, like me, some desperate god, some lost redlity. Our
grestings were brief. Few lasting friendships were ever made on the Silver roads.

After walking awhile, | began to notice acertain familiarity about those | passed. In someit was
griking, in others subtle. Every one of these solitary men and women was mysdlf. Thousands upon
thousands of versons of mysdf. Asif | weredrawing in the vast Sngle persondity that was the sum of
our parts, swiftly loang my own identity to the grester whole, performing some mysterious dance or
ritual, making patterns which would ultimately determine the fate of dl.

In this second journey, my dream quest did not take me to Oona's cottage on the borderland. It took
me step by step towards anumber of circular branches curving around one upon the other, evidently in
an agitated condition.

Using thedisciplines| had learned in the art of sorcery, | made myself advance.

The slver threads broadened to ribbons and then to wide roads so complicated in their design that it
was impossible to guess which direction they would take. All seemed ultimately to return to wherever |



happened to pause. | was glad, therefore, to find afellow traveler, but alittle astonished to look on aface
that bore no resemblance to my own yet which wasfamiliar.

Ashappensin dreams, | felt no specia surprise a meseting Prince Lobkowitz here. The distinguished
older man, who used the nom de guerre of Herr El, gravely shook handswith me, asif we had met ona
country road. He seemed comfortablein his natura environment. | remember the warmth and firmness of
hisgrip, hisreassuring presence.

—My dear Count! Lobkowitz seemed casually delighted — | wastold | might run across you out
here. Areyou familiar with these crossroads?

—Not at al, Prince Lobkowitz. And I'll admit | don't seek to become familiar with them. | am merely
trying to get home. | have, as|'m sure you're aware, many reasons for returning to Germany.

—But you cannot return, can you, without the sword?—The sword isin better hands than mine now.
| shal not have any particular need of it, | suspect, in my fight againgt Hitlerism, whichiswhy | wishto
return home.

L obkowitz's sad, wise eyestook on anironic glint. —I think we are dl wishing that, my lord. Here, on
the moonbeam roads, we occasionaly encounter this phenomenon, where branches appear to curvein
on themsalves, swallow themselves, reproduce themselvesin peculiar ways and grow increasingly
complex and dysfunctional. The theory goesthat such places are akind of cancer, where Law and
Chaos are no longer in equilibrium but maintain formin their mutudly destructive conflict. They can be
dangerous to us—their paradoxes are perverse, unnatural and have age not wisdom. They only lead
towards further confusion.

—But my path takes me thisway. How can | avoid it?—Y ou can't—but | can help you, if you wish.
Quite naturaly, | accepted his offer and hefell in beside me, staring up at the lattice of Slvery roadsall
around us and remarking on their beauty. | asked him if these were the Grey Fees. He shook his head.

—These are roads we oursalves make between the realms. Just as generations tread footpaths across
familiar countryside until those footpaths turn to highways, so do our desires and inventions create familiar
paths through the multiverse. Y ou could say we create alinear way of traveling through nonlineari-ty, that
our roads are entirely imaginary, that any form we believe we seeissmply anilluson or apartia vison of
the whole. The human psyche organizes Time, for ingtance, to make it navigably linear. They say human
intelligence and human dreams are the true crestors of what we see. | have greet faith in the benign
power of dreams and am myself partid to that notion—that in effect we create oursalves and our
surroundings. Another of the paradoxes which bring us closer to an understanding of our con-dition.

The maze of roads had tangled all around us now and | knew adight sense of alarm.

—Then what doesthis nest of silver threads represent?

—L inearity turned in on itself? Law gone mad? Chaos unchecked? At this stage it scarcely matters.
Or perhaps these shapes are like blossoms on atree, creating in turn whole new dimensions? | believe
somecdl thisjunction The Chrysanthemum and avoid it.

—Why s0?

—Because you becometruly logt, truly cut off from any familiar redity. Or perhapsif they are cancers

?

—Does no one know their true origin or function?

—Who can? They could be dl of those things or none of those things.

—So we could be trapped. Isthat what you're saying?

—1I did not ingst on it as a certainty. Here the philosophica idea can turn out to be a concrete redlity.
Andviceversa...

Lobkowitz smiled athin amile.

—Hereit isbest to have only informed theories—redlities and certaintiesare unreliable at best. Itis
harder to be betrayed by atheory. They say that if you would understand the multiverse, you must
change from the conceptud state to the perceptua—from manipulation to understanding, and from
understanding to action.

| was taught something smilar asayoung student of sorcery. Yet | feared to let thisSlvery tangle of
roads absorb me. The Austrian seemed amost amused.



—What were you hoping to find here?

| laughed. —Mysdf, | said.

—1L ook. Lobkowitz pointed. A smal straight branch led out of the tangle into glinting blackness.
—Would you go thisway?

—Where doesit lead?

—Where you have the will and the courage to go. Whatever you have the will and the courage to
make.

| had hoped for rather more specific advice, but understood why it was not possible in amultiverse so
malleable, so susceptible to mortal demands and so treacheroudy unstable. Nonetheless | had an uneasy
feding | had become trapped in some peculiar parable.

These dreams | dreamed as both von Bek and Elric. They were profound dreams, hard to recollect.
Elric's dreams were the deepest and he would come to remember them only as nightmares amongst
other, equaly disturbing, nightmares. The kind that made him wake screaming in the night. That drove
him to more and more desperate adventuring as he sought to escape the faintest memory of them.

Now, however, linkswith von Bek seemed increasingly tenuous as | stepped onto the new straight
road. "Y ou ultimately need to reach the e of Morn." Prince Lobkowitz wished me good-bye and
turned back towards the dense tangle of paths.

| drew further away and looked over my shoulder. "Morn?' | could no longer see the mysterious
Prince Lobkowitz, Herr El. The great complex now resembled an impeccably carved ivory
chrysanthemum, so perfect it was possible to imagine it made by amorta craftsman. | understood why it
had acquired the name. Were there people who actually mapped these routes? Who could make
identical journeysover and over again?

Why had Lobkowitz set me on this path to risk the danger he had described? Why had he, too,
mentioned Morn? For amoment it occurred to me to wonder if he had deceived me, but | put the
thought aside. | must trust the few | had learned to trust or | would betruly lost.

My road joined with another and another until | was again on amain branch of the multiverse,
approaching a place where asilvery bough had turned upwards and then down to form arough arch.

| had no choice but to go under thisand find mysdlf staring upwards into aglowing cauldron of white
fire, which turned suddenly to shower me with flamesthe color of bone and pewter, absorbing me even
asthey fell and | fell with them—down for athousand years, fdling, faling for athousand years. When |
looked down | saw avast fidd of ivory and silver flowers—of roses and chrysanthemums, marigolds and
magnolias—each one representing adifferent universe,

| feared that | would be drawn into one of the densaly woven universes, but gradualy they began to
form asmplefield of whiteinwhich two spots of ruby red glowed, until | redlized | was Staring into my
own gigantic image and then ingtantly | was staring up at the anxious faces of Moonglum and my
daughter, Oona. | turned my head. On the floor beside me was the deeping body of Ulric von Bek. But
there had been afundamenta change. Everything was most definitely not what it had been . . .

Asvon Bek, however isolated | was from Elric and while he would scarcely remember me oncethis
dream was ended, | could not rid myself of him. | remain both men. His story continues within me. | shdl
never befree of him. | have no reason to believe | was singled out for thisfate and every reason to think
it amere accident, for if I've learned nothing else from my experiences, it isthat luck hasfar moreto do
with one'sfortune than any kind of judgment and that to believe onesdlf in control of the multiverseisto
suffer the greatest delusion of all.

Sincethen | have heard of otherswho carry the identities of athousand soulswithin them, but at that
moment | was horrified by the notion. A smple Saxon landowner, | was bound by supernatura tiesto
the soul of anonhuman creature separated from me by untold distances of time and space. Even as|
looked on hisface, | saw my own face looking back at me. It felt for amoment asif | stared down an
endless corridor of mirrors—thousands upon thousands of selves reflected back at me. | rose with some
difficulty from where| had falen. | had the impression everything had happened smultaneoudy.
Moonglum was overjoyed by hisfriend's restoration, and Oonatook her father's hand as he stared with
disbelieving eyes at the scene before him.



Only I retained a conscious memory of the journey through the moonbeam roads.

Elriclooked a me. "I believe | have you to thank, gr, for waking me from that enchanted dumber?”

"] think the Lady Oonaisto be thanked by both of us," | said. "She has her mother's skillsif not her
indinations”

Hefrowned. "Ah, yes. | remember something.” Then a shudder ran through him. "My sword—?"

"Gaynor has Stormbringer, ill," said Moonglum quickly. "But your—this gentleman—has brought
you another."

"l remember." Elric frowned. Helooked down a Ravenbrand, which | had placed in his grasp.
"Fragments. Gaynor won my sword, then | fell adeep, then | dreamed | found Gaynor and lost him
again." He became agitated. "And he threatens—he threatens ... No, Tanelorn is safe. Miggedas
imprisoned. The Stones of Morn! Other friends are in danger. Arioch—my Lord Arioch—whereis he?'

"Y our Duke of Hell washere," said Moonglum. "In thisrealm. But we did not know it. Perhaps
Gaynor went with him.”

Elric clutched hishead, groaning. "The sorcery istoo much, even for me. No mortal can sustain sanity
or lifeif exposedtoit for long. Oh! | remember! The dream! The cottage! Those white faces. Caverns.
Theyoung woman ..."

"Y ou remember enough, Father,” she said quietly. He looked up at her again. Startled. Baffled.
Alarmed.

"Probably more than enough,” | suggested. | was beginning to yearn for some naturd, dreamless
deep.

Oonasad quietly, "All isnot over. Nor will it be until we have succeeded in getting rid of Gaynor. His
drategy isn't clear. He il attacks on two fronts and becomesincreasingly reckless—careless of dl life,
induding hisown."

"Where shall we seek him?" Elric made a careful ingpection of the runesword. He seemed suspicious
of it, yet the bladeitself was clearly the one he was familiar with.

"Oh, there's no doubt,” she said, "about where to find him. This Gaynor? HEll choose one of two
places of power—Bek or Morn. How to fight him isthe problem. If you are ready, Father, we should
return as soon as we can to Mu Ooria, where there's still agreat dedl of work for us.”

"How do you propose to get there?' | asked her. "I doubt if King Straasha can be prevailed upon to
help metwice."

She amiled. "There are less dramatic means of travel. Besides, | think Miggea's spell haslifted. Now
only sheistrapped in the barren world she created for hersalf. Without human aid, there she stays. But
while we can journey fairly easily between the worlds, Master Moonglum cannot. Y ou must wait here,
Moonglum, in Tanelorn, until Elric returns.”

Moonglum seemed partialy relieved at this news but he grumbled. "'I've chosen to travel with you,
Elric—to Hell, if necessary.”

Elric stretched out hislong, pale hand and placed it on Moonglum's shoulder. "It will not be necessary
yet, old friend.”

Moonglum took thiswell, but he was clearly saddened. "I'll wait afew weeks" he said. "And if you
don't return by then, I might head back towards Elwher. 1, too, have unfinished business. If I'm not here
when you return, you'l find methere.”

We left the little redheaded outlander in that room. He preferred, he said, to stay there until we had
gone. He wished us luck. He was sure our paths would cross again.

Oonaled usout of the Tower of the Hand into cheering streets and gentle sunlight. There, dl around
the city'swalls, were familiar gentle green hills. Tanelorn had returned to her naturd postioninthe
multiverse,

Oonaled us swiftly through the twittens and lanes of Tanelorn's most ancient digtricts until we entered
alow house which had, by its condition, been abandoned years earlier. The upper floors were ruined but
the basement wasin good repair, its main room guarded by an iron-bound door which Oona, after
checking that we weren't observed, opened with asurprisngly smal key.

There seemed to be nothing especially valuable on the other side of the door. The room wasfurnished



with a bed, working and cooking facilities, adesk, chair and severa shelves of books and scrolls. It had
the neat, well-used air of anun'scell.

| didn't question her. Thiswas one of her smaler surprises, after all.

Only when Elric was physicaly nearby did | not strongly sense hismind. The dbino seemed moreill at
ease than anyone else, and | had no clear ideawhy. | think | assumed asophigtication in him. After dl,
my experience of theinventive twentieth century was not his. Indeed, he was often awkward in my
presence, avoiding my eye and rarely addressing me directly. Clearly | made him deeply uncomfortable
and would have left him, if | could. He had something of the air of asomnambulist. | began to wonder if
he thought he dreamed al that was happening.

Perhaps he did dream? Perhaps he dreamed us al?

Now Oonacrossed to the far wall and pushed back atapestry hanging to reved another door.

"Where doesthislead?’ | asked.

"It depends.” Shewas amiling alittlegrimly.

"Uponwhat?'

"On whether Law or Chaos has control of certain rellms."

"And how do you know?'

"Youfind out,” shesad, "by going through.”

Elric wasimpatient. "Then let's go through," he said. "I've amind to confront Cousin Gaynor on a
number of issues.” His hand was on the hilt of Ravenbrand. | admired hiswild courage. We might have
the same blood and some of the same dilemmas, but we were temperamentally very different. He sought
oblivionin action, while | sought it in philosophy. | was reluctant to take decisons, whereasfor Elric
decisonswere everything. He took them, as hetook risks, habitualy.

If hed lived aprosaic life, with prosaic considerations, then prosaic thingswould chiefly have
happened to him. But he wasin no way prosaic, thiswolfish whiteface, who relied on sorcery for hisvery
sustenance.

Would | have been like him in his circumstances? | doubted it. But | had not known a childhood of
sorcerous schooling and overbearing tradition. | had not, as ayouth, stared into the most profound
horror, and learned the skills of the dragonmasters, learned how magicaly | could manipulate the world. |
knew everything about his past, of course, for his memories remained my memories, while herecaled
nothing a al of me. In someways| envied him hislack of consciousness.,

With an air of impatience, Elric flung himself through the door and | followed. Oona closed the door
behind us.

The three of us stood in a pleasant sunken garden. The kind of place one might seek rest and
contempl ation and exactly what one would have expected to find on the other sde of that door. A
comforting domegticity. The garden was surrounded by ahigh wall which was surrounded in turn by tall
buildings, dl of which had the effect of making it seem smdler than it was. Herbs and flowers, all
sweet-scented, werelaid out in formal beds. Peacocks and ornamental roosters strutted between the
ghrubs. At the center was a pool with afountain. The fountain was ornate, of some dark, gleaming rock,
and its sound added to the garden's sense of tranquillity.

Although pleasant, the scene was an anticlimax. We had expected something much more drameétic.
Elric hesitated. Helooked around him, suspicioudy. | think he was trying to find something to kill.

Oonawasrelieved. She had clearly expected some less attractive scene. The garden had no exterior
gate. The only way to get in or out was through the door we had just used.

"What now?" Elric glanced impatiently about. "Where do we go?*

"From Tanelorn to Mu Ooriaand from Mu Ooriato Tandorn,” she sad, "theway isadways by
weter."

Elric dipped his hand into the ornamenta pool. "By water? How? There's no room for aship on this,
madam." He stared with interest at the unusua fish svimming there, asif he expected to find some secret
inthe pool.

Smiling, Oonareached down with her curved bow and drew it gently acrossthe surface, describing a
circle. Thecircleremained visble. Within, the water became gradually more agitated, full of color and



lilting ripples. Suddenly it began to funnel upwards, red and shining, like afresh wound, apillar of pulsng
ruby light. The color was reflected in our three pale faces, giving our skin the gppearance of bone stained
with old blood.

Elric grinned hiswolf's grin—thered light dancing in hiseyes. "Isthisthe way?" he asked Oona.

She nodded.

Without aword or any further hesitation, the Melnibonean flattened his body against the pillar. For a
moment he jerked, like afrog on an eectric fence, and then was absorbed.

I didn't move quite so readily and Oonalaughed a me, taking my hand and stepping forward, leading
meinto theyieding, fiery light.

| felt something tugging a my body, pulling me away from her. | tried to hold on, but lost my grip. |
was swimming through roaring, fluttering flames, down into a scarlet abyss which threatened to drown me
inall the spilled blood of the multiverse. Fire which did not burn, but licked at the secret places of the
soul. Firewnhich reveded gibbering faces, like the faces of the damned in Hell. Obscenely tortured
bodies, awrithing balet of torment. But | was not burned.

Thefire had the quality of water, for | could swim through it easily. | hadn't drawn asingle bresth and
felt no need for air. | wasreminded of the thick, duggish waters of the Heavy Seawhich lay beyond
Méenibone.

Asl swam, | looked about for the others, but they had disappeared. Had this been a plan on the part
of Elric and Oonato get rid of me now that I'd served my turn?

Behind me | had the sense of amalignant, monstrous presence. | svam faster than ever, even asthe
creature gathered speed. When | glanced back, seeking aglimpse of what pursued me, al | could see
was a huge, shadowy white bulk, like the body of ashark seen through twilight seas. It seemed to carry
the weight of the ages. It moved asin great pain. | heard it utter a peculiar groan. | felt something brush
by me and then fall away back into the depths, asif it had attempted to attack me and failed.

| swam on through forests of identica ruby pillars. | swam between banks of blue flame and over
fields of emerald and pearl. And | till had no need to draw breath, no need to defend mysdif.

| swam through citiesin flames. | swam over battles between whole peoples and | sSwam over the
destruction of worlds. | swam through tranquil woods and flowering fields and then, quite unexpectedly, |
wasinhding liquid.

| coughed, flung mysdlf upwards, and emerged into blazing blackness.

From somewhere in the darkness | heard an exultant voice. Oona was speaking to my doppel ganger.
"Welcome, Father," she said. "Welcometo Mu Ooria. Welcometo your destiny.”



Chapter Sixteen
The Greater Blagphemy

The other two were waiting for me as| waded to shore. It was bitterly cold. In that weird
phosphorescent light from thelake, | saw the by now familiar outlines of Mu Ooria, but they seemed
more ragged than before. Every so often acolumn of pae fire would rise for amoment, flutter into
fragments and subside. While | had no idea of the cause, there was an ominous quality to the fire which
made me fear thewordt. | heard distant sounds, like the thin striking of aclock, pnin, pnin, pnin, a roar
like alanddide, then laughter in the darkness. A crash. A panting noise, like the ardor of coupling dogs.
The echo of what might have been a scream. A sense that something terrible was taking place, something
obscene.

| did my best to keep my fearsto mysdf. "On the evidence," | said, "Gaynor has been successful in his
ambitionshere”

Aswas his unconscious habit when disturbed, Elric put his hand on the pommel of Ravenbrand. "Then
we had best go to see him at once.”

| was beginning to understand that my near-twin was incautious by nature. What would seem insanity
to an ordinary man wasfor Elric thelogica course of action.

Oonasmiled at this. " Perhgps we should firgt find out what his strength is. Remember, Father, that
your sorcery could be limited here. Even the sword might lack her normal powers.”

Elric shrugged at this but seemed willing to trust her judgment. After dl, we were herelargely at her
volition and she knew far more about thisworld than elther of us.

Making no effort to hide himsdlf, Elric began to stride towards the city, following the curve of the
shordine. We could only continuein hiswake.

Soon the signs of Gaynor's ambitions could be seen everywherein that haunted, unsteady darkness.
More than once we stumbled over the prone body of agiant black cat which had previoudy hunted this
territory. Twice we found what were Off-Moo remains—crumpled corpses, hacked cartilage, but no
bones. Did the Off-Moo have bones, in the conventional sense? We found one of their long, conical
headdresses and still could not tell if they fitted the shape of the head or exaggerated it. We found signs
of fires made from Off-Moo artifacts. We found the bodies of troogs and savages everywhere. Evidently
some had fought amongst themsalves for whatever prizesthey discovered in Mu Ooria. | guessed there
was little here they would vaue, which would make their destructiveness dl the more frenzied.

How had they defeated the Off-Moo, who had been so well and cleverly protected? The dormant
Off-Moo, those who had resembled statues and who guarded their borders, had clearly been caught
unawares. They had never had a chance to wake. The Off-Moo's ability to direct deadly stalactites
againgt their enemies had somehow been impaired. Initidly knowing nothing of the Off-Moo, Gaynor had
somehow learned much since| last visited their city.

Signs of savage, mindless crud destruction were everywhere.

What had become of the Off-Moo? Had they fled? Were they in hiding in the city? Had they dl been
killed? Or captured? It was hard for me to remember that Gaynor had gathered supernatural aliessincel
hed |last vidited thisredm.

We saw afew slhouettes moving in the ruins. They had the shambling walk of the troogs or the
swagger of the haf-blind savages who fought beside them.

Aswe drew nearer to them, even Elric began to keep to the shadows, watching to see what they
were doing. But it was clear they were doing very little, save sifting through the ruins for the loot they had
hoped to find. | couldn't imagine what possessions of the Off-Moo would be vauable to these
semi-brutes. Where was Gaynor's main army?

We were coming closeto the great plaza of the city. Everywhere the mysterious towers of the
Off-Moo burned with that strange fluttering whitefire. What | had mistaken for their screaming wasthe
noise the towers made as they burned. The sound of amortal voice.

Where the towers burned, neither the conquerors nor the conquered were in evidence.

We decided we would have to capture one of the savages and interrogate him. Oona cocked her



heed, listening. She walked rapidly towards a burning tower and peered in.

Seconds later a dark shape appeared in the doorway. Its own robesflickered as the fire flickered and
itseyesglittered. | saw no welcomein them.

Oonaexchanged afew words with the figure. Cautiously he came out of the tower and glided
towards us. It was hard to tell from the long, stony faceif we were recognized or not. The Off-Moo
spoke dowly, in Greek:

"Gaynor did thisto us. He feared we would try to stop himin hisambitions. And he feared rightly. But
he has made exceptiond aliances with certain of the Lords of the Higher Worlds and so gained the
knowledge of how to defeat us and with what."

"How many of you has hekilled?' Elric spoke with the direct bluntness of aprofessona soldier.

"That remainsto be seen, gr. | am Scholar Crina. | was not here when Gaynor attacked. When |
returned | found our city much asyou find it now. My departing colleagues were able to inform me that
the weight of barbarians overwhelmed them. But before that something else occurred.”

"Where are the barbarians now?" | asked. | was shivering, still soaked through. "Do you know?'

"They marched away," wasal hewould say.

"Wherésthis Gaynor?' Elric asked brusquely. "Presumably hiswill iswhat it dwayswas?'

"He has done what he needed to do here."

"And what was that?"

"He has stolen our Great Staff and now marches againgt the Grey Fees."

"Impossible,” said Oona. "The staff is usdlessin his blood-soaked hands. It could as easily destroy
him asad him. No one would take such arisk. Nobody would be so foolish asto chance such
destruction.”

"No one except Gaynor," said Elric.

"What does he expect to gain from invading the Grey Fees?' | asked.

Scholar Crinaanswered that question. "Enormous power. Power over the forces of creation
themselves. Thiswaswhat hefirst offered us, if wewould help him. Naturaly we refused him.”

"The godswould never dlow it."

Scholar Crina seemed amused. "No sane being would. But there isatheory that the Lords of the
Higher Worlds themselves are no longer entirdly sane, as disturbing changes take place throughout the
multiverse. A conjunction comes. All theredmswill redign within the greet field of Time. New degtinies
will be decided. New redlities. Yoursis not the only story. There are others. Other lives. Other dreams.
All lead to the same grest supernatural moment. Nothing is as certain asit was. Even loyaltiesto Law and
Chaos are no longer permanent. Look at Gaynor. He employs both Law and Chaosin his attempt to
make himsdlf the ruler of worlds. Once such things were impossible for mortals. But now, it seems, even
morta power increases and becomes less stable.”

"Gaynor does not mean to destroy himself,” said Oona. "He no doubt believes heisinvulnerable now
that he bears your Great Staff."

"He claimsto be king of theworld. And it istruethat his possession of our Great Staff giveshim the
confidence to march upon the Grey Fees. But to what end? What can he hope to achieve, save complete
destruction of the multiverse?"

"He reminds me of a certain dictator in my own country,” | said mildly. "His madness, his poor grasp
on redlity seemsto be what drives him. His addiction to power is so great, he will destroy whole redms
inorder to satisfy hiscraving.”

Scholar Crinalowered his eyes. "He has no ordinary sense of self-interest. Those are the most
dangerous people of dl to gain control of acivilization."

"Echoes" said Oonathoughtfully to hersdf. "On how many planes, do you think, isaversion of this
story being played out? We believe we have volition, but we can do little to change the consequences or
the direction of our actions, because those consequences and actions are taking place, with minuscule
differences expanding to vast differences, on countless levels of the multiverse.”

Elric showed no interest in her philosophy. "If Gaynor can be stopped on thisplane,” he said, "then
presumably his defeat will be echoed, ashisvictoriesare?’



She smiled at him. "Wadll, Father, if anyone was best fitted to change his own degtiny, then it isyou.”

Neither Elric nor | knew exactly what she meant, but | shared his sense of determination.

"Gaynor's power was too grest for us,” said Scholar Crina

"But your Staff," said Oona. "How could he have taken that from you?"

"The Staff itsalf appearsto have dlowed it," said Scholar Crinasmply. "We have dways known it
hed valition. That ishow it cameto us”

They were referring to the malleabl e artifact—bowl, child, staff—I had witnessed the Off-Moo
manipulating in thet first ceremony. Or had they been the manipulators? Were they perhapsthe
manipulated? | remembered how it had changed shape. At whose valition?

"Doesit dwaystakethe form of astaff?' | asked him. | recaled dl the shapesit had made.

"Weknow it asthe Runestaff," he said. "Buit it takes severd forms. It isastaff and acup and astone
and isone of the gresat regulators of our redities.”

"Isthat what my people know asthe Grail?' | remembered von Eschenbach and some of our own
family legends. "Wereyou its guardians?’

"Inthisredm,” hesad. "And in thisredlm we havefailed."

"Y ou mean various versons of the Grall inhabit other rellms?”

Scholar Crinawas regretful. "Only one Great Staff exists," he said. "It represents the Baance itsdlf.
Some say it isthe Bdance. Itsinfluence extends far beyond any relminwhichit iskept.”

"My family was once said to guard the Grail," | told him. "But it was removed from our keeping.
Presumably weaso falled in our trugt.”

"The Runestaff has the power to change form and to move on itsown valition,” Scholar Crinatold me.
"Some say it can take the shape of achild. Why should it not, snceit can presumably assume any formit
likes? Inthisway it preserves and defendsitself. And thus preserves those who respect and defend it. It
isnot always obviouswhat form it has taken.”

"In what form does Gaynor possessit?' Oonawanted to know.

"Theform of acup,” hesaid. "Of afine drinking vessdl. With that and the two swords he now carries,
he has more power to change the destiny of worlds than any other mortal before him. And because the
gods themsdlves hardly understand whét is happening, he could succeed. For it iswell known that a
mortal will eventually bring about the destruction of the gods.”

| paid little attention to thislast. It had the smack of legend and superdtition about it, yet a the same
time a frisson of recognition went through my body. | tried to recal where | had heard asimilar story, one
which was couched in the mythology of my own age and people, the story of the Holy Grail and its ability
to curetheworld's pain. That legend also had amorta changing the destiny of hisworld. | checked
mysdf. | felt asif | wasrecelving an overdose of Wagner. My own tasteswere for the clearer waters of
Mozart or Liszt, whose appeal was as much to the intellect as to the emotions. Was that what |
recognized? Had | somehow found mysdlf in avery complicated Wagnerian opera? | shuddered at the
thought. Y et even the momentous events of the Ring Cycle were as nothing compared to what | had
aready witnessed.

| turned to Oona. "Y ou said something of my particular relationship with the Grail. What did you
mean?'

"Not everyoneisprivileged to serveit,” shesad.

Her manner was grim. She did not seem optimigtic. | think she had not expected Gaynor to get this
far.

A grange gtink filled theair. A mixture of athousand different odors, none of them pleasant. The smdll
of evil.

| still could not see how Gaynor had so thoroughly defeated the Off-Moo and said as much to the
scholar.

"Y ou do not yet know," he said, "if Gaynor has defested us. The game, after dl, isnot over.”

| kept my own counsel, but asfar as| could see this aspect of the game at least waswell and truly
won.

Elric wanted to know where Gaynor was, whether it was possible to catch up with him on foot.



"He moves towards the Grey Feeswith hisarmy. He believes he can take the power of the multiverse
for himsdf. It isaddusion. But hisdeluson will destroy usall, unless someone chdlengeshim." Scholar
Crinaseemed to glanceinquiringly a me.

But it was Prince Elric who answered. "I have been insulted and humiliated by that creature. | have
been decelved. Whatever power he now has, he will not escape my vengeance.”

"Y ou think not?" Oona stooped to run her hand through the deek fur of one of the big cats, then drew
it away again quickly, asif she did not wish to contemplate what had happened to the anima. Wasit
dead, or enchanted?

"Dream or no dream,” said Elric quietly, "he shal be punished for what he has done.”

| would not have believed ancther. Elric, however, was beginning to convince me that we might yet,
somehow, defeat an entity who had become probably the greatest single force for evil inthe multiverse,
As often happened between us, Elric replied to my unvoiced ideas. "Melniboneans believe that fate
cannot be dtered. That each of us has a settled destiny. That to break free of it—or attempt to break
free of it—is an act of blagphemy. A blasphemy | am prepared to commit. To prevent, perhaps, a greater
blagphemy.”

He had the air of aman who wrestled with his own soul aswell as his conscience and background. |
had the impression that he might have spoken more, had he been able to put into words the huge conflicts
taking placewithin him.

We spent little timein Mu Ooaria. The flames were dready beginning to die down and serious damage
had been done. We found no more Off-Moo. No sign of them. No piece of writing. No clue. They had
fled in defeet. | was disappointed in them. They had no doubt become decadent, overconfident of their
ability to resist attack, relying, as Byzantium had done for so many decades, on their ancient reputation. |
had assumed them to be both courageous and resourceful . Perhaps they had been once. Now, it
seemed, they had no capacity to resist Gaynor or anyone else who chose to take their wealth and
Secrets.

"Thereisonly one possible course of action,” said Prince Elric.

"Pursue Gaynor?' | asked.

"And hope to defeat him before he can reach the Grey Fees.™

"Heisadmost there," said Scholar Crina. "He and hisarmy must even now be closeto the
borderland.” For thefirst time he appeared to show some kind of emotion. "The end for us," he said. He
lowered his cowled head. "The end for everyone. The end of everything.”

Oonawas impatient with this. "Well, gentlemen, unless you welcome the end as thoroughly as Scholar
Crina, who seemsto derive some form of gloomy satisfaction from the Situation, | suggest werest for a
while, eat well and then continue our pursuit.”

"Therésnotime," said Elric, dmost to himself. "We must eat on the move. And we must begin soon,
for we have no mounts and must pursue Gaynor on foot."

"And when we catch up with him?' | said. "What will we do?"

"Punish him,” said Elric smply. "Take back the sword he has stolen.” He touched hishilt. He stroked
it with hislong fingers. He was beginning to grin. | found his humor aarming. "Use his own methods
agang him. Kill him."

A kind of lust smoldered in the Me nibonean. He was longing for a bloodletting and did not much care
how it was achieved. | began to fear for the safety of myself and his daughter. Scholar Crinasensed it,
too. When | looked for him again, he was dipping back into the burning building. He seemed untroubled
by the flames.

Wrapping my damp clothing about me and fedling the need for movement, | trudged towardsthe
outskirts of the city, my companions behind me. | was convinced that | waslikely to diein this adventure.
| consoled mysdlf that if Elric and Oona had not hel ped me escape the concentration camp, | would be
dead by now anyway. At least | had had the chance to observe the supraredlity that congtituted the
interlinked worlds of the multi-verse.

We had retreated to the outer reaches of the city when suddenly the ground underfoot began to
shudder. Pieces of stone whistled from above and crashed to the cavern'sfloor. Did an earthquake grip



Mu Ooria? The rumbling staccato sound which followed the shock had the quality of mocking laughter.

| glanced a question to Oona, who shook her head. Elric, dso, was baffled.

Another shock. Morefalling rock. Asif agiant strode in our wake.

If I had not known better, | would have guessed that high explosives were being set off. | had
experienced Smilar sensations and sounds when visiting the Site of anew railway tunnel with my engineer
brother, who had died while digging atrench three days after the outbreak of war.

| peered into the distance, between those vast columns of rock. It wasimpossible to see very far into
that cavern or guessitsdimensions. But now, far away, | caught glimpses of aflickering, raging fire. The
phosphor from the lake had combined to form awhirlwind.

Severd of these dender tornadoes were gpproaching us. Shrieking whirlwinds of whistling white light
touched the ruins of the city and swirled them into new, even crazier patterns. Something about those thin
twisters suggested they were sentient, or that they were at least controlled by athinking creature.

We knew enough to run, seeking some kind of ditch or fissureinto which we could climb in the hope
that the tornadoes would bounce over uslike their earthly counterparts, but it was afaint enough hope.

It was clear now what force Gaynor had used against our friends. Some fresh supernaturd alliance, no
doubt, brought him the strength of the ishass. Wind demons. Evenin my earthly mythology | had heard
of them. They figured largdly in the folktales of desert peoples, usudly asifrits.

"Can they be harnessed by the likes of Gaynor?' Oonawas asking Elric.

"Clearly," replied the dbino laconicaly asheran. | brought up the rear, gasping for bresth and unable
to voice any of the questions rushing through my mind.

Oonasignaled to us. She stopped and pointed. Ahead was the even darker mouth of asmall cave.
Hearing the advance of the ishass and not daring to look, without hesitation we squeezed into the hole,
which was barely large enough to contain dl three of us. The closeness of our bodieswas acomfort to
me. | felt asif the three of us had returned to some safe, defendable womb. Outside the shrieks and
crashing grew louder and louder as the whirlwinds passed directly over us. Then camealull. More
twisters could be heard far away, but their sound was distant.

"Thisisapowerful force," Elric mused. "It requires enormous skill to summon it. Important bargains. |
do not believe even your cousin, Count Ulric, with dl his cleverness, could physicaly containit. These
demons are famousin the netherworlds. They are cdled the Ten Sons, the ishass. This means he keeps
hisdlianceswith Chaos, for theishasswill not serve Law and Law, save & its most unstable, would
never employ them.”

| felt quilty for judging the Off-Moo. No mortal cresture could stand against such power. It would be
liketrying to confront an American twister with courage and mord integrity asyour only weapons. And
the Off-Moo, for dl their sophistication, had nothing which would defend them againgt these ishass.

Thewind demons were passing close by now. Y eping and shrieking and yapping like wild dogs,
bringing ancient stones crashing down, uprooting columnswhich had taken amillion yearsto grow. My
fear took second place to my sense of outrage. What purpose could there be to such wild destruction?
And why had Gaynor bothered to unleash the Ten Sons again upon a clearly defeated city? What was it
in some mortasthat gave them satisfaction in destruction? What terrible need did they satisfy by
destroying the work and beauty of the centuries? Did they think they cleansed the world of something?

Only long after they passed, and we climbed out of our cramped little cave, did it occur to me that
perhaps Gaynor did not command the Ten Sons. Perhaps they had escaped his control and now
contented themselves with wreaking wholesale mayhem upon that once peaceful world? Or wasthistheir
reward for aiding him? They destroyed indiscriminately, not even sparing the few savages I eft rooting in
the ruinswho cameinto their path. They were caught up, ams and legs desperatdly flailing, swallowed,
stripped of clothing and flesh, which wasflung in dl directions, their bones scattered. The bonesfdl like
rain on arooftop.

The Ten Sonswere ahead of us now, forming aragged line which could be followed easily. We came
intheir wake, sumbling aong the wide path they had crested and wondering what could lie before us
that would be any more terrifying than what we had aready witnessed.

Oonawas frowning, She had had an ideg, she said. "Perhapsthey hurry to join Gaynor's army?



Perhaps he has dready reached the Grey Fees and summons them to his service once more. Does he
think he can conquer Cresation with afew wind demons?”

"l would imagine," | said, "that he has planned rather more thoroughly. What we can be sure of, |
think, isthat his power isthe greatest granted to any human being before him."

" think he will be hard to defest," mused the Lord of Melnibone. "It'saswell there arethree of us. |
am not surel could do it aone."

We moved farther away from the city and into darkness which we illuminated with the barbarians
falen brands. We had little chance of catching Gaynor's army quickly, but at least we were now safe
from the Ten Sons, who legped head of us, tiny now, glimpsed rarely amongst the massivetall sones
which formed in this area a series of arches, like ahuge rose arbor. We were grateful to them. They
brought light to that aching distance. They gave us aclue to Gaynor's whereabouts. But it would be some
time before we were able to get closer to them.

And, whenwedid, | wasnot a dl sure we wouldn't be instantly killed. | had every reason to suspect
Elric's determined optimism had much to do with his knowledge of sorcery but not agreat dedl to do
with the vast numbers of soldiers Gaynor commanded, not to mention his evident supernaturd alies.

We were lucky to come across the daughtered corpse of atroog. The huge haf-human still had its
crude pouch on a belt about its misshapen waist. The pouch was full of miscellaneous and generdly
usdlessloot savaged from Mu Ooria. But there was a so food. Two solid loaves of bread, a couple of
pots of preserved meats and bottles of pickled vegetables. He had aso found from somewhere aleather
bottle of wine. We had to pry it from his gigantic, scabby hand. An unpleasant task, but worth it in the
end, for the wine was of good qudity. | had afedling it had originaly belonged to one of Fromental's col-
. leagues, perhaps even hisfriend the talking beest. This led me to wondering about the Frenchman'sfate.
| hoped he and his strange companions had been successful in finding the Tanelorn they sought.

We moved rapidly and eventudly caught our first Sght of Gaynor'sterrible army.

In thefar distance aband of grey formed akind of horizon. Were we nearing the beginning of the
mysterious Fees?

| turned inquiringly to Oona.

"The Forbidden Marches," she confirmed. "And beyond them, the Grey Fees."



Chapter Seventeen
CarelessAngds

Some peoples believe," said Oona conversationdly, "that each of us has aguardian angel who
discreetly looks after our interests, perhapsin the way we care for and protect a pet. The pet is barely
conscious of what we do for it, just aswe are hardly conscious of our guardian angdl. And just as some
pet anima's have conscientious owners, others have bad owners. Therefore, though we are dl assigned
such an angdl, the unlucky ones have careless angels.”

Welay upon abroad terrace looking down into a valey that had probably never seen light before. It
wasilluminated by the marching twisters, the Ten Sons, which formed aloose line of whirling, shrieking
light. They were clearly disciplined by something asthey followed behind the brands of the blind
canniba s with Gaynor. The torcheswere not for them, but for Gaynor and his Nazis, whose horseswere
equdly blind. Every so often avast shadow would be thrown upon awall of ancient, fleshy rock. The
gigantic troogs, the sghtless savages, the Nazisin the remains of their black and silver uniforms. A foul
dlianceindeed. Beasts and men. Half-men and half-beasts. Shambling and lolloping, trudging and
dancing, striding and riding. Some of them stumbling. Ironicaly, while they had learned to adapt
themsalvesto the dark, they were often blinded by the light. A ragged army. An ugly army. A monstrous
army, marching relentlesdy towardsthe Grey Fees.

"Could be" | said, "that we're aready deserted by our angels. Have you ever witnessed such
grotesquerie?" | indicated Gaynor's army.

"Rardy," said Oona. Her swest, beautiful face, framed by her long white hair, looked up a mewith
sardonic intelligence. For amoment | felt an extraordinary sensation as she glanced away. | believe | was
fdlinginlovewith her. And dready, of course, | was debating the mordity of this.

Oonawas not my daughter. Shewas Elric's. But a what point did abeing conscious of its placein the
multiverse choose to ignore the rdaionship it had in common with amillion other beings? | could easily
see the drawbacks of being fully conscious. Perhaps, years before, in his early sorceroustraining Elric
had been given the choice of being knowing or unknowing and had chosen to become unconscious of the
multiverse. Otherwise he might never have been ableto act at dl.

What can it be like to be conscious that every action one performs has a consequence throughout time
and space? One would become very circumspect about the company one kept. About the things one did
or said. One could be frozen into complete inaction. Or returned to a state of absolute ignorance asthe
mind refused dl information.

Or it could make one entirely reckless, willing, like Elric, to risk everything. For if onerisked and lo,
the reward was, after al, complete oblivion. And oblivion was what that poor, tortured soul longed for so
frequently. Thisquaity made him an unreligble aly. Not al of ussought or found oblivion in battle.
Something in me gtill looked forward to arestoration of the tranquillity of my old estate, areturn to the
quiet pleasures of rurd life. Not that the prospect seemed especidly close at this particular moment.

Elric frowned to himsdf. He seemed to be ca culating something. | looked at him nervoudly, hoping he
would not decide on one of his reckless moves. We three could not stand aone againgt those strange
forces.

Cautioudy, using al the cover available, we gradually drew closer to Gaynor's horrible army. The
wind demons seemed positioned to protect the flanks and rear. | could not guess how my cousin
controlled them.

"How do you know these sentient tornadoes?’ | whispered. "Have you encountered them before?"

"Not dl ten," he said. He wasimpatient with my interruption. "I once summoned their father. They dl
command different aspects of the eements, these wind-beings. They are protective of their separate
domains. They know strong rivaries. And they can befickle. Thisisnot work for the sharnah, makers
of gales, but for the h'Haarshann, buildersof whirlwinds"

| fdl sllent again. My ingtinct wasto turn, to go back, to find the falls, the way through to Hameln. |
would rather risk the horrors of aNazi concentration camp than confront any more supernatural threets.

The marching army stopped. They pitched camp. Perhaps Gaynor needed to consider his next action?



The Ten Sons became guardians of that vast horde by forming arough circle around it. | studied the
blazing whiteness asbest | could, trying to see what redlly congtituted the Ten Sons, but my vision began
to blur immediately. | found it impossible to look at the wind demons for more than afew seconds.

| wondered if | tied a piece of gauze about my faceit would be easier to make out whatever
fundamenta shape lay at the core of the Ten Sons. But perhaps | was deceiving mysdlf. Perhaps there
was no fundamental shape.

Elric murmured, "First the Ten, then my lady M."

He was speaking in rhyme. Indeed, even his breathing had arhythmic quality | had not previoudy
noticed. His movementstook on abaletic air. He was scarcely aware of either Oonaor mysdlf. Hiseyes
had adistant glaze.

| frowned and moved forward to touch him on the shoulder and ask him if hewasdl right, but Oona
lifted afinger to her lips and motioned me away. She gave her father an expectant look, then, when she
glanced back at me, she seemed to have aproud, proprietorial gleam in her eyes, asif to say "Wait. My
father isagenius. Watch."

| had known him asintimately asit is possible to know another human being, from deep within, soul
sharing soul. | had considerabl e respect and great sympathy for him. But only now did it occur to me that
he might beagenius.

Elric warned usto spesk softly, if we spoke at dl. The Ten Sons had acute hearing.

All at once Elric was moving, climbing down the rocks nearby and, perhapsin answer to my
ungpoken question, muttering, "Oldfather. Oldfather needs alittle fresh blood.”

He disappeared for amoment. | heard amusica sound. Soft, menacing. | saw him below, waking
cautioudy towards Gaynor's camp. Ravenbrand was unscabbarded in hisright hand.

Time passed. The camp dept. | continued to watch. Waiting for Elric to return. Oona, however,
curled up and told me to wake her if | became deepy.

Eventually | heard anoise below and saw the familiar outline. Elric was dragging something behind
him. Something which grunted and groaned as it bumped over the rocky floor.

Next | saw him on the other side, still below me. Here the rocks formed a small natural amphithester
at the center of which Elric dumped his prize. It wriggled for amoment until he kicked it. | saw hisface
then. His eyeswere glassy, blazing rubies. They looked into aworld I could not begin to imagine. They
looked into Hell itsalf. And his mouth was moving, his sword describing complicated geometriesin the
air, hiswhole body beginning to turn in ritual movements, aghostly dance.

Oona awakened and lay beside me, watching Elric as he cut through the materia binding hisvictim. |
recognized the terrified human being. One of the Naziswho had originaly come here with Gaynor. He
was snarling like atrapped dog, but there was stark horror in his eyes and he could not control his
trembling. Hetried to strike out at Elric. Ravenbrand licked him. He pulled back his bleeding hand.
Ravenbrand licked him again. Hisface carried athin line of blood. And again. The ragged shirt covering
his chest fell away to reveal another line from neck to navel.

The Nazi was whimpering, trying to find escape, alies, God, anything. The sword tasted him. Savored
him. Rdlished hisblood drop by drop. And while he played with the sniveling wretch, Elric crooned a
haunting wordless song. The cadencesrose and fdll. | was astonished that they issued from amortal
throat. All thetimethey grew in intendity and bit by bit the Nazi died, pieces of hisflesh falling away ashe
watched. The sword continued its delicate, terrible work.

Oona craned to see, fascinated. In this she was her father's child. She had the look of acat. |,
however, was forced to turn away more than once. Forced by the sound of that voice, risng and falling,
growing stronger and stronger, by the sight of Elric himsdf, hiswild, crimson eyesraised towardsthe
upper darkness, his mouth open in something between amelody and a scream, hiswhite flesh glinting and
his great black runesword turning ahuman being to divers before his own eyes.

The Nazi was till fully conscious, such was Elric's gppdling artistry. The man sill wore hisblack SS
boots. He knelt before my doppelganger and tears mingled with the blood from his eyes as Elric's blade
teased them out until they hung by afew strands of muscle on his own cheeks.

Most of the time Elric's voice drowned the hideous screaming of the Nazi, his pleadingsto spare him



or kill him, and | wasthankful for that.

Sword and man acted in unison—two intelligencesin an unholy pact. | had never fdt this of
Ravenbrand before. Elric's use of the blade seemed to have awakened an evil in the very iron. Red runes
dithered up and down itslength, pulsing like veins. The sword seemed to relish the subtle, disgusting
wounds which it now inflicted upon the Nazi's bloody flesh. It was without doubt the most loathsome
sght | had ever seen.

Again | turned away. Then | heard Oonagasp and | looked back.

Another shape formed itself around the Nazi's tormented body. It twisted in and out, growing like
something organic. Gradualy, snakelike, it swalowed Elric's victim, then became increasingly agitated,
and gouted up out of what remained of the corpse. Gushing towards the cavern'sroof. Swirling likea
cloud overhead. A cloud inwhich tiny strands of lightning seemed to flash and writhe, taking on the color
of the Nazi's blood as the man squedled like abled pig, redlizing that there were worse fates than the one
he had just endured. Hefindly gave himsdlf up to the cloud.

| heard Elric's voice above dl the other sounds. "Father of Winds. Father of Dust. Father of Air.
Father of Thunder. H'Haarshann Oldfather. Oldest of fathers. H'Haarshann Ol dfather, father of thefirst."
| knew the language he spoke, because | knew al such things now, and | knew that he was ddlivering the
wretched mortal up to the one he summoned.

"Oldfather! Oldfather! | bring you what the lord of the h'Haarshann demands. | bring thee the exctic
mest thou craveth.”

The cloud grunted. It was satisfied. It uttered akind of soft whistle.

Now the scarlet lightning began to dance and skip again, forming a shape. | thought | saw the wizened
face of avindictive old man, long strands of lank hair hanging to his shrunken shoulders. A toothless
mouth smacking lips asthe last of the sacrifice was absorbed. Then the mouth grinned.

"Y ou know how to feed an old friend, Prince Elric.” The voice was asighing breeze, agde, a
fluttering wind.

"Asyou have fed before, 'Haarshann Oldfather." My near-twin had sheathed the bloody black blade
and now stood with arms outstretched in an attitude of respect. "Asyou will feed again, whilel live. That
isour bargain. Made with my ancestorsamillion yearssince.”

"Ahaaaa..." A degp sgh. "So few remember. | have amind to grant you my aid in return for that
exquisite moment. What isit that you desire of me?”

" Someone has summoned your sonsto this plane. They have mishehaved themsalves. They have done
great damage.”

"Itisinther nature. It iswhat they must do. They are so young, my ten sons. They are the ten great
h'Haarshann that stride the worlds.”

"That is 0, Oldfather." Elric glanced down at the remains of the Nazi. As ahawk takes every part of
the bird save the feathers, so Oldfather had taken the mortal, leaving nothing but the blood-soaked
remains of his SSuniform. "They have been brought by my enemies from their place amongst the worlds.
Tothreaten thelives of meand mine”

Oldfather quivered. "But without you | cannot know the exquisite taste of flesh. And my Ten Sons
have business about the worlds, to breathe my will upon them.”

"That isso, great Oldfather.”

"Noneisleft save you, sweet morta. None who knows what Oldfather likesto eat.”

At that moment Elric looked up. His eyes met mine. The sardonic mockery in his expresson made me
turn my head in disgust. | knew that Elric of Menibone only resembled aman, that hisblood was of an
older, cruder kind than mine. In my own world such savage and sadistic sacrifice was only performed by
the mentally ill. For Elric and hiskind, those practiceswere away of life, refined to an art and enjoyed as
gpectacle. In Mdnibone praise was given to the victim who died with style and who best entertained his
audience with hisdying. What Elric had just done caused him no troubled conscience. The actions had
been necessary and were natura to him.

Oldfather seemed to be debating the value of the sacrifice.

"Would you feast again, noble Oldfather?' Elric's voice was soft, coaxing. There was no thregt in it,



but Oldfather was remembering the taste of mortal flesh and was dready yearning for more.

"l will seeto my sons" said the gpparition. "They, too, have eaten well."

Thewhirling scarlet fire swelled until it resembled circling cloud, sweeping up towards the cavern's
faraway roof and then down into the darkness until it had disappeared, leaving the faintest of pink,
disspating light.

| looked towards Gaynor's camp. They had become aware of something. | saw troogs peering in our
direction. One of them ran towards the center of the camp where Gaynor had pitched an ostentatious
tent, its guy ropes secured by pegs hammered into the living rock.

| guessed the Nazi's death to have been pointless after al. Oldfather had gone. The ten whirling
inverted cones of phosphorescent light still guarded the camp. Elric'sfilthy ritual had done nothing but
attract the attention of Gaynor's horde.

A party of troogs lumbered in our direction. They had not seen us, but it would not take them long to
find where we were. | |looked around for some way of escape. Only Oona had a weapon. My sword
wasin the hands of my doppelganger. | was not sure | would fed quite the same emotions towards the
bladein thefuture. If | had afuture to contemplate.

Thetroogs were beginning to climb the rocks towards us. They could smell us.

| looked around for something to throw. The rocks were the only wegpons available to me.

Glancing back, | saw that Elric had sunk to his kneestotaly exhausted. | wondered if | could get to
the sword before the troogs reached us. If | could ever handle that blade again.

Oona nocked an arrow to her bow and took aim.

Shelooked once or twice over her shoulder, unable to believe that Elric had failed, that Oldfather had
taken his offering and left without giving us any of the help he had seemed to promise.

| caught aglimpse of something not far from the grey horizon. A scarlet flash which began to speed
towards us, coming faster and faster and making amighty thrum, asif someone plucked the strings of an
enormous guitar whose sound was amplified through dl cregtion.

Elric scrambled up to join us. He was grinning. He panted like awolf. He had alook of wild lust in his
eyes. A look of triumph, of hunger.

He said nothing to us but looked to where the scarlet cloud was approaching. To where the Ten Sons
danced at the edges of Gaynor's camp.

Then helifted hishead, raised the black runesword in a victorious gesture and began to sing.

| knew the song. | knew Elric. | had been Elric. | knew what it meant. | knew what it said. But | could
not know its effect. | do not believe | ever, indl my life of concert-going, heard such extraordinary
beauty. If therewas menaceinit, if therewastriumphinit, if therewas crud exultationinit, till, it was
beautiful. | fet | heard an angel sng. More than one tune, many harmonies, were dl| carried on that
strange voice. It brought tearsto my eyes. It brought grief and mourning. | was mourning the death of the
man | had seen killed. | was hearing the voice of agrief which had never filled the world before.

For amoment Elric's song stopped the troogs in their tracks.

| looked at Oona. She was weeping. She understood something in her father which mystified me and
perhaps, therefore, him aswell.

The song swelled and | realized Ravenbrand had joined with Elric. An amost tangible sound. | fdlt it
embracing me. | felt the complexity of it, athousand different sensations passing through my blood and
nervesdl a the same time. Something in me was strengthened by that song, but physicaly it weakened
me, and | could barely stand.

Then another song joined in, from far away, near the grey horizon. | saw shreds of scarlet light
radiating from ahidden source. Fingers of scarlet, like ropes, twisting around the rocky columns, reaching
acrossthe ranks of that vast army. A gigantic hand was stretching through the cavern. The hand of God.
Or the hand of Satan. The flaming hand made afist and that fist drew in each of the Ten Sons, who
whirled and buzzed in sudden fury, ressting Oldfather's discipline. The white fire scattered and raced, but
the hand extended to enfold it.

All the while Gaynor's camp wasin uproar. | saw afigure emerge from histent and mount one of the
blind horses. | heard bugles sounding, drums beeting. Confusion reigned as partialy clothed men tried to



control their mounts. The blind canniba s milled around gathering their wegpons. Only the troogs were
wide awake. Many of them were running back into the darkness, away from the Grey Fees, whilethe
red hand of Oldfather gathered in hiswild, squealing sons. The destruction they caused as they sought to
avoid him brought more rocks crashing to the cavern floor, more soneswhirling into the air.

A seaof brands moved chacticaly in dl directions as Gaynor demanded more light.

We could see him now, on hisgreat abino horse, itsblind red eyesralling asit snorted and scented,
itsearsfrantic asit tried to catch the source of the sounds. Y et Gaynor controlled the stalion with one
hand and his knees. The other hand held the ivory sword— the sword Miggea's magic had made. He
spurred in our direction, though | doubted he had any clear idea of what was happening. His main object
was to turn the fleeing troogs and savages back to the camp. His men followed on their own horses,
lashing out at the foot soldiers, yelling at them and causing further panic. Two of the Nazis rode up behind
the troogs who were preparing to attack us.

They had no common language. The Nazis bellowed. The troogs bellowed back.

Elric suddenly rose from cover and began running at tremendous speed down the dope towards the
Nazis.

Ravenbrand was till in hisright hand. The sword howled with triumphant glee asit diced into the
neck of thefirst SS man. Elric dragged the corpse from its saddle and took the Nazi's place, spurring the
blind horse directly at the other Nazi, who was dready trying to flee the way he had come. Too late.

Elric swung Ravenbrand sideways, using the sword's wonderful balance to carry the weight of ablow
which neatly took the Nazi's head from its shoulders asiif it had been a cabbage on astalk. He reached
down to gather up the horse's reins and then rode back, scattering troogs as he came towards us.

"Herésamount for one of you," he said. "The other must get their own.”

| held the horse for Oona. She shook her head, grinning. "I can't ride," she said. "I've never had to
learn.” She replaced the arrow in her quiver. The troogs had given up any idea of attacking us.

| got into the saddle. It was agood, responsive horse. | told her to climb behind me, but she laughed.
"I have my own waysof traveling,” she said. "Though | thank you for the courtesy."

Gaynor had seen something and was charging towards us, hismen at his back, Klosterheim by his
sde.

| looked forward at last to confronting him man-to-man.

Elric turned his horse, signaling that we should ride back the way we had come. He leaned down in
his saddle and picked up one of the guttering brands. He handed it to me, then sought another for himself.
The horses were excited. They wanted to gallop. | knew it would be dangerousin this darkness, but my
cousin was gaining on us. He had become afar more expert rider in this bizarre landscape than | could
hope to be.

| looked around for Oona. She had vanished.

Elric yeled for meto follow. | had no choice.

| cried out for him to stop, to wait for his daughter, but he laughed when he heard me and signaled me
on.

Hedid not fear for her. | could only trust him.

We plunged into the booming darkness as the Ten Sonswhirled their last ahead of us. All had been
taken up in that one greet red fist and were buzzing and whirring like wasps as the fingers molded and
molded, turning the powerful, white light into something resembling abdl and hurling it upwards, higher
and higher, until amoon hung overhead. Then it became agtar. A point of light. And then it was gone.

A grumbling growl from the red cloud and Ol dfather, too, vanished. Only Elric and mysdf remained,
urging our horsesinto the blackness towards Mu Ooria, while Gaynor and his men, howling for our
blood, came thundering behind us.

Wefollowed the rough road the Ten Sons had carved, leaping broken columns, weaving between
pilesof rubble. Had | not known otherwise, | would have sworn the horses were sighted,

they were so surefooted. Perhaps they had devel oped some of the qualities of bats. In amoment of
humor | wished they had devel oped bat wings.

| was distracted by something white moving ahead of me a ong the broad road. The white hare raced



asfast asit was possible to go. Towards the distant towers of Mu Ooria. | refused to let myself believe
the obvious. | told mysdf that the white hare had found us again, that it had followed usfrom Tandlorn,
when Miggea's hunt had chased it into our territory.

But Elric was grinning as he pursued it. For amoment | thought he was hunting it, but he kept behind
it. Hewasfollowing the beast.

Behind us came Gaynor, shouting like an angry ape, hisown voice echoing in that mysterioushelm, his
cloak swirling about him like an agitated ocean, his horsg's red eyes glaring sightlesdy forward. He held
up theivory sword like aflag. The ragged remains of his SS guard were close behind him. Only
Klosterheim, gaunt and hollow-eyed as ever, showed no emotion. At one moment, even that far away, |
caught hisgrim, sardonic eye. In hisown dark way, he was enjoying his master's discomfort.

"Therésmoreto do yet," said Elric.

He looked back at the furious Gaynor and laughed.

For thefirst time | began to believe that perhaps he was not mad. At least, not intheway | had
thought. His daughter thought him agenius. Presumably she believed him grester than most other
sorcerers. His reckless courage might have been madnessin another, but not in him. He could command
power as no other mortal being could. And what was more, as | had witnessed, his alliances went back
through generations upon generations, blood upon blood, when his own ancient people had been young
and the world was not entirely formed.

For dl his predatory skills, Elric was not by nature a predator. That differentiated him from hisown
people. Perhaps this was the bond all three of us shared.

"Fool!" Elric cried, dropping back to let my cousin gain on him. "Did you think | would dlow an
amateur sorcerer to invade the Grey Fees? | am Elric, last Emperor of Menibone, and | accept no insult
from amere man-beast. Everything you believe you have gained | will take from you. Everything you
believe you have destroyed will be restored. Every victory will become defest.”

"And | am Gaynor, who has mastered the Lords of Law and Chaos! Y ou cannot defeat me!™

"You aredeluded,”" shouted my doppelganger dmost merrily. "'l care not what aman-beast callsitself.
Y ou have known alucky moment. Y ou should have made better use of it whileyou had it."

Elric turned his back on Gaynor and urged hishorseto afaster pace. | was barely able to keep up
with him but was astonished at the agility of my mount. It sensed al obstacles ahead. Our brands guttered
in asudden current and threatened to go out atogether, but the horses galloped on. Gaynor was fast
catching up with us, following the light we made. When the torches flared back to life, | caught asudden
glimpse of Oona. The dreamthief's daughter was standing to one Side, gesturing to us. Elric extinguished
his torch and gestured for me to do the same.

We heard Gaynor and his men gdloping behind us. We saw the ragged light of their torches. They
were dmost on usand | was not sure Elric ill had enough energy to engage so many. Without asword,
| would bekilled or captured immediately.

| saw thefaintest circle of light ahead. | could still hear Gaynor and hisNazi band. They were closer.
Then, quite suddenly, the sound dropped away, distant, faint, and the light ahead grew alittle brighter.
Wewereriding down akind of natural tunnel, following the swift-footed white hare. The roof of the
tunnel reflected the light. It was mottled, like abook's marbling, like mother-of-pearl. The noise of
Gaynor and his army was gone completely.

We had not comethisway. | redlized that Elric—or the white hare—did not intend to return to Mu
Ooria, & least not immediately. After awhile, the Prince of Menibonelit historch again. | lit my own.
We were reaching the end of the tunnel.

Thetunnd led downwards, opening into agreat circular cavern which had clearly once been inhabited
by human beings.

Rotting remains of clothing and old utensils suggested that the occupants had been killed while awvay
from their home. It looked asif awhole tribe had lived here. Everything spoke of sudden disaster. But
Elric was not interested in the previous tenants. He lifted historch to inspect the cavern, seemed satisfied
enough and dismounted.

| heard a movement behind me and looked back. Oona stood there, leaning upon her bow staff. | did



not ask what magic had brought her here. Or what magic she had used to bring us here. | did not believe
| needed to ask or to know.

Leaving the brands burning in the wall holes clearly designed for the purpose, Elric sgnaled for meto
dismount and follow him back to the entrance of the tunnel. He wanted to be certain Gaynor had not
found us. We moved cautioudy, expecting to see our pursuers, but we had evaded them. Outsdeit was
pitch-black. | heard Elric sniff. | fdt his hand tugging meto go with him.

We moved through utter darkness, but Elric was surefooted, using hisearsaswell ashisnose. | was
again struck by our differences. He was M nibonean. His senseswere far sharper than my own.

When he was entirdly satisfied that Gaynor and his men had ridden on, with no idea of where we had
hidden oursalves, he led me back to the tunndl and into the huge cave, where Oonawas dready busying
hersdlf with afire and the food we had taken from the troog.

We ate sparingly. Elric sat some distance away. Frowning, wolfish. Clearly deep in thought, he did not
wish to be disturbed. Oonaand | exchanged afew words. She reassured me. We were not merely
hiding, she said. We needed a place such asthis. More sorcery was required. She was not sure how long
her father could continue to find energy, from whatever source, to carry on. There was too much to be
done, she murmured. She was careful to make sure that her father could not hear us.

When we had finished, Elric sgned for usto get up and go outside. When he was sure Gaynor was no
longer in theregion, hetold meto bring the horses. The three of us set off into the darkness, following a
small, dow-burning taper which Elric held to guide us. We rode for miles over the rocky cavern floor
until he stopped. Another cautious pause, then he took out one of our brands and lit it. This part of the
underground world had not seen the movement of Gaynor'sarmy. It was as still, as untouched, asit had
aways been. But where agroup of stalagmitesformed what looked like acircle of Off-M oo heads bent
in prayer, | saw abody.

One of the big black cats the troogs feared, which Gaynor had somehow enchanted.

The thing was huge. Elric went up to it and attempted to lift it. Oonajoined him, and then . We were
just able to get the beast off the floor of the cavern.

"We must takeit back with us" the Menibonean said. "Well usethe horses.”

The horses were not happy being so close to one of the panthers, let alone being used to transport it.
We managed to make ading and, with many minor pitfals, findly succeeded in getting the huge body
back to our hiding place.

Oonaand | were exhausted, but Elric wasfilled with an edgy excitement. He anticipated what he had
to do with some pleasure.

"Why have we brought this beast here?' | ventured.

Hisanswer wasdismissive.

"A further Summoning,” he said. "Buit first we shdl need an gppropriate sacrifice.”

| looked at Oona.

Did heintend to kill one of us?



Chapter Eighteen

Old Debtsand New Dreams

Oona nodded briefly and ran from the cave. Elric let her go. He paid no attention to me. | wondered if
i thiswas because he did not wish to improve his relationship with one whom he might soon need to kill.
Ironic, | thought, if my own sword drank my soul.

After atime, he got up, took ahorse, and began to walk back towards the entrance.

"Do you wish meto stay here?' | asked him.

"Asyou please," hesad.

So | followed him. My curiosity was far stronger than any fear that he might turn on me.

He had mounted and urged the horse forward through the darkness. Happily my own beast was
inclined to follow its companion. By thismeans, | kept pace with the Me nibonean.

At last thelights of Gaynor's camp could be seen again. It was till in confusion. We heard shouts and
curses. Elric dismounted, handed me hisreins and told me to wait. Then he made hisway cautiously
down towards the camp.

Fires had been extinguished and it was by no means as easy to see asit had been. But soon | began
to hear shouts and the wild, pleading cries, and | knew that Elric was replenishing his energy.

Some whilelater, his white face suddenly appeared from the darkness. His glittering, ruby eyeshad a
hot, satisfied look, and hislips were partly open as he panted like awell-fed wolf. | could see the blood
onhislips.

Blood caked the black blade he held in hisright hand. | knew it had taken a score of soulsto satisfy
both flesh and iron.

Werode back in silence and were not followed. | had the impression that Gaynor and his men were
gill riding the vast caverns of Mu Ooria, perhaps believing the last Lord of Melnibone to have returned to
theruined city.

Elric said nothing as he led the way through the blackness. He hunched over his saddle, till breathing
dowly, asated predator. As close as we were, both in mind and blood, | found mysalf shuddering at this
obscenity. Too much of my own blood was human, not enough Me nibonean, for meto relish the sight of
my kinsman or ancestor or whatever he was absorbing the souls he had stolen.

But what black soulsthey had been! | heard mysalf saying. Did they not serve some better purpose
now? Did they not deserveto diein this perverse and terrible way, given the crimes they had aready
committed, the blasphemiesthey had performed?

It was notin my civilized Christian soul to rejoice. | could only mourn the destruction of so many in
such an ungodly cause.

Once| thought | had lost Elric and lit my taper. Then | saw the creature's demonic face, hisglaring red
eyes, hisdisgusted mouth telling me to put the light out. He wasirritated by mein the way aman might be
irritated by abadly trained dog. | saw nothing human in that face. | had been stupid, nonetheless. Gaynor
must even now be returning from the city, having failed to find us. A tiny light in this blacknesswould be
seen for miles,

Only when we had found the tunndl again did Elric dlow meto light my way.

Oona had clearly been deeping when we returned. She darted a mysterious, concerned look at her
father and another at me. | could say nothing to her. | could tell her nothing. A vampiric symbiosis existed
between man and blade. Who could tell which fed the other? | guessed she was dready familiar with
these characterigtics. Her mother would have told her, if she had not observed them for hersalf by now.

Elric ssumbled to the center of the cave where we had arranged the huge bulk of the black cat. He
pressed his head againgt the body, against the thing's gigantic skull. He muttered and busied himsalf.
Oona could not answer my unspoken question. She watched in fascination as her father walked around
the great beast, muttering, making passagesin the air with hishand, asif trying to remember aspdll.

Perhaps he was doing exactly that.

After awhile helooked up, directly into our faces. "1 shdl need your help in this." He spoke dmost
impatiently, in self-disgust. He must have been surprised by his own continuing weakness. Perhapsthe



kind of sorcery he had aready performed drained him more than he expected.

| knew | had no choicein the matter. "What do you want?"

"Nothing yet. I'll tell you whenit'stime." His expression, when helooked at his daughter, was dmost
pitying. I'm not sureif | imagined it, but | thought she moved alittle closer to me for comfort.

Elric seemed to bein pain. Every muscle on his body appeared independently dive for amoment.
Then he subsided into swesting stillness. His eyes glared up into worlds and creatures far beyond my
understanding. Thewords, as | heard them, meant little, even though another part of me knew their
meaning dl too wdll.

One word had specia resonance: Meerclar—Meerclar— Meerclar—he repeated it over and over.
A name. It meant more than that. It meant afriend. A bond. Something resembling affection. Old blood.
Ancient ties.... And more. It meant bargains. Bargains struck to last for eternity. Bargains struck in blood
and souls. Bargains between one unhuman creature and another.

Meerclar! Theword was louder, sharper.

MEERCLAR! Hisface blazed like burning ivory. Hiseyeswere living cods. Hislong, wild hair
seethed about him like aliving thing. One hand held Ravenbrand on high. The other clutched at the air,
describing geometrieswhich existed in athousand dimensions.

meerclar! great lord of fang and claw!

meerclar! your children suffer. aid them,

meerclar! aid them in the name of our ancient COMPACT!

MEERCLAR!

The vocal cords strained and twisted to pronounce the name. His body pitched and shook like aship
in atyphoon. Hewas hardly in control of it. Y et dl the while he spoke and kept his grip on the Black
Sword.

A yowl from somewhere. A degp animd stink. The thrumming of breath. A swish, asof afdinetall.

MEERCLAR! SEKHMET'S FAVORITE SON! BORN OF OUR UNION. BORN OF THE
COMING TOGETHER OF LIFE AND DEATH. MEERCLAR, LORD OF THE CATS, HONOR
OUR COVENANT!

The body of the huge panther in the center of the cavern twitched and stretched. A massive puff rolled
from its chest. The whiskers straightened. But the eyes did not open and soon the cat was prone again,
asif something had sought to animateit and failed.

meerclar!

He summoned that most conservative of creatures, that least tractable of eementals, Meerclar, Son of
Sekhmet, the archetype of dl cats.

My doppelganger howled like agde. Hisvoicerose and fell in a series of shrieks and groanswhich
shook thewalls of our cave and must surely be heard outside, where Gaynor searched for us.

| realized Oona had vanished. Had Elric taken his own daughter for asacrifice? | would have believed
anything a that moment.

The horses, aready frightened, began to buck and whinny, retresting asfar asthey could from adark
shadow forming near the distant wall. A shadow that moved back and forth, like apacing beast. A
shadow that lifted agreat head, gave voice, quintes-sentidly feline, and began to harmonize with Elric.

A great black figure, tall and broad, but standing on two legs and looking down at us asit
materidized, uttered a huge, growling purr and dropped to al fours. The eyesbore an intelligence older
than Elric's. The handsome, wedge-shaped head was fierce with jutting whiskers, fangs and glowing
yellow and black eyes. The monstroustail lashed and threatened to destroy the remains of the
abandoned living quarters. The huge claws flexed and withdrew, flexed and withdrew. | wondered if this
mighty supernaturd cat had esten. For al my own naturd affinity with the species, | was nervous. | knew
that cats had little sense of regret or of consequence, and this one might eat us casudly, without malice or
even hunger.

Thiswas Meerclar, Lord of the Cats. Hisimage flickered alittle, in and out of the variousrealitieshe
inhabited. | had become used to witnessing this phenomenon in creatures which lived in more than one of
timésdimensons,



| feared for Oona. She was nowhere to be seen. Lord Meerclar had the air of a cat which had
recently feasted.

Had Oonanot told me earlier that one of the great panthers was her avatar in thisworld? But what
was the white hare?

How many avatars could a dreamthief possess?

How many lives?

Elric addressed Lord Meerclar. The great €lementa’s deep voice rumbled in response as Elric
recounted what had happened. How Lord Meerclar's own kin had been entranced and put into a
dumber that mugt ultimately kill them asthey sarved.

At thisthe mighty cat began to show some agitation. It paced on dl fours, tail lashing, breath
grumbling. Thenit sat, in thought, clawsflexing.

Inthefar corner, the terrified horses no longer snorted and dilated their eyes. They stood frozen,
perhaps certain that they must soon become Lord Meerclar's prey.

| was scarcely more active. | watched as Elric reversed the sword. He placed his two hands on the
hilt and stood with hislegs wide gpart staring up into the cat e emental’s huge face, till speaking in those
same strange tones.

| was shocked, therefore, when | felt something warm and damp upon my neck. Turning, | looked
graight into the muzzle of the panther, which | had assumed was dead. The big cat narrowed hiseyes
and avadt purr vibrated from his chest. | felt his spittle on my face, felt the hegt of him against my body.

In an extraordinary gesture of submission, the great panther crossed to Meerclar and Elric, laid his
head between his paws, and looked up into Meerclar's face.

A mighty purr escaped the Lord of the Cats, as of profound satisfaction, and the panther rose,
sretched, turned and trotted from the chamber. The beast looked asif it had just risen from aquick nap.

Oonawas gtill nowhere to be seen. | had an impulse to follow the panther. Meerclar then stretched his
huge muscles, his eyes narrowed, and he said something in his own language which | could not heer.

Elric was showing signs of consderable strain. His limbs shook. He could barely stand up. Hiseyes
had begun to take on aglazed look. His face was harrowed. | moved towards him, to help him, but he
saw me and signed me back.

The huge yellow eyesturned on me. They regarded me with dispassonate curiosity. | knew what it
must be like to be amouse in such asituation. All | could do was make a courteous bow and retrest.

This seemed to satisfy Lord Meerclar, who returned his attention to Elric. He was purring again, his
pleasure the result of whatever it was Elric had done. He praised my doppelganger. He expressed akind
of gratitude. Something seemed to embrace the Menibonean. And then the Lord of the Cats became
smoke.

And vanished.

"Whereis Oona?' | wanted to know. Elric tried to speak. Hiseyeslost focus. | caught him ashefell,
the great iron sword clattering to the floor. | thought the spell-making had taken too much. | thought it
hed killed him.

But | found apulse. | checked his eyes. He was in aswoon, perhaps a supernatural trance brought
about by his contact with the eementals. He was breathing heavily, asif drugged. | had seen menin
acoholic stupor, and others who had imbibed the famous Mickey Finn, who seemed more lively.
However, | was convinced he would not dieimmediately.

| considered going out of the cave again and seeking Oona, but common sense told me she was better
abletolook after hersalf. And if, as| suspected, she could change her shape—to that, specificaly, of a
white hare—she was out there somewhere. Unless she had, indeed, been given as hostage to Meerclar.
He might regard her, after dl, as one of hisown. And he might have demanded that she return home with
him.

A noise camefrom thetunnd. At first | assumed the panther had madeit. Then | identified it more
clearly. The sound of horses hooves, the clatter of harness and weaponry, of meta and leather. Warriors
riding towards us. Could they be the original inhabitants, come to reclaim their own quarters? It did not
seem likely.



We had no other way out of the cave and the man who might have saved uslay in an exhausted
dumber on the rocky floor. Oona, who could have defended us with her bow, was aso gone. | had no
weagpon.

| knelt beside Elric, trying to wake him, but he would not stir. His breething waslong, like that of a
hibernating animal, and | could not see his eyes. He was completely unconscious.

| reeched reluctantly towards the Raven Blade, till lying near hisright hand. Even asthetips of my
fingerstouched that strange, living iron, light came brawling into the cave. A mounted man with a brand.
Another behind him. And ancther.

Our own horses whinnied and pranced in recognition. The other horses snorted and stamped on the
floor of the cave. A coarse voice said something in German.

My fingers closed on the sword'sfamiliar hilt. Thetorchlight half blinded me, but | climbed to my fest,
using the sword to help me. | looked up and recognized the armored outline. Gaynor, of course, had
found us. No doubt he or one of his men had seen my foolish light or the panther leaving the cave
entrance and investigated.

Gaynor's unhappy laughter boomed in hishelm. "Thiswill make a splendid tomb for the pair of you. A
shame you will lie here unknown and forgotten for the rest of eternity.”

Hewas asplendid figure in hisslvery armor, ablack sword on hisleft hip and the mysteriousivory
sword on hisright. He had aglow about him that | could only believe was supernatura. Hisflesh had a
look of exaggerated health. He swaggered in the joy of it al and mocked thefeeblething | was.

Or had been.

My anger outweighed my fear. | reached and drew Ravenbrand to me. | held my old sword in my
two hands. | fdt itsfamiliar balance, coupled with an unfamiliar power. | snarled a him. As| gripped the
sword, some of that filthy, stolen vitaity coursed into me. It filled my veinswith dark energy. It filled them
with evil strength. Now | was laughing, aso. Laughing back a my cousin Paul Gaynor von Minct and
relishing hisdoom.

Part of mewas troubled by how | was behaving, but something of Elric wasin me now and the sword
responded to that.

"Greetings, Gaynor," | found mysdf saying. "I thank you for your courtesy in saving me the trouble of
tracking you down. Now | shal kill you."

Gaynor laughed in turn as he saw the prone Melnibonean. | suppose | must have looked alittle odd,
dressed in my tattered twentieth-century clothes, holding the great iron battle blade in two hands. But his
laughter wasn't as confident as it might have been and Klosterheim, beside him, was not at al amused.
He had not expected to find two of us.

"Wdl, cousin," Gaynor said, leaning on hispomme, "you've cometo prefer the darknessto thelight, |
see. Sdectiveignorance was always atrait of your sde of the family, en?”

| ignored this. "Y ou have done agreet dedl of killing Since we last met, Prince Gaynor. Y ou appear to
have daughtered an entire race.

"Oh, the Off-Moo! Who'sto tell, cousn? Who'sto tell? They suffered the deluson commonto all
isolated peoples. They decided that because they had never been conquered, they were invulnerable.
The British have the same delusion in your world, do they not?"

| was not here to discussimperia delusions or the philosophy of isolationism. | washereto kill him. A
completdy unfamiliar bloodiust wasrisnginme. | fdt it takemeinitsgrip. Not a pleasant sensation for
one of my basic disposition. Wasit aresponse to Gaynor's threats? Or was the sword transferring to me
what it had earlier transferred to Elric?

| trembled with the excess energy which pulsed through me. Now came unexpected desires of al
kinds, dl forming one single directive in my mind—kill Gaynor and any who rode with him. | anticipated
the sweet dicing of the sword into flesh, the impact of the bone asit shattered under sharpened sted
which dipped through muscles and sinew as smoothly as a poon through soup, leaving red ruin behind. |
anticipated the relish | would know as a human life was taken to feed my own greedy soul. | licked my
lips. | regarded Gaynor's followers as so much food and Gaynor himsdlf the tastiest choice of dl. | could
fedl my own hot breath panting in my throet, the sdiva, blood as sdt, on my tongue and | had begun to



scent at the men and beasts before me, recognizing each individua by their specific smell. | could smell
their blood, their flesh, their swest. | could even smell thetearsas| took my first Nazi and he wept briefly
for hismorta soul as| sucked it from him.

Theyelling in the cave, the stamp of the horses and the clash of metd, echoed everywhere. It was
impossibleto tell where al my enemieswere. | killed two before | redized it and their souls went to
strengthen me, so that | moved with even greater speed, the sword writhing and turning in my handslike
aliving cregture, killing, killing, killing. Killing, while laughed my wolf's laugh and dedicated my victims
to eternd service with Duke Arioch of Chaos.

Gaynor, typicdly, had thrown his men to the front. Within the confines of that cavern | could not easily
reach either him or Klosterheim. | had to hack my way through men and horses.

| saw my cousin pull something from within hiscothing. A golden gtaff, raging with fiery light, asif dl
thelife of dl the worldswas contained within. He held it before him as one might hold aweapon and
then, from his scabbard, he drew Stormbringer, the blade he had stolen from my doppel ganger, brother
to the Raven Sword | now held.

It did not dlarm me. | leaped and diced and was amost upon my cousin as hetook in hisreins,
cursing at me, the Runestaff returned to his shirt, the black blade howling. | knew that the blade could not
be resheathed until it had taken souls. That was the bargain one dways made with such asword.

Urging his men forward, the Knight of the Balance turned his greet pae horse back into the tunnel and
ydled for Klosterheim to follow. But | was between him and Klosterheim, who was grappling &t his
horsgsreins. | swung my sword upwards, trying to get through his guard. Every time | struck, the Raven
Sword was countered by Stormbringer. By now both swords were howling like wolves and shrieking as
they clashed, their red runesrippling up and down the black iron like static dectricity. And that hideous
grength till flowed into my veins.

Gaynor was neither laughing nor cursing. He was screaming.

Something happened to him every time the two swords crossed.

He began to blaze with an eerie crimson fire. The fire burned only briefly, and when it went out,
Gaynor looked even more drawn.

Metal met meta with aterrible clang and every time the same fire raged through Gaynor.

| did not understand what was happening, but | pressed my advantage.

Then, to my astonishment, my cousin let go of the Black Sword and his|eft hand reached for theivory
blade, scabbarded on his opposite hip.

For some reason this amused me. | swung afurther arc of iron and he bent backwards, barely
avoiding it. Theivory sword met the black and for amoment it was asif | had hit awall at sixty milesan
hour. | was ingtantly stopped. The Black Sword continued to moan and its remaining energy till passed
into me, but the white sword had countered it. | swung again. Gaynor, untri-umphant but clearly glad
enough to survive, spurred his horse into the darkness of the passage, Klosterheim and the remains of his
band fast behind him.

| was suddenly too wesk to continue after them. My own legs buckled. | was paying the pricefor dl
that unexpected power.

| tried to keep my senses, knowing that Gaynor would immediately teke advantage of meif he knew
that I, like Elric, had collapsed.

| could do nothing to save mysdlf.

| sstumbled deeper into the cavern, now acharnel house of dead horses and human corpses, and tried
to reach Elric, to revive him, to warn him of what was happening.

My pale hand reached out towards his white, unresponsive face, and then | was absorbed by
darkness, vulnerable to anything that now desired my life.

| heard my name being cdled. | guessed it was Gaynor, returning to have his revenge upon me.

| took afresh grip on the sword, but the energy no longer filled me. | had paid my price for what it
had given me. It had paid its price to me.

I remember thinking, sardonically, that the account was now fully closed.

But I looked up into Oonas face, not Gaynor's. Had any time passed? | could still smell the blood



and torn flesh, the ordure of savage battling. | could fedl cold iron against my hand. But | was too weak
to rise. Shelifted me. She gave me water and some kind of drug which set my veinsto shaking before|
drew along, deep breath and was able to get to my fest.

"Gaynor?"

"Already witnessing the destruction of hisarmy," she said. She had an air of satisfaction. | had the
impression her lipswere bloody. Then shelicked them, like a cat, and they were clean.

"How s0? The Off-Moo?'

"Meerclar's children,” she said. "All the panthers were revived. They wasted no time hunting down
their favorite prey. The troogs are dead or fled and most of the savages have gone back to their old
territories. Gaynor can no longer protect them againgt their traditional enemies. They would be going to
their ingtant doom if they followed him into the Grey Fees."

" S0 he cannot conquer the Grey Fees?'

"He believes he has the power to do it without hisarmy. For he has the white sword and he hasthe
cup. These he believes contain the power of Law, and he believes the power of Law will give him the
Grey Fees™

"Even | know that's madness!" | began to walk unsteadily to where the Menibonean was il lying.
Now, however, he had the air of aman experiencing ordinary deep. "What can we do to sop him?"

"Therésachance," she said quietly, "that he cannot be stopped. Just by introducing those two great
objects of power into the Grey Fees he could unbaance the entire multiverse, sending it spinning to its
eterna detruction and dll living, feding crestureswith it.”

"Oneman?' | said. "One morta ?'

"Whatever happens,” shesaid, "it is predicted that the fate of the multiverse shal depend upon the
actions of one mortal man. That encourages Gaynor. He thinks heisthe morta chosen for that honor.”

"Why should he not be?!

"Because another has dready been chosen,” she said.

"Do you know who it is?"

"Yes

| waited, but she said no more. She leaned over her father, testing for his pulse, checking hiseyes, just
as| had earlier. She shook her head. "Exhaugted,” she said. "Nothing €lse. Too much sorcery, even for
him." Sherolled up acloak and put it under his head. It was a strange, rather touching gesture. All around
uswas death and destruction. Spilled blood was everywhere, yet Elric's daughter behaved dmost asiif
she kissed achild good night in its own bed.

She picked up Stormbringer and resheathed it for him. Only then did | redize | ill held Ravenbrand
in my hand. Oonahad found Elric's sword where Gaynor had hurled it when it turned on him and instead
of giving him strength, burned up what remained of his energy.

"Well," | said, "a least we have the stolen sword back."

Oonanodded reflectively. "Yes," she sad, "Gaynor must change his plans.

"Why didn't Stormbringer feed off him earlier?”

"By betraying Miggea, he dso lost her help. He seemed to think he would be ableto keep it, in spite
of her being a prisoner. She hasto be ableto exert her will in order to aid him, and he ensured that she
could not."

| heard amumble and looked to where Elric lay. He stirred. Hislips formed words, tiny sounds.
Troubled sounds. The sounds of adistant nightmare.

Oonalaid her cool hand upon her father's forehead. The Me nibonean immediately breathed more
regularly and his body no longer twitched and trembled.

When, eventudly, he opened his eyes, they werefull of wiseintelligence.

"Atlagt," hesad. "Thetide can beturned.” His hand went to the handle of his runesword and
caresd it. | had the fedling she had somehow communicated everything that had happened to him. Or
did he get it telepathicaly from me?

"Perhapsit can be, Father." Oonalooked around her, asif seeing the Sgns of battle for thefirst time.
"But | fear it will take more resources than we can summon now."



The Prince of Menibone began torise. | offered him my arm. He hesitated, then took it with an
expression of profound irony on hisface.

" S0 now we are both whole men again,” he said.

| wasimpatient with this. "I need to know what unique quditiesthat staff or cup or whatever itisand
that white sword have.

Why are wefighting for possession of them? What do they represent to Gaynor?”'

Elric and Oonagtared at me in some surprise. They had concealed nothing ddliberately from me. They
had smply not thought to tell me.

"They exist in your own legends,” said Oona. ™Y our family protected them on your plane. That isyour
traditional duty. According to your legendsthe Grall isacup with magica properties, which can restore
lifeand can only be beheld initstrue, pure form by aknight of equaly true and pure soul. The sword is
the traditiona sword which bestows great nobility upon itswielder, if used in anoble cause. It has been
caled many names. It waslost and Gaynor sought it. Klosterheim got it from Bek. Miggeatold him thet if
he bore both the black sword and the white and took them, together with the Grail, into the Grey Fees,
he would be able to set hiswill upon existence. He could re-create the multi-verse.”

| found thisincredible. "He believed such nonsense?"

Oona hestated. Then shesaid: "He believed it."

| thought for amoment. | was atwentieth-century man. How could | give any credibility to such
mythica tomfoolery? Perhagpsall | was doing was dreaming after hearing some overblown piece of
Sturm und Drang. Was| trapped in the story of Parsifal, The Flying Dutchman and
Gotterdammerung dl at the sametime? Of courseit wasimpossible to pursue such logic. Not only had
| been party to Elric's padt, his entire experience of the sorcerous realms, but | recollected everything |
had seen since escaping from the Nazi concentration camp. From the moment my sword clove the cliff of
Hameln, | had accepted the laws of wizardry.

| began to laugh. Not the mad laughter 1'd offered Gaynor, but natural, good-humored self-mockery.

"And why should he not have done?" | said. "Why should he not believe anything he chooses?'



Chapter Nineteen

Beyond the Grey Fees

We must follow Gaynor,” said Oona. " Somehow we must stop him."

"His soldiers are scattered or destroyed,” | said. "What harm can he do?"

"A great ded,” shesad. "He dill hasasword and the Grail."

Elric confirmed this. "If we are swift, we could stop him reaching the Grey Fees. If we do that, we
ghall dl befree of hisambitions. But the Fees are maleable—subject to human will, it'ssaid. If that will is
complemented with Gaynor's new power ..."

Oonawas striding for the tunndl. She disgppeared into the shadows. "Follow me," shesaid. "I'll find
him."

We mounted wearily, Elric and I. Each of us had ablack runesword at hisbelt. For thefirst time since
thisaffair started, there was real hope we could capture Gaynor before he did further damage. Perhaps|
was stupid to believe that the ownership of a sword conferred a sense of salf-respect upon me, but | now
felt Elric'sequd. Not just the sword, but what | had done with it made me proud to ride beside the
gloomy Prince of Ruinsin pursuit of akinsman till capable of destroying the fundamental matter of
exigence.

That | should fed sdlf-respect asaresult of killing amost haf-a-score of my fellow human beingswas
amark of what | had become since my capture by the Nazis. |, who in common with most of my family,
abhorred war and was disgusted by mankind's willingnessto kill their own so readily, in such numbers
and with such abandon, was now as thoroughly blooded as any of the Nazis we fought herein the world
of Mu Ooria. And the strongest thing | felt was satisfaction. | looked forward to killing the rest.

Inaway the Nazis rgection of traditional humanism led to their appdling fates. It is one thing to mock
the subtle infrastruc-tures of acivil society, to claim they serve no purpose, but quite another to tear them
down. Only when they were gone did we realize how much our safety and sanity and civic well-being
depended on them. Thisfascist lesson islearned over and over again, even into modern times.

Emerging from the tunnel with guttering torches we saw ahead of us one of the panthers awakened by
Elric's sorcery. The beast turned bright knowing eyes on us. It was leading us through the caverns,
searching, | was certain, for my cousn Gaynor.

Was the panther Oona? Or was the beast mentally controlled by my doppelganger's daughter?
Mystified, we could do nothing save trust the beast as it padded ahead of us, occasionally looking back
to make sure we followed.

| was haf expecting another ambush from afurious Gaynor. My cousin would be considering his
revenge on us adready. But | soon redlized he would no longer be flinging an army into the Grey Fees. His
army had been destroyed.

Asif to demondrate this destruction, the panther led us straight through Gaynor's camp. The big cats
had done their work swiftly and efficiently. Ruined troog bodies lay everywhere, most with ther throats
torn out. The savages had also been attacked, but clearly agreat many of them had fled back to their
own territories. | doubted if Gaynor would be able to raise another army from their ranks.

A weird howling came from behind us, asif jackas mourned their own kind, and then, from around a
huge stalagmite rode Gaynor. Klosterheim and the remains of his men followed him, though not with
enthusiasm. Gaynor whirled the great ivory runesword around his head, bearing down on uswith
sngle-minded hatred. | could not tell if the sounds came from him or the blade.

Elricand | acted asone.

Our swordswerein our hands. Their murmuring became ashrill whine modifying to afull-throated
howl which made the white blade's sound seem feeble.

Gaynor had become used to unchallenged power. He seemed surprised by this resistance, in spite of
his recent experience. He tugged on hisreins, bringing his horse to askidding turn and urged hismen
towards us.

Onceagain| fet the battle frenzy in my veins. | fdt it threstening to take over my entire being. Beside
me Elric was laughing as he spurred towards the leading rider. The howling of his sword changed, first to



triumph asit bit into itsvictim's breast, then to a satiated murmur asit drank the man's soul.

My own black battle blade twisted in my hand, thrusting forward before | could react, taking the next
rider in the head, shearing off half his skull in the process. And again the sword drank, uttering athirsty
croon asthe Nazi's life essence poured into it and mixed with mine. Those who lived by the sword, |
thought. . . Theideatook on an entirely new meaning. | saw Klosterheim and urged my horse towards
him. Elric and Gaynor were fighting on horseback, sword against svord. Two more of Gaynor's men
camea me. | swung the heavy sword—it moved like a pendulum—and took the first rider inthe side,
the second, as| swung back behind me, in thethigh. Asthefirst died, | finished the second. Their
soulless remains dumped like so much butcher's meet in their saddles. | found myself laughing &t this. |
turned again and met the crazed ruby blaze of Elric's own eyes, my eyes, glaring back a me.

Gaynor jumped his horse over apile of bodies and turned, the Runestaff held in his gauntleted hand.
"Y ou cannot kill mewhilel hold this. You arefoolsto try. And while| hold this—I hold the key to dl
Crestion!"

Elricand | did not have horses capable of jumping so high. We were forced to ride around the pile of
corpses while Klosterheim and the three remaining Nazis interposed themsel ves between us and our
quarry.

"I'm no longer Knight of the Balance," Gaynor raved, "I am Creator of All Existencel” Lifting the white
sword and the Runestaff over his head, he spurred his horse, galloping off into the misty blackness,
leaving hisfollowersto dow our pursuit.

| took no pleasurein that killing. Only Klosterheim escaped, disappearing soundlesdy amongst the
great pillars. | made to go after him, but Elric stopped me. "' Gaynor must be our only prey." He pointed.
"L et her guide us. She can follow his scent.”

The panther padded on without pause and our tireless blind horses trotted behind it.

Oncel thought I heard Gaynor's laughter, the galloping of hooves, and then | saw a blaze of golden
light asif the Grail Sgnded its own abduction. The pearly grey of the horizon grew wider and taller ahead
of usuntil itslight spread like agentle blanket of mist over the whole vast forest of stone. Theair had
grown noticeably cooler and therewas aclean quaity toit | could not identify. For awhile that
featurdess grey field filled me with utter terror. | looked upon endless nothingness. Thefinae of the
multiverse. Limbo.

The calmness of it frightened me. But the fear began to disappear and was replaced by an equaly
strong sense of reconciliation, of peace. | had been here before, after al. None of these emotions
affected the course of our actions, however, for the blind horses bore us relentlessly on. The panther
continued to lead us and gradudly, without any drametic event, we found ourselves dowly absorbed into
the gentle grey mist.

The mist had asubstantia qudity toiit. | could not rid mysdlf of the sense that Gaynor and Klosterheim
might rush on us suddenly from ambush. Even when, for afew brief moments, the air ahead of uswas
filled with the brilliant scarlet and green of huge, delicate amaryllis bloomsand creamy iris, | did not drop
my guard.

"What wasthat?" | asked Elric.

The sorcerer offered me acrooked smile. "1 don't know. Someone's sudden thought?”

Had those shapes been formed spontaneoudy by the strange, rich mist? | felt the stuff could create
recognizable shapes at any moment. While | had expected something more spectacular from the
legendary Grey Fees, | wasrelieved that it was not the roiling tangled strands of Chaos others had led me
to expect. | had the feding | would only have to concentrate to see my own most bizarre imaginings
made concrete. | scarcely dared think of Gaynor and Klosterheim for fear of conjuring them into being!

The sound of our horses, of our harness, of our very bresthing, seemed amplified by the mist. The
panther's outline was hdf-hidden by it, but remained just in view, a shadow. Whether we rode on rock or
hard earth was impossible to tell now, for the pewter-colored fog engulfed the horsesto their bellies,
washing around them like quicksilver.

The ground beneath us became softer, aturf, and the sounds were more muffled. A slencewas
gradualy dominating us. The tenson was till considerable. | spoke briefly to Elric. My voice seemed to



be snatched away, deadened.

"Wevelost him, en? He's escaped into the Fees. And that, | understand, isadisaster.”

When hereplied | wasnot sureif he spoke or if | read hismind. "It makes the task more difficult.”

Everything was becoming less certain, less defined, no doubt aquality of the Grey Fees. It was
supposed to be, after dl, the unformed fundamenta stuff of the multiverse. But no matter how obscured,
the panther remained in sight. Our path remained constant. Gaynor remained athrest.

The panther stopped without warning. It lifted its handsome face, sniffing, listening, one paw raised.
Thetail lashed. The eyes narrowed. Something perturbed the greet, black cat. It hesitated.

Elric dismounted, wading chest-high through the mist to where the panther stood. The mist thickened
and | lost sght of him for amoment. When | next saw him he wastalking to ahuman figure. | thought at
first we had found Gaynor.

The figure turned and came back with him. Oona carried her bow and her quiver over her shoulder.
She might have been taking acasua stroll. Her grin was chalenging and told me to ask no questions.

| till did not know if shewas asorceress, anillusonig, or if she merely controlled the movements of
the panther or the hare. | had no clear idea of the magic involved. | was now perfectly prepared to
accept that it was indeed magic that | witnessed. These people manipulated the multiversein wayswhich
were normal for them but which were totaly mystifying to me. Once| redized that my own familiar
twentieth century seemed aworld of bizarre, chaotic mechanica invention to others, as mysteriousto
them astheirswasto me, that it till represented aterrifying conundrum to demigods able to manipulate
worlds with their own mental powers, | began to accept for its own sake everything | experienced. | did
not attempt, as some lunatic mapmaker might, to impose the grid of my own limited experience and
imagination upon al this complexity. | had no wish, indeed, to make any mark onit. | preferred to
explore and watch and fedl. The only way to understand it at al wasto experienceit.

The pearly mist continued to swirl around us as| joined Oonaand Elric. The Grey Fees| had crossed
before had been more populous. She frowned, puzzled. "Thisisnot,” she said amost disgpprovingly, "my
natura eement.”

"Which way havethey gone?' | asked. "Do you still have their scent, Lady Oona?!

"Too much of it," she said. She dropped to one knee and made a sweep with her |eft hand, asif
clearing awindow. Her gesture reveded a bright, sunny scene. " Seel™

A scenel immediately recognized.

| gasped and moved forward, reaching towards that gap in the mist. | felt I'd been given my childhood
back. But sherestrained me. "1 know," shesaid. "It isBek. But | do not think it is your salvation, Count
Ulric."

"What do you mean?"'

Sheturned to her right and cleared another spacein the mist.

All wasred and black turmoil. Beast-headed men and man-headed beastsin bloody conflict. Churned
mud amogt asfar as the eye could see. On the horizon the ragged outline of atal-towered city. Towards
it, in triumph, rode the figure of Prince Gaynor von Minct—the one who would cometo be called
Gaynor the Damned.

Elric craned forward thistime. He recognized the city. It was asfamiliar to him as Bek wasto me.
Familiar to me, too, now that our memories and minds had bonded. Imrryr, the Dreaming City, capital of
Melnibone, the Ide of the Dragon Lords. Flames fluttered like flags from the topmost windows of her
towers.

| looked back. Bek was il there. The green, gentle hills, the thick, welcoming woods, the old stones
of thefortified manor farm. But now | saw that there was barbed wire around the walls. Machine-gun
emplacements at the gates. Guard dogs prowling the grounds. SS uniforms everywhere. A big Mercedes
staff car drove into view, speeding down the road to my old home. The driver was Klosterheim.

"How—"7" | began.

"Exactly,” said Oona. "Too much spoor, as| said. He took two paths and there heisin two different
worlds. He haslearned more than most of us can ever know about existing in the timelessinfinity of the
multiverse. He il fights on at least two fronts. Which could be hisweakness..."



"It seemsto be hisstrength,” said Elric with hisusud dry irony. "Heis breaking every rule. It'sthe
secret of hispower. But if those rules no longer have meaning .. ."

"He haswon dready?

"Not everywhere," said Oona. But it was clear she had no ideawhat to do next.

Elrictook theinitiative.

"Heisin two places—and we can be in two places. We have two swords now and sword can cal to
sword. | mugt follow Gaynor to Menibone and you must follow him to Bek."

"How can you seethese places?' | asked her. "How do you select them?”

"Because | desireit?' She lowered her eyes. "We are not told," she said. "What if the Grey Feesare
created by the will and imaginations of mortals and immortas? What they most wish for and most fear
aretherefore created here. Crested over and over again. Through the extraordinary power of human
memory and desire.”

"Created and re-created throughout eternity,” mused Elric. Helaid his gauntleted hand on the pommel
of hisruneblade. "Alwaysalittle different. Sometimes dramaticaly so. Memory and desire. Altered
memories. Changing desires. The multiverse proliferates, growing like the veinsin aledf, the branchesina
tree”

"What we must not forget,” said Oona, "isthat Gaynor hasin his hands the power to creste amost
any dedred redlity. The power of the Grail, which isrightfully yoursto protect but never directly use."

In spite of our bizarre circumstances, | found mysdlf laughing. "Rightfully mine? | would have thought
such power wasrightfully Chrit'sor God's. If God exigts. Or is He the Balance, the great mediator of
our cregivity?'

"That's the cause of much theologica discussion,” said Oona, "especialy amongst dreamthieves. After
al, they live by stolen dreams. In the Grey Fees, they say, dl dreams cometrue. And dl nightmares.”

| felt helpless, staring around mein that void, my eyes constantly returning to those two scenes. They
only reminded me of our quandary. They, too, could be an illus on—perhaps created by Oona hersdlf,
using the arts she had learned from her mother? | had no reason to trust her, or to believe she acted from
atruism, but no reason not to ether.

| felt afrustrated fury building in me. | wanted to draw my sword and cut through the mist, cut my way
through to Bek, to my home, to the more peaceful past.

But there was a swastikaflag flying over Bek. | knew that scenewasno lie.

Elric was amiling hisold, wan amile. "Difficult,” he said, "to follow aman who travelsin two directions
at once. Reluctant as we are to accept this, | do not believe we can continue this adventure together, my
friends. Y ou two must follow him one way—I'll seek to stop him the other.”

"Surely we weaken our power by doing that?' We knew we fought against the L ords of the Higher
Worlds aswell as Gaynor and Klosterheim.

"We wesken our power sgnificantly,” agreed Elric, "perhgpsimpossibly. But we havelittle choice. |
shal go back to Imrryr to fight Gaynor there. Y ou must go to your own realm and do the same. He
cannot have the Grail in two places a once. That isacertain impossibility. He will haveit, therefore,
whereit will serve him best. Whoever findsit first must somehow warn the others.”

"And where might such aplace be?' | asked.

He shook his head. "Anywhere," he said.

Oonawas less uncertain. "That is one of many thingswe do not know," she said. "There aretwo
places he might go. Morn, whose stones he needs to harness the power of Chaos, or Bek."

Elric remounted his blind horse. The beast whinnied and snorted, Ssamping at the mist. He urged it
forward, towards the scene of turmoil which opened to absorb him. He turned, drawing his greet blade
and saluted me. It was afarewdll. It was apromise. He then rode into the battling beasts, hisblack
sword blazing in hisright hand as he urged the horse towards Imrryr.

With atouch of her staff Oona sent my horse racing back into the mist. The beast would have no
trouble getting home. Taking my arm Oonaled me forward until we stood smelling the summer grass of
Bek, looking down a my ancient home and redizing, for thefirst time, that it had been turned into a
fortress. Some kind of important SS operations center, | guessed.



We dropped to the ground. | prayed we had not been seen. SS people were everywhere. Thiswas
no ordinary establishment. It was thoroughly guarded, with machine-gun posts and heavy barbed wire.
Two crude barbicans of wire surrounded the moat.

We crept down the hills away from Bek'stowers. | was easily able to guide Oonathrough the dense
undergrowth of our forest-land. | knew as many trails as the foxes or rabbits who inhabited these woods
when Beks had cleared the land to build their first house. We had lived in harmony, for the most part,
down al those centuries.

My home had become an obscenity, a shameful outrage. Once it had stood for everything Germans
held to be of value—prudent socid progress, tradition, culture, kindness, learning, love of the land—and
now it stood for everything we had once loathed; intolerance, disrespect, intemperate power and harsh
crudty. | fet asif | and my entire family had been violated. | knew full well how Germany had aready
been violated. | knew the nature of that evil and | knew it had not been spawned from German soil alone,
but from the soil of dl those warring nations, the greed and fear of dl those petty, sdf-serving politicians
who had ignored the real desires of their voters, al those opposing political formulag, dl those ordinary
citizenswho had failed to examine what their leaderstold them, who had | et themselves be led into war
and ultimate damnation and who il followed leaders whose policies could only end in their destruction.

What wasthiswill to death which seemed to have engulfed Europe? A universa guilt? Its utter failure
to liveup toits Chrigtian ideds? A kind of madness in which sentiment was contrasted by action at every
turn?

Night came at last. Nobody hunted us. Oona found some old newspapersin aditch. Someone had
dept on them. They were yelow, muddy. She read them carefully. And, when she had finished, shehad a
plan. "Wemust find Herr El," she said. "Prince Lobkowitz. If | am right, he'sliving quietly under an
assumed name in Hensau. Time has passed here. We are severa years further on than when you | eft
Germany. Hensau iswhere he will be. Or was, the last time | wasin 1940."

"What do you mean? Y ou are atimetraveler, too?"

"l once thought so, until | understood that timeisafield, and the same event takes place over and
over again within that field, dl at the sametime. How we sdlect from that field gives usa sense of the
multiverse's mortality. We are not redly time-traveling but shifting from one redlity to another.

"Timeisrdative. Timeissubjective. Timedtersitsqudities.

It can be ungtable. It can betoo stable. Time variesfrom realm to relm. We can leave thisrealm and
find oursalvesin asimilar one, only separated by centuries. By this same process people sometimes
believe they have discovered time travel. We escaped from Hamelnin 1935, | believe. Five years ago. It
isnow the summer of 1940 and your country isat war. She appears to have conquered most of Europe.”

The old newspapers gave no idea of what events had led to the current Situation, but "bravelittle
Germany" was now fighting aone againgt adozen aggressve nations bent on taking back what little they
had not aready looted. According to the Nazi press, Germany for her part was merely demanding the
land she needed for her peoples to expand—a region she was calling Greater Germany. A bastion
againg the Communist Goliath. Some European nations were dready described as''provinces' of
Germany while others were included in the German "family." France had reached acompromise, while
Italy under Mussolini was an dly. Poland, Denmark, Belgium, Holland. All defeated. | was horrified.
Hitler had come to power promising the German people peace. We had yearned for it. Honest, tolerant
people had voted for anyone who would restore civil order and avert the threat of war. Adolf Hitler had
now taken usinto aworse war than any previous one. | wondered if his admirers were cheering him quite
s0 enthusiastically now. For al our saf-destructive Prussian rhetoric, we were fundamentaly a peaceful
people. What mad dream had Hitler invented to induce my fellow Germansto march again?

At last | dept. Immediately my head wasfilled with dreams. With violent battle and bizarre
gpparitions. | was experiencing everything my doppel ganger was experiencing. Only while awake could |
keep him out of my mind, and even then it was difficult. | had no ideawhat he did, save that he had
returned to Imrryr and from there gone underground. A scent of reptiles. . .

Awake again, | continued to read al | could. Most of what | read produced fresh questions. | could
not believe how easly Hitler had come to power and why more people were not ressting, though the



blanket of liesissued by the newspapers stopped many decent people from having aclear idea of how
they could challenge the Nazi stranglehold. Otherwise, | had to piece together the picture for myself. It
left many questions.

| learned most of the answers when we eventually found our way to Lobkowitz's gpartment in
Hensau, traveling a night for dmost aweek, scarcely daring the woodland trails, let donethe main
roads. | was glad to deep during daylight hours. It made my dreamsalittle easier. The newspapers, once
read, were used to wrap around Ravenbrand. Our weapons seemed scarcely adequate to challenge the
amaments of the Third Reich.

Everywhere we saw signs of anation at war. Long trains carrying munitions, guns, soldiers. Convoys
of trucks. Droning squadrons of bombers. Screaming fighters. Large movements of marching men.
Sometimes we saw more sinister things. Cattle trucks full of wailing human beings. We had no idea at that
time the scae of the murders Hitler practiced on his own people and the conquered citizens of Europe.

We traveled extremely cautioudy, anxious not to draw the attention of even the most minor authority,
but Oonarisked stealing a dressfrom aclothedine. "The Gypsieswill be blamed, | suppose.”

Hensau, having no railway station and no main road, was rdaively quiet. The usua Nazi flagsflew
everywhere and the SS had a barracks nearby, but the town was mostly free of military people. We
could see why L obkowitz had chosen it.

When we eventualy stood before him, Oonain her rather flimsy stolen dress, we must have looked a
wretched sight. We were half-starved. | wasin rags. We bore incongruous weapons. | had not changed
clothes for days and was desperately tired.

L obkowitz laughed as he offered us drinks and told us to seat ourselvesin his comfortable easy
chairs. "l can get you out of Germany,” he said. "Probably to Sweden. But that's about the limit of the
help | can giveyou at present.”

It emerged that he was running akind of "underground railway" for those who had aroused Nazi
displeasure. Most went to Sweden, while others went through Spain. He regretted, he said, that he had
no magica powers. No way of opening the moonbeam roads to those who sought freedom. "The best |
can promisethemis Americaor Britain,” he said. "Even the British Empire can't and against the
Luftwaffe much longer. | have soldier friends. Another few months and Britain will seek an armitice. |
sugpect shewill fall. And with the capitulation of the Empire, Germans need not fear American
involvement. It'sthe triumph of evil, my dears”

He apol ogized for making such mel odramatic statements. "But these are mel odrameatic times.

"Theirony," he continued, "isthat what you seek isadready at Bek."

"But Bek istoo heavily guarded for usto attack her,” said Oona.

"What isit that we seek?" | asked wearily. "A gaff? A cup? Isn't there another one that will do?"

"These are unique objects,”" Prince Lobkowitz said. "They take different forms. They have some sort
of will, though it isnot consciousin the sameway asours. You call one object the Holy Grail. Y our
family was entrusted to guard it. Wolfram von Eschenbach speaks of such atrust. Y our father, half-mad,
had not easily accepted this story. When he lost the Grail, he felt obliged to get it back and in so doing he
killed himsdf."

"Killed himsdf? Then Gaynor's accusations were true! | had no idea—"

"Clearly the family wished to avoid scandd,” Prince Lobkowitz continued. "They said hedied inthe
subsequent fire, but the truth is, Count von Bek, your father was wracked by guilt—every kind of
guilt—for your mother's desth, his own failings, hisinability to shoulder the family responsibilities. Indeed,
asyou know, hefound it difficult to communicate with his own children. But he was neither acoward nor
oneto escapetheinevitable. He did hisbest and he died in the attempt.”

"Why should he place such importance on the Grail ?* | asked.

"Such objects have great power in Teutonic mythology, too,

which iswhy Hitler and his disciples are so greedy to possessthem. They believe that with the Grall
and Charlemagne's sword in their hands, they will have the supernaturad means, aswel asthe military
means, of defeating Britain. Britainisdl that gandsin theway of the triumph of the German Empire. The
cup ismore important than the sword, in this case. The sword isan arm. It has no independent life. There



should, in truth, be two swords on either side of the cup for the magic to work at itsfullest. Or so I'm
told. What Gaynor thinks he will achieve, | do not entirely know, but Hitler and hisfriends are convinced
that something monumenta will happen. I've heard arumor about aritua called Blood-in-the-Bowl.
Soundslike afary story, en? Virgins and magic swords."

"We must try to get the Grail back," | said. "That iswhat we are hereto do."

L obkowitz spoke softly, dmost by way of confirmation. ™Y our father feared Bek would perish once
the Grall left your family's safekeeping. He feared the entire family would perish. Y ou, of course, are his
last remaining son.”

Thiswas not something | needed to be reminded of. The waste of my brothers livesin the Great War
dill made me despair. "Did my father sart the firewhich killed him?

"No. Thefirewasaresult of the demon who volunteered his assstancein fulfilling your family trust. A
reasonable thought, | suppose, in the circumstances. But your father was at best an amateur sorcerer.
The creature was not properly contained with the pentagram. Rather than defend the Grall, it stoleit!"

"The demon was Arioch?'

"The 'demon’ was our friend Klosterheim, then in the service of Miggea of Law. Shewas drooling
crazy and fedling her power wane. Klosterheim served Satan until Satan proved insufficiently committed
to the cause of evil and sought areconciliation with God through the medium of your Bek ancestors.
Through your namesake, as amatter of fact. Y our ancestor was charged by Satan himsdlf to find the
Grail and keep it, until such time as God and Satan shdll be reconciled.”

"Fanciful old stories” | said. "They do not even have the authenticity of myth!™

" Stories our immediate ancestors choseto forget,” said the Austrian quietly. "But you have more than
one dark legend attached to your family name—even into recent timeswith the Mirenburg legend of
Crimson Eyes.”

"Another peasant firesde tale,” | said. "Theinvention of the undereducated. Y ou know that Uncle
Bertieis now doing a perfectly respectable job in Washington.”

"Actudly, he'sin Augtralianow. But | take your point. Y ou must admit, my dear Count Ulric, that
your family's history was never as uneventful asthey pretended. More than one of your kinsmen or
ancestors has reason to agree.”

| shrugged. "If you will, Prince Lobkowitz. But that history haslittle to do with our current problems.
We must find the Grail and the Sword but need your suggestions as to how we might get them back.”

"Where ds2?' he said. "l havetold you. Where the Grail has been for so many centuries. At Bek.
That iswhy the placeis so heavily fortified and guarded, why Klosterheim keegps permanent guard over
the Grail chamber, ashe cdllsit. Y ou know it asyour old armory.”

That place had dways possessed an atmosphere. | cursed mysdf. "We saw Klosterheim go to Bek.
Arewetoo late? Has he removed the Grail 7'

"1 doubt he would wish to do that. | haveit on the best authority that Hitler himsdlf, together with
Hess, Goring, Goebbels, Himmler and company, are al making plansto meet at Bek. They can hardly
believethair luck, I'd guess. But they wish to ensureit! France hasfalen and only Britain, aready
half-defeated, gandsin their way. German planes have attacked British shipping, lured fightersinto
combat and weakened an already weak RAF. Before they invade by seaand land, they intend to destroy
al main cities, especidly London. They are preparing avast aerid armadaat this very moment. For al |
know itisonitsway. Thereisvery littletime. Thismeeting at Bek involves someritud they beieve will
grengthen their hand even more and ensure that their invasion of Britain is completely successful.”

| wasdisbdlieving. "They areinsane.”

He nodded his head. "Oh, indeed. And something within them must understand that. But they have
had total success so far. Perhaps they believe these spells are the reason for it. Clearly whatever
supernaturad aid they have caled upon is not disgppointing them. Y et it is unstable magic—in unstable
hands. And it could result in the desth of everything. Like Gaynor and the rest of their kind, their
ignorance and disdain for redlity will eventualy destroy them. They relish the notion of Gotterdammerung.
These people seek oblivion by any means. They are the worst kind of self-deceiving cowards and
everything they build isaramshackle sham. They have the taste of the worst Hollywood producers and



the egos of the worst Hollywood actors. We have cometo an ironic moment in history, | think, when
actors and entertainers determine the fate of the real world. Y ou can see how quickly the gap between
action and affect widens. . . Of coursethey are expert illusionists, like Mussolini for instance, but illusion
isall they offer—that and avast amount of unearned power. The power to fake redlity, the power to
deceive theworld and destroy it under the weight of so much fasification. The lessthe world respondsto
their liesand fancies, the more rigoroudy do they enforce them.”

| began to redlize that Prince Lobkowitz, for dl his practicality, was adiscursve conversationalist. At
length | interrupted him. "What must | do when | have the Grail ?'

"Very little" hesad. "It isyoursto defend, after al. And circumstances will change. Perhgps youl
take it back to itshomein what the East Franconians cdled the Grail Fields. Y ou know them . by their
corrupted name of the Grey Fees. Oh, yes, we've heard of them in Germany! There's areference to them
in Wolfram von Eschenbach, who cites Kyot de Provenzal. But your chances of getting to those
Graalfelden aganaredso very dim."

| had the advantage, he said, of knowing Bek. The old armory,

wherethe Grail washeld, where | had received my first lessons from von Asch.

"Guarded presumably by these SSmen," | said. "' So there isn't much chance of my strolling in calling
'I'm home," saying I've just dropped in to pop up to the armory, then tuck the Holy Grail under my jacket
and wak out whigtling."

| was surprised by my host's response.

"Well," he said with evident embarrassment, | did have something like that in mind, yes."



Chapter Twenty
Traditional Values

Which washow | cameto be wearing the full uniform of a Sandartenfuhrer, acolond inthe SS,
including near-regulation smoked glasses, Sitting in the back of an open Mercedes staff car driven by a
chauffeusein the natty uniform of the NSDAP Women's Auxiliary (First Class) who, with her bow and
arrowsin the trunk, took the car out of its hidden garage into the dawn streets of Hensau and into some
of theloveliest scenery in the whole of Germany—rolling, wooded hills and distant mountains, the pale
gold of the sky, the sun aflash of scarlet on the horizon. | wasfilled with longing for those lost times, the
years of my childhood when | had ridden aone across such scenery. The love of my land ran degp in my
blood.

Somehow we had gone from that pre-1914 idyl| to the present horror in afew short bloody years.
And now herel wasriding in acar far too large for the winding roads and wearing the uniform which
stood for everything | had learned to loathe. Ravenbrand was now carried in amodified guncase and lay
at my feet onthe car'sfloor. | could not help reflecting on thisirony. | found mysdf in afuture which few
could have predicted in 1917. Now, in 1940, | remembered al the warnings that had been given since
1920.

Y ears of antiwar films, songs, novels and plays—years of analysis and oracular pronouncements. Too
many, perhaps? Had the predictions actualy created the situation they hoped most to avert?

Was anarchy so terrible, compared to the deadly discipline of fascism? As much democracy and
socid justice had emerged from chaos as from tyranny. Who had been able to predict the total madness
that would come upon our world in the name of "order"?

For awhile we followed the main auto route to Hamburg. We saw how busy the roads, raillinesand
waterways had become. We traveled for ashort while on an excdllent new Autobahn with severd lanes
of traffic moving in both directions, but Oona soon found the back roads to Bek again. We were only
fifty kilometers from my home when we turned a sharp bend in awooded lane and Oona stamped
quickly on the brake to stop us crashing into another car, quite as ostentatious as our own, swathed in
Nazi flagsand inggnia. A thoroughly vulgar vehicle, | thought. | guessed it to belong to some swaggering
locdl dignitary.

We began to move again but then ahigh-ranking officer in abrown SA uniform emerged from the
other side of the car and flagged us down.

We had no option. We dowed to astop thistime. We exchanged the ritual salute, borrowed, |
believe, from thefilm Quo Vadis?, supposedly how Romans greeted afriend. Once again, Hollywood
had added a vulgar glossto palitics.

Noting my uniform and itsrank, the SA man was subservient, gpologetic. "Forgive me, Hen
Sandartenfuhrer, thisis, | regret, an emergency.”

From out of the closed car now emerged an awkward, rather gangling figurein atypica comic-opera
Nazi uniform favored by the higher ranks. To his credit, he seemed uncomfortablein it, pushing unfamiliar
frogging about as he walked over to us, offering ajerky saute, which we returned. He was genuindly
grateful. "Oh, God be thanked! Y ou see, Captain Kirch! My ingtincts never let me down. Y ou suggested
no suitable car could come aong this. road and get usto Bek on time—and voilal Thisangel suddenly
materializes." His eyebrows appeared to be dive. His eyes, too,

were very busy and he had an intense, crooked smile on his puffy, square face. If it had not been for
hisuniform, I might have taken him for atypica customer of the Bar Jenny in Berlin. He beamed a me.
Raving mad but relatively benign.

"l am Deputy Fuhrer Hess," hetold me. "Y ou will be well-remembered for this, Colond.”

| recalled that Rudolf Hess was one of Hitler's oldest henchmen. In accordance with the papers|
carried, | let him know that | was Colonel Ulric von Minct and that | was at his service. It would bea
privilegeto offer immy car.

"Anange, an angd," he repeated as he climbed into the car and sat beside me. "It isthe von Mincts,
Colond, who will save Germany." He hardly noticed the case containing the sword. He wastoo



concerned with shouting urgent ordersto hisdriver. "Theflasks! Theflasks It would be adisagter if | did
not have them!"

The SA man reached into the trunk of the car and carefully took out alarge wicker basket which he
transferred to our car. Hesswas greetly relieved. "I am avegan,” he explained. "1 haveto travel
everywhere with my own food. Alf—I mean our Fuhrer—" He glanced up at me, like asmall boy caught
in some forbidden act. Clearly he had been admonished before for making reference to the Nazi leader
by hisold nickname. "The Fuhrer is a vegetarian—~but not gtrict enough, | fear, for me. Herunsavery lax
kitchen, from my point of view. So | have taken to carrying my own food when | travel."

The deputy Fuhrer saluted hisdriver. "Wait with the car," heingtructed. "Well send help from thefirgt
town we reach. Or from Be, if wefind nothing else." He sat back in the car beside me, asigna for
Oonato put the Mercedes into gear and continue the journey. He was amass of tics and peculiar
movements of his hands. "Von Minct, you say? Y ou must be related to our great Paul von Minct, who
has achieved so much for the Reich.”

"Hiscousn,” | said. | found it very hard to be afraid of this man.

Hessingsted on shaking my hand.

"A great honor, Sr," | said.

"Oh"—he removed his elaborate cap—"1'm one of the old fighters, you know. Still one of the lads.”
Hewas reassuring me. Sentimentaly he continued, "'l was with Hitler in Munich. In Stadelheim and
everywhere—he and | are brothers. | am the only one he truly trusts and confidesin. It was dways 0. |
am hisspiritua adviser, in many ways. If it were not for me, Colond von Minct, | doubt if any of you
would have heard of the Grail sory— or understand what it could do for us!™

Confidingly he leaned towards me. "Hitler, they say, knows the heart of Germany. But | know her
soul. That iswhét | have sudied.”

Asthe huge Mercedes bowled adong familiar country roads, | continued to speak with the man whom
many believed the most powerful man in Germany after the greet dictator himsdlf. If Hitler werekilled
today, Hess would assume the leadership.

For the most part his conversation was as band asthat of most Nazis, but laced through with a
melange of supernatural beliefs and dietary ideas which marked him for acommon lunétic. Because he
understood meto have an afinity for the Grail and al the mysticism surrounding it, he was more
forthcoming—about how he had read the Bek legends, how he had read books saying the Grail wasthe
lost Holy Rélic of the Teutonic Order. How the Bek sword was the lost sword of Roland, Champion of
the Holy Roman Emperor, Charlemagne the Frank. The Franks and the Goths founded modern Europe,
he said. The Norsemen were stern lawmakers, with no respect for the Old World's supertitions.
Wherever ther influence was fdt, people became robust, masculine, vitd, productive. Latin Chrigtianity
weskened them.

The destiny of the German nation, he told me, wasto lift its brothers back to glory—to rid the world
of dl that wretchedly bad stock and replace it with arace of superbeings—superhedthy, superintelligent,
superstrong, supereducated—the kind of breed which would populate the world with the best mankind
could be, rather than the worst.

The more | listened to Hess, the more skeptical | became, the more convinced that he was alow-level
lunatic with dull dreams and apsychologica inability to consder any "truth” but that which heinvented for
himsdlf.

However, as the man was so fundamentally amiable and clearly trusted me so completely, | had an
opportunity to see what he knew of my father. Had he ever met old Count von Bek? | asked. The one
who went mad and was burned dive. Killed himsdlf, didn't he?

"Killed himsdf? Perhaps.” Hess shuddered. "A terrible crime, suicide. Betraysusadl. On alevd with
abortion, in my view. All life should be respected.”

| had discovered quickly thetrick of steering him gently back to the subject. "Count von Bek?"

"He lost the Grail, you see. He was entrusted with it. Father to child—son or daughter—down the
centuries. 'Do you the Devil'swork!" istheir ancient motto. They were at the Crusades. The oldest blood
in Germany—but tainted by decadence, madness, Latin marriages ...



"Legend had it that the von Beks aways protected the Grail, until such atime when Satan was
reconciled with God. All supid Christian nonsense, | know, and a corruption of our old, muscular
Nordic myths. Those myths made us successful conquerors. It has aways been our destiny to conquer.
To bring order to the whole world. The myth gtill retainsits power." His eyes were focused on me now,
burning into me. "The power of myth isthe power of life and death, as we know—for we have restored
the power of the Nordic myth. And again we are successful conquerors. We shall challenge that other
Nordic race, our naturd alies, the British, until they turn with us againgt the evil East and defeet the
tyranny of communism. Together, we shdl bring civilization to the whole planet!"

A typica sample of hisdroning, pseudophilosophica nonsense. It explained why the Nazi chiefsin
their lunacy placed such value on the Grail and the Sword. These things represented a mystical authority.
Only with them in harnesswith their political power were they confident they had secured their victories.
Triumph over the admired British Empire would be akind of epiphany. An armigtice achieved, together
they would restore the purity of blood and myth to its proper place in the order of things.

"We only have to complete the destruction of their air force and they will cal for atruce.”

"l amimpressed by your logic, gr.”

"Logic has nothing to do with it, Colone. Logic and the so-called Enlightenment are Judeo-Chrigtian
inventions, deeply suspect by dl right-thinking Aryans. Those Naziswho cling to their pro-Chrigtian
beliefs are working for the Judaic-Bolshevik cultura conspiracy. The British understand thisaswel aswe
do. The best kind of Americansare aso on our sde.. ."

| think that in al my adventures | have only shown redl courage and sdf-discipline once: when |
restrained mysdlf from throwing the glamorous deputy Fihrer out of my car.

"How," | asked, "did old von Bek lose possession of the Grail 7"

"Asyou no doubt know, he was an amateur scientist. One of those prehistoric gentleman scholars. He
knew of thefamily'strug, to guard the Grail until we, itstrue inheritors, should cometo claimit. But he
was curious. He wanted to examine the Grail's properties. Which meant that first he had to master the
laws of magic. Of necromancy. His studies drove him mad, but he continued with his examination of the
Grail, and in doing so, he summoned a certain renegade Captain of Hell..."

"Klogerhem?!

"Just so. Who in turn brought the help of another renegade. One of the company of Law. The
immortdl, extremely unstable Miggea. Duchess of the Higher Worlds." Hessgrinned. Hewasin the
know. He swelled, full of hisown secrets. He twitched with supernaturd intelligence. " Alf—our
Fihre—told meto find Gaynor, who was aready an adept, and offer to blend our strength with his.
Gaynor agreed and, rather later than he'd promised, brought the object of power back to Bek. With it
we shd| control history—the war againgt Britain isaready won."

In spite of my direct experience of redlities he had only heard of, | till found him hard to follow,
exhaugting in the way mad people often are. Therefore | was deeply relieved when the car began itsfina
drive towards the gates of Bek. Because the deputy Fuhrer was with us, our papers were never
ingpected. All I had to hope was that Gaynor did not recognize me. My hair was hidden under my
military cap and | wore the dark glasses, which were an unofficia part of the uniform, to disguise my
abiniam.

Chatting easly with Hess | lifted the encased sword from the car. "' For the ceremony,” | told him.
Hesswas by far my best cover and | was determined to stick with him aslong as| could. As| moved
through my old home, however, it was difficult to resirain mysalf from exclaming at what had been done
toit.

| would rather Gaynor had destroyed it as he threatened. The house had been thoroughly violated.
The place had been redecorated like a Fairbanks film set—all Nazi pomp and circumstance:
gold-braided flags, Teutonic tapestries, Nordic plagues and heavy mirrors, freshly made stained glassin
the old Gothic windows, one of which showed an idedlized portrait of Hitler as anoble knight-errant and
Goring as some sort of male Vakyrie. A Rheingjungen perhaps? Swastikas everywhere. It was asif
Wat Disney, who so admired fascist discipline and had his own ideas for the ided state, had been hired
asBek'sinterior designer. The Hitler gang's passion for the garish trappings of the operetta stage was



demonstrated throughout. In SO many ways Hitler was atypica Austrian.

I, of course, said none of thisto Hess, who seemed rather impressed by the house, enjoying his
reflected glory asevery SSofficer stcopped to click his hedlsand give him the Nazi sdute. | luckily stood
in Hesssreflected glory and Oonain mine, and so we passed asif charmed through our enemy's
defenses while the deputy Fuhrer spoke warmly of King Arthur, Parsfd, Charlemagne and al the other
Teutonic heroes of legend who had borne magic swords.

By the time we reached the armory, deep within the castl€'s oldest keep, | was beginning to wish
Hesswould return to his earlier topic of Nordic veganism. All in the repressed fear of my own imminent
discovery and destruction!

The deputy Fuhrer asked meto hold his canisters of food while hetook alarge key from his jacket
pocket. "The Fuhrer gave methe honor of holding hiskey," hesaid. "It isaprivilege to be thefirst to
enter and to greet him when he arrived!”

Heinserted the key in thelock and turned it with some difficulty. | thought it wise of Hitler to have his
friend go ahead of him like that. After dl, the Fiihrer could never be sure it was not an eaborate plot to
end hislife

Thus, as members of Rudolf Hess's entourage, we passed into the high-cellinged armory which had
been spared redecoration and was it by ahigh, circular window. A sunbeam pierced the dust and fell
directly upon akind of dtar, square granite carved with the Celtic sun cross, which had recently been
placed there.

Involuntarily, I moved towards this new object. How on earth had they carried such aweight of
granite through our narrow corridors? | reached out to touch it. But Hess held me back. Clearly he
thought | was eager for other reasons. "Not yet," he said.

As his eyes became used to the dim light, he looked around him in sudden puzzlement. "What's
this—what are you men doing here before | ever crossed the threshold? Do you not realizewho | am
and why | should be herefirg?"

The shadowy group seemed unimpressed.

"Thisisblasphemy,” said Hess. "Infamy. Thisisno placefor ordinary soldiers. Themagicissubtle. It
requires subtle minds. Subtle hands."

Klosterheim, automatic in hand, came grinning into the sunlight. "l assure you, Sr, we are nothing if not
subtle. I will explain as soon as possible. But now, if you don't mind, Deputy Fihrer, | will continueto
saveyour life—"

"Savemy—7?"

Klosterheim pointed his pistol a me. "Thistime my bullets will work," he said. "Good afternoon,
Count Ulric. | had an ideayou would bejoining us here. You see! You'refulfilling your destiny whether
youwishto or not."

Hess remained outraged. ™Y ou are making many mistakes, Captain. The Fihrer himsdf isinvolved
with this project and will be arriving shortly. What will he think of asubordinate pointing agun at his
deputy and one of histop officers?"

"Hewill know what Prince Gaynor will tel him," said Klosterheim. He was carel ess of Hessswords.
He hardly heard them. "Believe me, Deputy Fuhrer Hess, we are acting entirely in the interests of the
Third Reich. Ever since he was denounced as atraitor and his property confiscated, we have been
expecting this madman to make an attempt on the Fihrer's life—"

"Thisisnonsensal" | began. "You know itisaliel”

"But istherest alie, Count?' His voice grew softer, moreintimate. "Do you think we expected you to
give up pursuit? Wasn't it obvious that you would make some attempt to reach this place? All we had to
do waswait for you to bring usthe Black Sword. Which | note you have kindly done.”

Hesswasinclined to trust to rank. Thiswas my only hope of buying time. As helooked to me for
confirmation | shouted in my best Nazi-bark: "Captain Klosterheim, you are overstepping the mark.
While we gpplaud your vigilance in protecting the Fuhrer, we can assure you there is nothing in thisroom
which offershim any danger.”

"On the contrary,” agreed Hess uncertainly. His eyes, never steedy at the best of times, flickered from



meto Klosterheim. He wasimpressed by Klosterheim's handpicked storm troopers. "But perhaps, given
the circumstances, we should dl step outsde thisroom and settle any confuson?”

"Very wel," said Klosterheim. "If you will lead the way, Count von Bek ..." And he gestured with his
Wather.

"Von Bek?' Hesswas startled. He looked hard at me and began to think.

| had no moretime. | pulled the protective fabric away from my sword. Ravenbrand was dl that could
save me now.

Klosterhem's gun cracked. Two distinct shots.

He had the sense to know when to stop me.

The sword was only half out of the case as| felt sharp painsin my left Sde and began to ssumble
backwards under the impact of the bullets. | struggled to stay on my feet. | wanted to vomit but could
not. | fell heavily againgt the mysterious granite altar and dipped to the flagstones. | tried to get back to
my feet. My dark glassesfdl off. My cap was kicked away from my head revealing my white hair. |
looked up. Klosterheim was standing with hislegs straddled over my body, the smoking PPK .38 4till in
hisright hand. | do not think | have ever seen such an expression of gloating satisfaction on ahuman face.

"God in Heaven!" | could hear Hess gasping. He peered down a me, his eyeswidening. "Impossible!
It isthe Bek mongter! The bloodless creature they were said to keep in their tower. Isit dead?”

"He's not dead. Not yet, Y our Excdlency." Klosterheim stepped back. "Well save him for later. We
have an experiment to perform. A demondiration the Fiihrer has requested.”

"TheFiihrer," began Hess, "surely would havetold meif. . ."

The pointed toe of aboot kicked me efficiently in the sde of my head and | lost consciousness.

Dimly, aswas constant with me now, | had been sensing what was happening to my ater ego.
Suddenly my nostrils were filled with a pungent, reptilian stink and looking up | stared into the familiar
eyes of ahuge dragon. All thewisdom of the world flickered in those eyes.

| spoketo the dragon in alow, affectionate voice that had no real wordsto it, that was more music
than language, and the dragon responded in the same tones. A thrumming purr came out of its monstrous
throat and from its nostrils afew wisps of steam. | knew the cresture's name and it remembered me. |
had been a child and had changed a great deal. But the dragon remembered me, even though my body
was covered in cuts and | was helplesdy bound. | smiled. | began to spesk aname. Then the painin my
sde swept through me like aswift tide and | gasped, going down again into blackness that engulfed me
likeablessng.

Had Prince Lobkowitz set thistrap for me? Was he now in league with Klosterheim, Gaynor and the
Nazi hyenapack?

And did Elric'sfate, in hisworld, mirror my own?Was he, too, dying in the ruins of his old home?

| was aware of pain, rough hands, but could not bring myself out of deep. | woke up to the smell of
oily smoke. | opened my eyes, thinking at first that the armory was on fire. But the old flambeauix
brackets had been utilized and aflaming brand guttered in every holder, casting huge shifting shadows.

| felt the tight cloth of agag in my mouth, my hands were bound in front of me and my feet were free.
| was relieved that most of my Nazi uniform had been stripped off me. | wore only ashirt and trousers.
My feet were bare. | had been prepared for some kind of specia treatment. | moved and agony flooded
through me. | felt the wadding of a crude dressing on my wounds. My captors were not famous for
adminigering pain rdief to thar victims.

At that moment they were not interested in me and | was able to watch what was happening. | saw
Hitler, arather short man in a heavy leather military coat, sanding next to the plump, frowning Goring.
Nearby, SS Commander Himmler, with the prissy severity of a depraved tax ingpector, wastalking to
Klogterheim. Thetwo men had asmilar quality about them | couldn't immediately identify. Members of
Hitler's crack SS guard stood at key pointsin the hal, their machine guns at the ready. They looked like
robots from Metropolis.

Gaynor was nowhere to be seen. Hess was talking intensdly to arather bored-looking SS generdl
whose attention was everywhere but on him. Oonawas not here. It could mean that she had become
aerted to the danger in time. Were her wegpons il in the car? Could she at least get the Grail out of



Hitler's clutches?

| knew suddenly that | was dying. | had no hope of recovering unless Oona could save me. Even
unbound I could not reach my sword, which now lay on the dtar like some kind of trophy. While the
Naziswere careful not to touch it, they peered at it asif it were a dangerous dormant snake, which might
rear up to strike at any moment.

| guessed the sword to be my only hope of life and that adim one. | was not Elric of Menibone, after
al, but amere human being caught up in natura and supernatura events far beyond his understanding.
And about to die.

From the dampness of the heavy dressing against my side | could tell that | waslosing agreat dedl of
blood. | could not tell if any vital organs were damaged, but it scarcely mattered. The Naziswere not
about to send for adoctor. | could not imagine the nature of the "experiment” Klosterheim had in mind
forme.

The group had the ar of men waiting for something. Hitler, who seemed dmost astwitchy as Hess,
gave the impression of an impatient Street vendor, forever on the lookout for trouble. He spoke in that
affected German one associates with the Austrian lower middle class and even though he was the most
powerful man in the world at that moment, there was a sense of weakness about him. | wondered if this
were the bandity of evil which my friend Father Corndlius, the Jesuit priest, used to talk about before he
went to Africa

| could hear very little of what was said and most of it sounded like nonsense. Hitler was laughing and
dapping hisleg with hisgloves. The only thing | heard him say clearly was " The British will soon be
begging for mercy. And we shdl be generous, gentlemen. We will let them keep their indtitutions. They
areided for our purposes. But first we must destroy London, eh?!

| was surprised that thiswas the object of their meeting. | had thought it to do with the "objects of
power" Gaynor had brought with him from the Grey Fees.

The door opened and Gaynor stood there. He was dressed all in black, with agreat black cloak over
his armored body. He had the look of aknight from one of those interminable historical filmsthe Nazis
loved to watch. A copper swastika was emblazoned on his breastplate and another on his helmet. He
looked like ademonic Siegfried. His hands were clasped around the hilt of the great ivory runesword. He
stepped asde with a dramatic gesture as two of his men bundled in a struggling woman.

My heart sank. Our last hope gone. They had Oona.

She was ho longer dressed in the Nazi uniform but wore some kind of heavy, oat-colored dress that
engulfed her from head to toe. It, too, had avaguely medieva appearance. Its collar and cuffs were
decorated with red and black swastikas. Her wonderful white hair was contained by afilet of slver and
her eyes blazed like dark garnets from the pale beauty of her face. She was helpless, bound hand and
foot. Her face was expressonless, her mouth set. When she saw me alook of horror cameinto her
furious eyes. Her mouth opened in asilent scream. Then closed more firmly than ever. Only her eyes
moved.

| wanted to comfort her, but there was no comfort.

It was clear we were meant to die.

After greeting the others, Gaynor announced with some triumph: "Thusthe game | planned reachesits
conclusion. Both of these treacherous creatures have been brought to book. Both are guilty of numerous
crimes againgt the Reich. Their fate will be anoble one, however. Nobler than they deserve. The Grall
and the Black Sword are now back in our kegping. And we have the sacrifice we need to begin the final
sorcery.” With anicker of mockery in his smile, he glanced a Oona. His disgusting appetite was about to
be satisfied. "And strike our bargain with the Higher Worlds."

He intended to kill us both—and in pursuit of the Nazis obscene, half-crazed supernatural nonsense.

Thefirdight reflected in the eager faces of Hitler and his comrades as they admired the struggling girl.
Hitler turned to Goring and made some leering remark to which hislackey responded with afat chuckle.
Only Hess seemed il at ease. | had the feding he preferred fanciful daydreamsto the actudity of what
was evidently to be abloody ritud.

Goebbd s and Himmler, on either Sde of their Fihrer, both had tight, chilling smileson their faces.



Himmler'slittle round eyeglasses positively glinted with hellish glee.

With the sword in one hand, Gaynor reached down and grasped Oona by her moon-colored hair. He
dragged her towardsthe dtar. "The chemica and the spiritual marriage of opposites,” he announced, like
ashowman taking the stage. "My Fuhrer, gentlemen, | promised you | would return with the Grail and the
Swords. Hereisthe white sword of Charlemagne—and there, unwittingly returned to its proper place by
thiswretched haf-corpse’—he indicated me—"isthe black sword of Hildebrand,

Theodoric's henchman. The sword called Son Sayer, with which he killed Hadubrand, his €ldest
child. The sword of good'—he lifted the ivory sword and pointed towards the altar—"and the sword of
evil. Brought together, they will baptize the Grail with blood. Good and evil will mingle and become one.
The blood will bring the Grall to life again and bestow its power upon us. Death will be banished. Our
great bargain with Lord Arioch will be struck. We shdl beimmortal amongst immortals. All thisKing
Clovisthe Goth predicted upon his deathbed as he gave the Grail into the keegping of his steward,
Dietrich von Bern, who in turn entrusted it to his brother-in-law Ermanerik, my ancestor. When the Grall
iswashed at last with innocent blood, virgin blood, the Nordic peopleswill be united in acommon bond
and come together as onefolk, to take their rightful place asrulers of the world."

Insane nonsense, afarrago of myths and folktalestypical of the Nazi rationdizers and with scarcely
any historica basis. But Hitler and his gang were entranced by the story. Their existence, after al,
depended on myths and folktales. Their politica platform might have been written by the Brothers
Grimm. It was quite possible Gaynor had made up much of thisritua to impressthem, for he had told me
that Hitler was merely hismeansto agreater god. If so, his strategy was proving effective. He was using
their power to summon Arioch. Even the most gullible Naziswould not be able to absorb the actudity.
Little comfort to me. Whether they were delusory or not, these ideas would not help me accept my
coming fate—or avert Oonas bloody death!

Goring, grosdy fat, uttered a nervous rumble of laughter. "We shal not rule theworld, Colonel von
Minct, until we defeat the Roya Air Force. We have the numbers. We have the ordnance. What we
need now istheluck. A little magic would help."

"Theluck has held. Becauseit isnot mere luck, but the workings of destiny.” Thiswas Hitler
muttering. "But thereis no harm in ensuring our victory.”

"It'sdwaysahdp,” said Goring dryly, "to have agod or two on your Sde. By thistime next week, |
assure you, Colond, well be dining with the king at Buckingham Paace, with or without your
supernaturd aid.”

Hitler seemed buoyed by his Reichsmarschall's confidence. "We shdl be thefirst modern
government to reindtitute the scientific use of the ancient laws of nature,” he said. "What someinsst on
denigrating as'magic.’ It isour destiny to restore these margindized disciplines and skillsto the
maingream of German life”

"Exactly, my Fihrer!" Hess beamed, asif a an outstanding student. "The old science. Thetrue
science. The pre-Chrigtian Teutonic science, untainted by any hint of southern decadence. A science
which depends upon our beliefs and which can be manipulated by the power of the human will done!™

All this| heard in the distance as my life began to ebb away from me.

"Nothing will convince me, Colond von Minct," said Hitler with sudden coldness, asif taking charge
of the Situation, "until you demonstrate the power of the Grail. | need to know that you redly have the
Grall. If itisthe actua Grall it will possess the power of which dl legends speek.”

"Of course, my Fiihrer. Thevirgin blood shall bring the cup to life. Von Bek isdying even now. Ina
short while he will be thoroughly dead. With the Grall, | will restore him to life. So that you may kill him
agan a your pleasure.

Hitler waved thislast away. A distasteful necessity. "We must know if it hasthe power to restore the
dead to life. When thisman is dead, we shdl expose him to the Grail'sinfluence. If itisthered thing, he
will return to life. Immorta, perhaps. If its power can then be channeled to help our air fleet defest the
British, so much the better. But | will only believethat if its most famous property isdisplayed. And you
have yet to produce the Grail, Colond."

Gaynor laid the white sword beside the black sword, end to end, upon the stone dltar.



"And the cup?' asked Goring, borrowing authority from his master.

"The Grall takes many forms" Gaynor told him. "It isnot dways acup. Sometimesit isa gaff.”

Reichsmarschal Goring, in pae Luftwaffe blue and many trimmings, brandished his own e aborate
mace of office. Hiswas encrusted with precious stones and looked asiif it had been made, with his
uniform, by athestricd costumier. "Likethisone?’

"Very smilar, Your Excdlency.”

For afew moments| lost consciousness. Bit by bit my spirit wasleaving my body. | made every effort
| could to hang onto life, in the hope I might find away to help Oona. | knew | had only minutes | &ft. |
tried to speak, to demand that Gaynor spare Oona, to say that thisritual of virgina sacrifice was savage,
bestid—but | would be talking to savage, bestia men, who embraced the monstrous cause. Degth called
to me. She seemed my only possible escape from al thishorror. | never redized until then how easily one
can cometo long for degth.

"Y ou have il to produce the Grail, Colond von Minct." Goring spoke precisely, mockingly. Plainly
he thought this whole thing anonsense. Y et neither he nor any other member of the hierarchy dare
express skepticiam to Hitler, who clearly wanted to believe. Hitler needed the confirmation of hisown
destiny. He had dready presented himself as the new Frederick the Greet, the new Barbarossa, the new
Charlemagne, but his entire career had been based on thrests, lies and manipulation. He no longer had
any ideaof hisown redlity, hisown effect. But should these ancient objects of Teutonic power respond
to him, it would prove that he wasindeed the true mystical and practical savior of Germany. Something
he did not always believe himsdf. All his actions were now determined by this need for affirmation.

Suddenly, asif heredized | waslooking a him, Hitler turned his head. His eyes met minefor an
ingtant. Staring, hypnotic eyes. Hideoudy wesk. | had seen them in more than one obsessed lunatic. He
dropped his gaze asif he were ashamed. In that moment | understood him to be a creature thoroughly
out of its depth, fascinated by its own luck, its own rise from obscurity, its successful dalliance with
oblivion.

| knew he could destroy the world.

Through ahaze of death | saw them throw Oona onto the dltar. Gaynor raised asword in either hand.

The swords began to descend. She struggled, trying to fling hersdf off the granite block.

| remember thinking, as | lost consciousness again: Where isthe Cup?

My mental turmoil was not made better by the knowledge that this scene, or avariant of it, was being
played out on every plane of existence. A billion versions of mysdf, abillion versons of Oona, dl dying
horribly in violence a the same moment.

Dying so that amadman could destroy the multiverse.



Chapter Twenty-One
Hidden Virtues

I had not expected to return to consciousness. Dimly | was aware of other forces struggling within me,
of | some commoation at the dtar. For amoment | had the delusion | sood in the doorway of the armory,
the Black Sword in my hand. And | called Gaynor's name. A chalenge.

"Gaynor! Y ou would day my daughter! So no doubt you understand how much you have angered
me"

| forced my head up. Gradually | opened my eyes.

Ravenbrand was howling. She was giving off her weird black radiance. Red runes formed agitated
geometries within her blade. She hovered over Oonaand refused to carry out Gaynor's actions. The
runeblade shook and writhed in his hand, trying to wrench itself free. Stormbringer lusted to kill, but
Ravenbrand could not kill certain people. Theideaof harming Oonawas repulsive. 1ts semisentient
congdtitution did not permit it to harm an innocent. In thisit differed from Elric's Stormbringer, which more
closaly matched the attitudes of Meniboneans.

Gaynor snarled. Thelight from the swords and torches painted the watching facesinto Bosch
grotesques. Those faces turned to look in astonishment at the man who stood in the ruined doorway—an
identical black sword in hisright hand, asprawl of brown-shirted bodies behind him. The black blade ran
with crimson. He wore torn armor and his own blood-soaked silks. He had the death heet in hiswolf's
eyes. He must have been through severa battles single-handed, but Stormbringer was till in one bloody
fist and hisface betrayed the memory of amillion degths.

"Gaynor!" The voice wasmy own. "Y ou run like ajacka and hide like asnake. Will you meet me
here, in thisholy place of power? Or will you scuttle as usud into the shadows?"

Sow footsteps, the weariness of centuries. My doppelganger entered the armory. For dl his
exhaustion he radiated a power, a glamour, which the charismatic creatures of the Nazi dite could not
begin to match. Here was atrue demigod. Here was what they pretended to be. And hewas all they
claimed, because he alone had paid a price not one of them could even conceive of paying. Had faced
such horror, stood his ground againgt such terror, that nothing could move him.

Almaost nothing.

Only athrest to one whom, with al his complex and contradictory emotions, he had given hislove.
Love most Me niboneans would never understand. With heavy, measured steps he made hisway to the
dtar.

Gaynor attempted again to strike down with Ravenbrand at Oonas heart. The sword resisted him
even more vigoroudy.

Gaynor screamed an oath, flung the screeching black sword at me, and seized theivory blade in both
hands. Thistime hewould finish Oona

The black blade did not reach itstarget. In fact it scarcely moved at dl. It hovered intheair long
enough for Oonato lift her bonds, cut through them, and scramble clear of Gaynor while making agrab
at hisbelt. | was astonished at the blade's apparent sentience.

With agreat ded of shouting and shuffling, Hitler and his people had aready retreated behind their
storm trooper guards. They trained ascore of efficient modern machine guns at Elric as he made hisway
to the dtar. Heignored al danger. He was obliviousto the Nazis, as one might bein adream. There was
ahard, savage grin on his handsome, alien features. Once certain that Oonawas not in immediate danger,
he turned his attention to Gaynor.

Theivory sword hummed and bucked asif it, too, would refuse to kill. | wondered if the swords were
sentient or if something el se checked them.

Gaynor displayed greater control over the so-called Charlemagne Sword. He stabbed again and again
at the hobbled Oona, who had yet to cut her feet free. But the sword smply would not do what he
wanted. Wild, mystical language began to pour from histwisted mouth as he summoned the aid of
Chaos.

But no aid came.



He had not had timeto fulfill hisbargains.

Elric darted now, swift as asnake. His black blade firmly blocked the white.

"Thereisno pleasurein killing acoward,” he said to Gaynor. "But | will doit asaduty if | must.”

Anarc of black and red. A crescent of silver. Elric's sword met the ivory blade. The two swords
screamed in unisonin every kind of anguish.

The Black Sword arced again. Therewas adull, flat note asit met Gaynor's weapon. Theivory blade
began to crack and flake like rotten wood, disintegrating in Gaynor's hand.

Gaynor cursed and discarded it. The thing had always been something of aforgery, with an unclear
provenance. Jumping away from the dtar, he sought to grab aweapon from thewall. But the wegpons
had been there yearstoo long and had virtually rusted together. He screamed at the storm troopersto kill
Elric, but the guards could not fire without hitting Gaynor or Klosterheim, who leveled hispistol at Elric.
The demonic swordsman murmured asingle, smiling word.

Ravenbrand plunged towards Satan's ex-servant. Klosterheim gasped. He understood all too clearly
what hisfate would beif she reached him. He shrieked in Latin. Few of us could understand him.
Certainly not the sword, which barely missed him.

Klosterheim flung himsdlf to the ground and Gaynor did the same. At once the machine guns began
their mad cacophony, with bullets and spent shells bouncing everywhere in that huge, stone room.

Elric laughed hisfamiliar wild laugh, dodging their fire asif charmed, then ducking behind the dtar to
be certain that his daughter had not been hit.

She smiled briefly to reassure him and then raced from her cover to wherel lay againgt the wall.
Gaynor's razor-sharp Nazi dagger wasin her hand. Quickly she reached out, cutting my bonds.

Suddenly Ravenbrand settled hersdf in my fist, deflecting bullets as the guards turned their attention on
me, gill surrounding their precious leaders. Hitler and his gang backed hastily toward the ruined main
door.

Power surged through me. | too was laughing. With fearless amusement | advanced on Klosterheim.
Elric dready engaged Gaynor. Oonahad only Gaynor's dagger for awegpon, but she ducked behind the
dtar asthe bullets ricocheted around us. They hit only one of the soldiers, causing ayelp of terror from
the ranks of the Nazi dite.

Hitler had relied on hisluck. But now the luck waswith us.

They stumbled through the gap Elric had carved in the door. They tried to cover the ragged hole.
They began to move heavy furnitureintoit. They could not know what we would do next. They gained
timeto make aplan.

I madeto follow, but Elric held me back. He pointed.

Gaynor and Klosterheim remained at the far end of the hall.

"We gtill havethe Grail," cried Gaynor. In his black armor, dmost a parody of Elric's own, he looked
like amassive, leathery bird prancing in rage asthefirdight flared and faded and his shadows joined the
dance. "And we gtill have aid coming from the Lords of the Higher Worlds. Be careful, my cousins.
They'll not be happy if their dly on this planeis unable to bring them through.”

Elric snorted. "Y ou think | fear the disapprova of gods and demigods? | am Elric of Menibone—and
my race isthe equd of the gods!"

But it was not the equa of Klosterheim's autometic which barked twice more and caught Elric entirely
by surprise. "What'sthis?' Frowning, he fell backwards.

| leaped forward but Oona's dagger had aready caught Klosterheim directly in his heart. He looked
about to vomit, bending double and trying to pull the Nazi blade free.

Gaynor pushed hisdying aly aside and made for the low oaken door which led to von Asch's
abandoned quarters. Klosterheim did not move. He was evidently dead.

| was too weak to catch Gaynor. He was through the door and barring it after him as| reached it. |
put my shoulder to it and felt ajolt of pain.

| looked down at my side, expecting to see more blood. Only aragged scar remained. How much
time had actualy passed? Or wastime disrupted as aresult of Gaynor's selfish interference? Wasthe
multiverse dready beginning to disintegrate around us?



"Friends," | heard Elric gasp. "Up. Wemust goup ..."

Oonatried to make abarrier in front of the ruined main door but the Nazis had done much of the
work from their own side! We had no means of escape. By now Gaynor could be far ahead of us, taking
the Grail back into the Grey Fees.

| continued pushing at the small door, but without success.

The miscellaneous furniture began to move in the main door. It looked like the Nazis had gathered
their courage and were returning.

A crash came from the doorway. Hess stood there, waving his machine gunners forward. He wasthe
only one of hiskind with the gutsto confront us. Now we had no chance at al of getting free.

| tried my shoulder against the other door, but | was still too week. | caled for Oonato help. Shewas
supporting Elric. Hewas|eaning on Gaynor's dtar. Blood poured from hiswounds and stained the dark
granite.

Impatiently the Me nibonean straightened himself and took hold of his sword, telling meto stand aside.
"Thisis becoming my habitua method of opening doors,” he said. Though full of bravado, hisvoicewas
feeble.

He gathered his strength and et the sword carry the blow as he brought it down upon the door,
splitting the ancient oak in two. The piecesfdl asde to admit us. We scrambled acrossit and up the
dairsin Gaynor'swake. Behind us| heard Hess shouting hystericaly to his men.

Thetower had not been used for years. Aswe carried Elric through we discovered that many of von
Asch's possessions were still where he had left them. Trunks, cupboards, chairs and tables were covered
in deep dust. Books and maps were long neglected. He had taken his swords and some clothes, but little
else. We could see from marksin the dust which way Gaynor had gone. While Elric lay in acollgpsed
state againgt thewall, Oonaand | dragged heavy furniture out of the roomsto block the narrow staircase.
Oonaglanced quickly through the books and papers, found something she wanted and put it in her
pocket. Carrying Elric, we continued upwards until ashort corridor led us out onto a broad quadrangle
surrounded by narrow battlements broken by chimneys.

Miraculoudly, Gaynor was still there. He had expected to find help or easy escape. But therewas a
sheer drop on al sides.

| flung mysdlf after the dark figure | saw ahead of me. It dodged around a buttress, achimney breast,
but | kept it in Sght. Then suddenly Gaynor had turned. Hewasin horrible pain. Hiswhole body vibrated
and shook with awild slvery light. Hewas growing in size. But as he grew, he dissipated. Likeripplesin
apool, each one adightly larger representation of its predecessor, Gaynor grew bigger and bigger,
pulsing and expanding like agreat chord of music, high into the sky, into the fabric of the multiverse. He
fragmented and became whole a the same time!

| sumbled on, Hill trying to lay hands on him. | reached him, tried to hold him. Something electric
tingled in my fingers, | was blinded for amoment, and then Gaynor was gone. Silence.

"We have lost both Gaynors" | said. | shook with violent anger mixed with fear.

Elric gasped and shook his head. "All of them, for the moment. He hasfled in athousand directions,
playing his most dangerous card. Fragmenting into amultitude of versons, each oneadightly larger scde.
He dissipates his essence throughout the multiverse, so that we cannot follow. Heisat hismost unstable.
His most dangerous. Perhaps his most powerful. He exists everywhere and nowhere. Therisk isthat he
can be everyone and no one. He spreads his essence thinly. But one thing we do know of him—he has
failed to keep hisbargain with Arioch. He was attempting to bring the Duke of Hell into thisrealm.

"If Gaynor hasn't driven himself completely insane, hewill do one of two things. Hewill seek to
escape the Duke of Hell, which would be foolish and probably impossible. Or hewill goto seek a
compromise with him. Which means he must find a place of convergence. Bek denied him, he needs
another place of convergence through which he can admit his patron. There cannot be many othersin this
world."

"Morn," said Oona. "It will beon Morn." She held up the paper she had taken.

"A place of convergence?' | asked. "What isthat?'

"Where many possibilities come together,” she said. "Where the moonbeam roads mest. | know this



reelm well. He will go to the Stones of Morn and attempt to gather al hismany salves back into asingle
whole™

That was dl she could tdl me before there came ahammering from within the tower.

"How can we possibly follow him?" | asked.

"1 have brought friends,” murmured Elric. "Gaynor sought to use them for hisown ends. But he lacks
our blood. Itishow I followed him from Me nibone. Swords call to swords. Wingsto wings.”

Hess and his men were breaking down the door.

| looked over the battlements. The drop would kill us. There was nowhere left to go. We had no
choice but to take a stand. Elric stumbled back towards the tower dragging his sword with both hands.
Asthe door came down he swung the sword. It took the three leading storm troopers by surprise. They
went down at once and the blade shrieked its glee. Elric's breath hissed as he absorbed the blade's
grength. The stolen energy was quickly restoring him.

Reluctantly | joined him and together we took another five or Sx men before they retreated into the
tower and began shooting at us from a safer distance. The narrow passage made it impossible for them to
see usor hit usand their ammunition was wasted.

Elric told usto keep the storm troopers diverted. He limped to the edge of the battlements and looked
up into anight sky which boiled with dark cloud stained by an orange moon. He lifted the sword. It
began to blaze again with black fire. Elric, in hisruined armor and torn silks, burned with the same flame
as helifted his skull-white face to the turbulent heavens and began the singing of arune so ancient its
words were the voice of the eements, the wind and the earth.

A few more shots from the tower. A cautious storm trooper emerged. | killed him.

Dark shapes roamed the sky now. Sinuous shapes dithered their way amongst the clouds.

Elric had drawn strength from his victims. He stood silhouetted against the battlements, sword in hand,
screaming at the sky.

And the sky screamed back at him.

Like sudden thunder, there was a bang, and the sky began to bubble and crack. Forms emerged from
the distance. Monstrous flying crestures. Reptiles with long, curling tails and necks, dender snouts and
wide, lesthery wings. | recognized them from my nightmares. The dragons of Menibone, brought to my
own realm by Elric's powerful sorcery. | knew Gaynor had hoped to recruit these dragonsto his cause. |
knew he had almost defeated Elric in the ruins of Imrryr. | knew he had found the hidden caves and
sought to wake Elric's dragon kin. He had been successful. But he had not understood that the dragons
would refuse to serve him. Blood for blood; brother for brother. They served only the royal blood of
Melnibone. And that blood, by atrick of history, Oonaand | shared with her father.

Two huge beasts circled the tower in the orange moonlight. Y oung Phoorn dragons, sill with the
black and white rings around their snouts and tails, till with feathery tipsto their wings, they had not
grown to the size of their eders, whose life spans were amogt infinite, as dragons spent most of their time
adeep.

Elric was weakened by hisincantation, but his spiritswererising. "'l prepared for this. But | had dso
expected to have the Grail with me when | summoned my brothers." Me niboneans claimed direct kinship
with the Phoorn dragons. In another age they had shared the same names, the same quarters, the same
power. In ancient history, it was said dragons had ruled M e nibone as kings. Whatever the truth, Elric
and hiskind could drink dragon venom, which killed most other creatures. The venom was so powerful
that it ignited in the air as soon asit spewed from the dragons mouths. | knew al this, because Elric
knew it.

| knew the language of the dragons. We greeted them affectionately asthey landed their huge bodies
delicately on the tower. They were steaming and shaking with the turbulence of their journey through the
multiverse. They opened their huge red mouths, gasping in thethin air of thisworld. Their vast eyes
turned to regard us. Expectant, benign, their monstrous claws gripped the stone battlements as they
balanced there. The patterns of their scales, subtle and rich purples and scarlets, golds and dark greens,
glistened in the moonlight. They were very Smilar in appearance, one distinguished by ablaze of white
aboveits nose, the other with ablaze of black. Their great white teeth clashed when they closed their



mouths, and on the edges of their lips, their venom constantly boiled. These were the beasts of the
Segfried legend, but far moreintelligent and consderably more numerous. The M niboneans had made
many studies of dragons, detailing dl the various kinds, from the snub-snouted Erkanian, nicknamed the
batwing, to these long-nosed hibernating Phoorn, whose relationship with us was oddly telepathic.

Holding his side, Elric approached the nearest dragon, spesking to her softly. Both dragonswere
aready saddled with the pulsing Phoorn skeffla'a, akind of membrane which bonded with the dragon
aboveits shoulder blades, giving it the ability to travel between the realms. The skeffla’'a was one of the
strangest productions of Melnibonean achemica hushandry and one of the oldest.

Their names were Smple, like most names given to them by men——Blacksnout and Whitesnout. Their
names for themsaves were long, complicated and utterly unpronouncesble, detailing ancestry and where
they had journeyed.

Elric turned to me. "The dragonswill take usto Gaynor. Y ou know how to ride?"

I knew. As| now knew most things connected with my dop-pelganger.

"He's4ill inthisworld. Or at least certain aspects of him are. He could have exhausted himself and no
longer have the power to travel the moonbeam roads. Whatever the reasons, the dragons can take usto
him."

"ToMorn,” said Oona. "It must be Morn. Does he ill havethe Grail ?*

"It's not something well know until we catch up with him ..." Elric'svoicetrailed away ashewas
overcome with pain. Y et he seemed dightly stronger than afew minutes earlier. | asked him how badly
he had been shot and he looked at mein surprise. "Klosterheim shot to kill. And | am not dead.”

"l should also have died from Klosterheim's gun,” | told him. "The wounds were very evident. | lost an
enormous amount of blood. But the wound has now almost vanished!”

"The Grail," said Elric. "Weve been exposed to the Grail and haven't known it. So it iseither on
Gaynor's person or hidden somewhere back there."

Hess's face emerged from the doorway. He ordered his men to stop shooting. His face bore an
expression of ancerity, of urgency.

"l must talk to you," he said. "'l must know what al thismeans. What kind of heroes areyou? The
heroes of Alfheim? Have we conjured our ancient legendary Teutonic world back in al its might and
glory? Thor? Odin? Are you—?"

The dragons had impressed him.

"l regret, Y our Excdlency,” | said, "that these are dragons of oriental origin. They are Levantine
dragons. From the wrong side of the Mediterranean.”

Hiseyeswidened. "Impossible.”

Oona hdlped Elric adjust his skeffla'a on Blacksnout's back. She climbed up behind him, sgnding to
me to take the other dragon, Whitesnoui.

"L et me comewith you!" Hesswas pleadingly eager. "The Grail—I am not your enemy.”

"Farewell, Y our Excellency!" Elric sheathed Stormbringer and wrapped his hands around the dragon's
reins. He seemed to regain his strength with every passing moment.

| dlimbed into the dragon saddle with al the familiarity of one born to the royd line. | wasfull of a
wild, unhuman glee. Alien. Faery. Though | would have scoffed at such anideaashort while earlier, now
| accepted everything. Thereisno greater joy than riding through the night on the back of adragon.

The massive wings began to beat. Hesswas driven back, asif by ahurricane. | saw him mouthing
something, pleading with me. | dmost fet sympathetic to him. Of al the Nazis, he seemed the least
disgusting. Then | saw Goring and the storm troopers burst out onto the roof. The air was once again
aive with popping bullets. They were no danger to us. We could have destroyed the tower and al within
it by releasing afew drops of venom, but it did not occur to us. We were convinced Gaynor had the
Grail and if we could catch him in time it would soon be ours.

Theexhilaration of the flight was extraordinary! Elric led the way through the air on Blacksnout's
back, while Whitesnout followed. | had no need to control my dragon, though | knew intuitively how to
do so.

Every anxiety was|eft behind me on the ground as the mighty wings beet againgt the clouds, bearing



us higher and higher, farther and farther west. Where? To Irdland? Surely not to England?

England was my country's enemy. What if | were captured, till in the vestiges of my SSuniform? It
would be impossible to convince them of my true reasonsfor being there!

I had no choice. Blacksnout, with Elric and Oona, flew with long, dow movements of her wings,
gliding above the clouds ahead of me, sometimes casting afaint shadow. She flew steadily and
Whitesnout, her junior by ayear or two, let her lead. Asthelight grew stronger, the markings of the
dragon'swings were clearer. They were like gigantic butterflies, with distinct patterns of red, black,
orange and glowing viridian, far different from the green and yellow reptiles of picture books. The Phoorn
dragons were creatures of extraordinary grace and beauty with a sense about them that they were wiser
than men.

Whenever the clouds parted, | could see the patterned fields and nestling towns of rural Germany.
They had known little of direct strife for more than a century and were secure in Hitler's assurances that
no foreign bombers would be alowed to enter German airspace.

| wondered if Hitler would be able to keep his promises. My guess was that he would begin relying on
magic as politica and military meansfailed him. He seemed like aman riding atiger, terrified of whereit
was taking him yet unable to jump clear because of the momentum at which he was moving.

Or aman riding adragon? Did | think Hitler helplessly caught up in events because | myself was
carried dong by monumenta redities?

Such speculation soon left my head as| relished the beauty of the skies. The smell of clear air. | was
so enragptured that | hardly heard the first droning behind me. | looked back and down. | saw a carpet of
airplanes, so thick, so close together, that they seemed at first to be one huge bird. The droning wasthe
steady sound of their engines. They were moving alittle faster than we were, but in exactly the same
direction.

I could not see how any country, especialy depleted, weary Britain, could stand againgt such avast
aeria armada. Nothing like it had been assembled in the world's history. The only equivaent seaforce
had been the Spanish fleet, massed to attack England during Elizabeth's reign. England had been saved
that time by atrick of the weather. She could expect no such good fortune now.

I had seen whole civilizations destroyed since this adventure had begun. | knew that the impossible
was all too possible, that peoples and architecture could disappear from the face of the earth asif they
hed never existed.

Was|, by some ghastly coincidence, about to seethe last of England, the fall of the British Empire?

Wheat | had so far seen was a squadron of Junkers 87s—the famous Stuka dive-bomber, which the
Luftwaffe had traditionaly used in their first attacks on other countries. But as we flew on, obscured by
the cloud separating us from the air fleets below, | saw waves of Messerschmitt fighters, squadrons of
Junkers and Heinkels, relentlesdy moving towards an aready battered Britain that could not possibly
produce the numbers or quality of aircraft to combat such aninvasion.

Was thiswhy Gaynor was leading usto the west? So that we might witness the beginning of the end?
Thefina battle whose winning would ensure the rule of the Lords of the Higher Worlds on earth? And
would those samelords remain at peace? Or would they immediately begin to fall upon one another?

Were we on our way to Ragnarok?

The planes passed. A strange silencefilled the sky.

Asif thewhole world were waiting.

Andwaiting.

In the distance we began to hear the steady, mechanical thunder of guns and bombs, the shriek of
fighters and tracer bullets. Away to our east, we saw oily smoke rising from erupting orange flame, saw
flares and exploding shells. Blacksnout banked in along graceful turn into the morning sun and soon the
sound of warfare was behind us. England could not last the day. The war against Europe was as good as
won. Wherewould Hitler turn his attentions next? Russa?

I mourned England's passing with mixed feglings. Her arrogance, her casua power, her easy contempt
for all other races and nations, had al been there to the end. These qualitieswere what had led her to
underestimate Germany. But aso her courage, her tenacity, her lazy good nature, her inventiveness, her



coolness under fire, al these had been invested in her great warships, those fighting idandsin miniature,
each itsown small nation. Those men of war had ruled the world and defeated Napoleon on sea, while
together we had defeated him on land. A bloody, piratica nation she might be, ready to boast of her own
coarseness and brutality. But her heroes had earned their power through their own determination, by
risking their own lives and fortunes. And not afew of those great men had been great poets or historians.
If shewere decadent now, it was because she no longer possessed such men of integrity and breadth of
vison.

Thiswas her day of reckoning. The day to which al great imperia nations come
eventua ly—BYyzantium and Carthage, Jerusdem and Rome. Unable to conceive of their mortdity, they
know the double bitterness of defeat and davery. Hitler had rein-troduced davery throughout hisempire.
The British, who had led the world in abolishing that dreadful practice, would again know the humiliation
and deep misery of forced labor. Even as she set her nationd vices aside and called upon her virtues, the
Last Post was sounding for her freedom and her glory. She would go to her defest proving that virtueis
stronger than vice, that courage is more prevaent than cowardice and that the two can exist together at a
moment to which we can point years later as examples of the best, rather than the wordt, that we can be.
And show how virtue made us stronger and safer than any cynicism ever could. Why wasthat alesson
we had to learn over and over again?

Such philosophica meanderings while experiencing the physica exhilaration of riding on adragon!
What atypica thing for meto be doing! But | could not help grieving for that great country which so
many Germans thought of astheir natura partner, the best that they themsalves could be.

Water now. Cam, blue sparkling water. Green hills. Y ellow beaches. More water. Lazy sunlight, asif
the world had never been anything but paradise. Little towns seemed to have grown from the earth itself.
Rivers, woods, valeys. The digtinctive domestic beauty of the English shires. What would become of al
this once Germany crushed British air power and "Germanified” the world into acomic-operaversion of
its heritage? The bleak, black citiesthey dl loathed, of course, were defending thistranquillity, thisided,
agang the tyranny which, in the name of preserving it, would destroy their way of lifeforever.

So powerful were my fedingsthat | wished | was back facing the dangers of Mu Ooria. That would
have been easier. Had Gaynor redlly destroyed that gentle race and left only afew survivors?

Over the seaagain, gentle in asoutherly breeze, to atiny green spot looking scarcely morethan a
hillock, jutting out of the water and lapped by white-topped waves. The leading dragon banked again
and circled theidand, which was about half amile across. | saw a Tudor house, aruined abbey, awhite
peninsula, like arat'stail, which served asanatura quay. No people were gathering to see us; nothing
suggested the place had been occupied for along time. The center of theidand was topped by agrassy
hill which bore aragged granite crown of stones, marking it asthe site of an ancient place of ritua. At one
time, long ago, those stones had stood straight and formed a combined observatory, church and place of
contemplative study.

And so we cameto the lde of Morn, to Marag's Mount, "whence al the pure virtue of the English
race came so long ago,” astheir epic explorer poet Wheldrake put it. One of the great holy places of the
West with a history even more ancient than that of Glastonbury or Tintagel. Asthe dragonslanded
gracefully upon Mom's pure white sandy beach, and the sea begt like awarning drum upon the rocks, |
knew why Gaynor was here.

Morn was one of the great places of power which even the Nazis acknowledged, though its founders
were Cdts, not Saxons. Theldeof Morn, where all the old races of the world sent their scholarsto
exchange ideas and discuss the nature of existence, the differences and smilarities of rdigions, in that
Silver Age before the Teuton explosion. Before the violence and the conquest began.

To Morn had come bishops, rabbis and Mudim scholars, Buddhists, Hindus, Gnostics, philosophers
and scientids, al to sharetheir knowledge, At the abbey below the hill they had met regularly. An
international university, amonument to good will. Then the Norsemen had comein their dragonshipsand
it wasover.

| climbed down from my dragon, scratching her neck under her scales, and thanking her for her
courtesy. | removed the skef' fla'a, folded it and tucked it insde my shirt. Oona stumbled towards me,



gtill finding her land legs in the soft, white sand. She pointed to the headland. There, at anchor, sat a
German U-boat with two sentries standing guard on her low, water-washed decks.

A coincidence? The scouts for theinvasion fleet? Or had Gaynor arranged for it to be here, to useit
to escape, if need be? But why? He had not known we could follow him. It seemed an e aborate
precaution to take on the mere chance of being found here.

Whatever the reason, the Nazi U-boat offered no immediate danger. | doubted they would have
believed the redity anyway. Dragons rarely come ashore on smdl idandsin the middie of the Irish Sea.

A word from Elric, and the great beasts were airborne again, arrowing to the upper regions of the air
where they would wait out of sight.

Pausing only for afew moments, we struck inland through the cobbled streets of the deserted village,
past the great Hall where Morn'sindependent Duke had ruled until 1918 and which was now boarded
up, past asurviving farm or two which had no doubt been evacuated at the outbreak of thiswar, and up
the winding lane which led to the top of the grassy hill and the ring of stones.

So far nothing was unusual about the place. Squabbling gulls cruised the waves and hovered in the air.
Blackbirds sang in windswept trees, sparrows hunted in the overgrown hedgerows, and in the distance
the surf drummed reassuring rhythms.

With some effort we climbed to the crest of theidand where the granite standing stonesleaned like
old men, one againgt the other. Their circle was fill complete.

We were gpproaching the stones, when | noticed astrange milky light flickering faintly from within. |
hesitated. | had no stomach for further supernatura encounters. But Oona urged us on.

"l knew he would have to come here if we defeated him at Bek," she said. "He hopesto contact
Arioch. But | think I'll have asurprisefor him."

Oonaled the way into the center of the stones. Beyond, the seawas very cam. Perfect weather for
aninvason, | thought. I looked for the U-boat, but it wasn't visible from this point.

The trand ucent light washed around our feet and legslike surf. "Draw your swords, gentlemen,” she
sad. "l will need their energy.”

We obeyed her. Thisbeautiful young girl and the confidence she radiated fascinated us. She held up
her bow staff and then dipped it into the opalescent substance, drawing it up like paint and describing
extraordinary geometric patternsin the air, linking one sone to another until they were crisscrossed with
acat's cradle of pearly, sparkling force.

At the same time Oona spoke. She murmured and sang, making spells. There was a sense of urgency
about her movements and her voice,

Lights began to zigzag wildly until 1 was thoroughly confused and blinded. She took Ravenbrand from
me and described alarge ovd withit. The ova undulated and formed atunnd in the light. Waking dong
the tunnd of light towards us, | saw afigure.

Fromenta!

The Frenchman strolled into the circle of stonesasif looking for agood place for apicnic. To confirm
thisintention, he held in hishand a covered basket. He was completely unsurprised to see us and greeted
uswith acheerful wave. Stepping into the stone circle, acrimson light surrounded him, wrapping around
him like abloody coat. It flared and was gone. The milky web also disgppeared. A stink of something
old and hot remained. | recognized the smell but did not know why.

"AmI intime?' he asked Oona

"l hope s0," she said. "Did you bring her?'

Fromentd lifted the basket. "Here sheis, Lady Oona. Shall | take her out?”

"Not yet. We have to be sure heis coming. Hewill get here somehow. Aswill Arioch. Gaynor
expectsto meet Arioch at the Stones of Morn. They have been here before.”

"My Lord Ariochiswith usnow," said Elric quietly.

Elric'swhole manner changed. He sensed his master's presence in the circle. He spoke rapidly,
urgently.

"My Lord Arioch. Forgive usfor thisintruson. Give usyour good will, | beg, for the sake of our
ancient covenants. | am Elric of Menibone and our blood is bound to the same destiny.”



A voice, swest as childhood, spoke from the air. Y ou are my morta offspring. Y ou represent my
interestsin other relms, but not in thisone. Why are you here, Elric?’

"| seek revenge upon an enemy, my lord. One who serves you. Who offered you this portal .

"One of my servants cannot be your enemy.”

"One who serves two mastersis nobody's friend,” Elric replied.

The voice, whose warmth embraced and comforted like an old, loving relative, chuckled.

"Ah, bravest of my daves, sweetest of my succulent children. Now | remember why | love thee."

My throat filled with bile. Being in the invisible creature's presence was dmost physicaly unbearable.
Even Oonaseemed unwell. But Elric wasif anything more relaxed than usud, even tranquil. 'l am
destined to serve thee, great Duke of Hell. The old pact is between my blood and thine. The onewho
dubs himself Knight of the Balance has dready betrayed one Lord of the Higher World, and | know he
would betray another."

"] cannot be betrayed. It isimpossible. | trust nothing. | trust no one. | imprisoned Miggeafor him.
And thiswasto be my pay-ment. Thisisarich, ddiciousrealm. Thereismuchinit to relieve my
boredom. Gaynor swore loyalty to me. He would not dare try my patience further.”

"Gaynor'sloyalty isto Law before Chaos." | heard myself speak. My voice was akind of echoin my
own skull and sounded like Elric's. "And | assure you, Duke Arioch, | oweyou no loyalty. Itisnot in my
interest to dlow you to enter my realm. Y our forces aready destroy too much. But | can offer you the
means of claming your payment from Gaynor."

Arioch was amused. | glimpsed the outline of agolden face, the most beautiful face in the multiverse,
and | loved it. "Those are not my forces, little morta. They are the forces of the Lady Miggea. They are
the forces of Law who make war against your world."

"Gaynor wishes you to oppose them?”

"l have no interest in hiswishes, only hisactions. He merely offered me an opportunity. Itisin my
nature to oppose Law. "

"Then our interestsarethe same," | agreed. "But we cannot strike the same bargain with you that
Gaynor struck.”

"Gaynor promises me an entry into your realm. By means of hismagic and hiswisdom. Y ou will not
do the samefor me?"

"No, master.” Elric. "We do not have the means. The great object of power islost to us.”

"Gaynor will bring it here™ “

"Perhaps," said Elric. He spoke with repect but aso with the firmness of one who regarded himself
the equa of Gods. "Magter, you have no rightsin thisream.”

"l haverightsindl redms, little dave. Nonetheless, | grow tired of thisgame. | appear to be playing
againgt my own sdf-interest. As soon as Gaynor bringsthe key, | and my armieswill passthrough to
bring unbridled Chaosto abored little world. Miggeals forces are without the guidance of avital mind.
We shdl soon defeat them. Y our fears are unnecessary.”

"And if Gaynor does not bring the key, Y our Excellency?' said Oona, gazing levelly up at the golden
head.

"Then Gaynor is mine. Mineto eat. Mineto regurgitate whenever | choose. Mineto drink. Mineto
piss. Mineto tickle. Mineto kiss. Mineto shit and mineto fart. Mineto take his heart. Mine to clothe
with iron shoes. Mineto dance. Mineto bruise. Mineto use" The achingly beautiful lips smacked likea
troll'sinafairy tale. | began to wonder if it were only Miggeaof Law who grew senile anongst the Lords
of the Higher Worlds. Could the whole race of gods have grown too old to have any clear idea of their
desires or interests? Was the multiverse in the hands of such creatures? Was our own condition reflected
inthers?

Fromental, meanwhile, followed none of this. We spoke alanguage completely dien to him. He
looked from Oonato me, eyebrowsraised, asking a silent question.

Elric saw something and pointed. Without a thought, he folded both hands around Stormbringer's hilt.

Gaynor, ill in hisarmor but looking somewhat the worse for wear, gppeared on the white beach.
Had the U-boat brought him to Morn? He clearly could not see anything within the stone circle and thus



believed himsalf to be aone. He was swordless, apparently with no weapons. And he had no cup with
him either.

Wetook a certain pleasure in watching Gaynor advance.

He paused before entering the circle. He peered in. We remained invisible to him. Ocher light filled the
spaces between the stones.

"Magter? Lord Arioch?!

Arioch'svoicewasagentleinvitation. "Enter."

Gaynor stepped through.

And found dl hisenemiesawaiting him.

Heturned in tartled fury. Hetried to step back out of the circle, but he was trapped.

"Have you brought me the key, little morta?" Arioch spoke again with adelicacy suggesting he tasted
each syllable before herdleased it into the air.

"l could not, Sre.” His attention was more on us than on the Lord of the Higher Worlds. "The thing
hasamind of itsown ..."

"But it isyour duty to control it."

"It cannot be controlled, my lord. It hasawill, | swvear, if not intelligence.”

"But | told you dl that, little mortal. And you assured me you had the means of gaining control. That is
why | helped you. That iswhy | imprisoned Lady Miggeafor you."

Elric laughed as Gaynor's confidence ebbed. "I came for more help,” said our enemy amost
patheticaly. "A little more. But why?How . . . ? These are your enemies, my lord. They who would
opposeyou.”

"Oh, | think they have shown me rather more respect, Prince Gaynor, than | have received from you.
Y ou seem to think it possibleto lieto a L ord of the Higher Worlds. Y ou seem to think I'm some bottle
imp to give you as many wishes asyou desire. | am no such thing! | am aDuke of Hdll! | have ambitions
which go far beyond your imaginings. And my patienceis ended. How shdl | punish you, little Prince?"

"l can bring you through, my lord, | swear. | just haveto return to Bek. Mighty forces even now rise
to dominate thisrealm. Hour by hour they gain more territory, more power. Only you, through me, can
defeet them, my lord."

"l haveno interest in saving thisrealm,”" said Arioch in rega astonishment. "l just wished to play with it
for awhile. Now my only pleasure, little Gaynor, will beto play with you."

Oonaturned to Fromental and snatched the basket from his hands. She reached into it and lifted out
its contents.

It appeared to be aminiature model. An intricate ivory cage made of thousands of tiny bones from
which atiny voice raged.

Miggea, till trapped, was furious.

"How did you do that?" | asked Oonain astonishment.

"Itisnot difficult. Scaeisthe only thing that variesfrom realm to redlm. Each ream, as| explained to
you, ison adightly different scale, which is how we are able to navigate between them and why we are
not immediately aware of their existence.

"| arranged for Lieutenant Fromenta to bring her here. Miggeais very powerful, but quite thoroughly
imprisoned. Given her own valition she would soon adjust her scale to the realm in which shefinds
hersdlf. | do not have the power to release her. Only the one who imprisoned her can do that.”

"Y ou have brought another of these creaturesto my world?' This seemed the height of irresponsibility
to me. "To war againg the one dready here? To turn the whole planet into a battlefiel d?"

"Youwill see" said Oona. "But you must al leave the circle now. Firg, give me your sword."

Againg al sense | handed her Ravenbrand. Then Elric, Fromental and | stepped outside the Stones of
Morn.

The little we could see became a shadow play. The dark, lounging presence of Duke Arioch, the
swift, elegant figure of Oona placing the cage of bone on the ground. Gaynor transfixed. Oonathen
touched the cage with the point of my sword. | heard Arioch's voice, faintly booming. "Well, my lady, it
seemsitisno longer in my interest to hold you captive.”



A noiselike splitting flint.

A terrible crack.

Something began to boil and writhe and grow within the circle. Something which cackled and
squeded with idiot laughter and pushed againgt whatever force the stone circle held. Miggea, having
escaped the cage, now sought to escapethecircle.

The stones shook. They might have been dancing. Then they were Hill, straight, waiting. They looked
to me asthey must have looked when the first Druids newly erected them. Tall, white granite, flashing in
the light from the sun.

Suddenly afigure of unstable fire sood before us, caught in the circle, writhing uncontrollably,
screaming slently out at us. Gaynor's face was burning. Hiswhole body wasin flames. Burning with a
million conflicts generated in his ungenerous heart. And there he was again, standing beside himself, il
flaming, dtill screaming. He was begging usfor something. Could it have been forgiveness? Or merdly
release? Another dancing, burning figure, and another, until they made afull circlewithinthecircle.

From above, the shadowy golden face of Duke Arioch smiled and whistled asif watching a puppet
show, and the senile, drooling, cackling creature that had once been one of Law's greatest aristocrats
poked at Gaynor's twisting body, which changed shape and Sze, became many versions of itself, then
one, then fragmented again. | heard his screams. They werelike nothing else | had ever heard inal my
life

Arioch and Miggeatugged at him, bresking off pieces of hismany identitiesin their Sruggle. They
played with him as cats might play with a cricket. There waslittle animosity between them. All their
hatred was directed at Gaynor, stupid Gaynor, who had thought he could play one of them off againgt the
other.

He begged them to stop.

| was closeto begging for the samething! A thousand Gaynorsfilled the circle. A thousand different
kinds of pain.

Oonaregarded thiswith quiet satisfaction, in much the same way she might look upon a piece of
domestic handiwork and congratul ate hersdlf.

"He cannot bring himself back to hisarchetype," she said. "It isthe only way we survive. A sense of
identity isdl we have. At thismoment al Gaynor's many identitiesarein conflict. Heisbeing
disseminated throughout the multiverse. The convergence Gaynor sought to use for his own selfish ends
has proved to be his undoing."

"Too many!" Arioch swore. "Y ou promised me the power of Law. | already possess the power of
Chaos. Where, fractured Gaynor, isthe Grail ?*

The replieswere various, multitudinous, horrifying. " She hasit!" wasthe only coherent phrasewe
heard.

Then Gaynor was gone.

Miggeawas gone.

Arioch'svoice was a satisfied, lusciouswhisper. "The Grall istill there. At my point of entry, where
he promised to bring me through."

Monstrous lips smacked.

And then Arioch, too, disappeared.

Between them, he and Miggeatore Gaynor into amillion psychic shreds.

A rudtling, like an autumn wind, and sorcery was gone from that realm. The old stones pushed their
way up through ordinary grass. A bright sun shonein the sky. The surf washing the white beach was the
loudest sound we had ever heard. | turned to Fromentd. "Y ou struck this bargain with Oonawhen you
met her & Migged's prison?"

"We did not know exactly what we would do with Miggea, but it was useful to have her in portable
form." Fromenta winked. "Now | must return to my friends. Tanelorn is saved, but they will want to
know the rest of thisstory. | am sure well meet again, my friend.”

"And the Off-Moo? Do you know ther fate?"

"They have another city, that isal | know. On the far shore of the lake. They went there. Few were



killed."

With the air of aman who had urgent business, he shook hands with me and walked back to the
shore. A skiff with two seamen waited for him, offering him a saute as he got into the boat. | had made
the wrong presumptions about the U-boat. Fromental had sent it ahead of him. He waved to us again and
was then rowed quickly over to the U-boat. Perhaps | would never know how he managed to send a
captured goddess to us by submarine!

As| watched the conning tower disappear below the waves, my attention returned to the depressing
redities of my own realm. Where aconquering air fleet was ensuring that Adolf Hitler would soon control
the world.

I reminded Elric that my work was unfinished. If the Grall was till a Bek, perhaps| could find away
of usng it againgt the Nazis. At the very least it should ultimately be returned to Mu Ooria.

The dreamthief's daughter smiled at me, asif a aninnocent. "What if the Grail aways belonged at
Bek?' shesad. "What if it waslost and the Off-M oo were merdly itstemporary guardians? What if it
decided to return home?"

| scarcely took thisin as something else dawned on me. | looked urgently to Elric. "Klosterheim!™ |
cried. "Both of us survived his bullets because we werein the presence of the Grail and did not know it!
The Grail works againgt dissipation. Gaynor could not have performed his magic with it on his person.
The Grall's dtill there. But that means everyone who wasiin its presence survived. Which means
Klosterheim could even now bein possesson of the Grail "

Elric paused. | sensed that he was reluctant to stay in this dream. He wanted to rejoin Moonglum and
continue his adven-turingsin the world he understood best. At last he said, "Klosterheim, too, has earned
my vengeance. WEIl go back to Bek." He paused, laying along-fingered hand on my shoulder. For a
moment he was a brother.

When we returned to the beach the dragons were already waiting for us, asif they knew we needed
them. They wererattling their quills and skipping with impatience from one huge foot to the other. The
sun flashed off their butterfly colors dazzling dl around. They were young Phoorn, capable of flying
hafway around the world without tiring. They yearned to be doft again.

We unrolled our skeffla’an and saddled our dragons. Climbing onto their broad backs, we settled
ourselvesin the natura indentations which could, on aPhoorn, take up to threeriders.

With amurmur from Elric, till the greet dragonmaster, bright reptilian wings cracked and moved the
heavy air, cracked again and took usinto the afternoon sky with the steady besat of rowers across alake.
They increased speed with each mighty flap, tailslashing and curling to steer usthrough the rushing
currents of the air. With necks stretched out and great eyes blazing, they scanned the cloud ahead.
Ancient firedrakes.

We skimmed the sea, then swept gracefully upwards until we were flying east over the gentle wooded
hills and dales again, back towards Germany.

Thistime Elric took adightly different course, going farther south than | might have expected, perhaps
to witness the devagtation of the proud hub of Empirein defegt. He, too, understood the peculiar
ambivaences of owing dlegianceto adying empire.

But now there was some extra purpose to Elric's flight as he led us down through the clouds and into
the late afternoon light—to where an aeria dogfight wasin progress. Two Spitfireswhedled and climbed
astheir guns blazed a an overwhelming pack of Stukas. The German planes had been ddliberatdly fitted
with screaming Sirens to make them sound more deedly. The air filled with their dreadful Klaxons, but the
Spitfires, with extraordinary lightness and maneuverability, gave back their best.

Elric was shouting as he urged his dragon down. | heard hisvoice faintly on thewind as| followed
him. After the incredible exhilaration of our dive, Blacksnout turned her long head, narrowed her greet
yellow eyes, and snorted.

She snorted acid fire.

Fire struck first one Stuka and then another. Plane after plane went down in an ingtant as the dragon
swept the squadron with her terrible breath. | saw looks of astonishment on the thankful faces of the
Spitfire pilots as they banked upwards and flew asfast asthey could into the cloud.



Thefew surviving Stukas turned to seek the relative safety of the high skies, but Elric ignored them.
Weflew on.

Ten minutes |ater we came upon agrest sea of Junkers bombers. It struck methat their crews were
my own countrymen. Some of them could be cousins or distant relatives. Ordinary, decent German boys
caught up in the nonsense of militarism and the Nazi dream. Wasit right to kill such people, in any cause?
Were there no other aternatives?

Whitesnout followed her sster down the hidden air trails. Their tails cracked like gigantic whips,
venom frothed and seethed in their mouths and nostrils. Our dragonsfell upon their prey with al the
playful joy of young tigersfinding themselvesin aherd of gazelle.

Gunsfired at us, but not asingle shot struck. The dragons stedly scales deflected anything that hit
them. For the gunnersit wasimpossible—they must have thought they were dreaming.

Down we went and all | saw were Nazi hooked crosses, a symbol which stood for every infamy,
every dishonor, every cynical cruelty the world had ever known. It was those crosses | attacked. | did
not care about the crews who flew under such banners. Who were not ashamed to fly under such
banners.

Down | dived. Whitesnout's venom seared from her mouth, blown by red-hot air generated in one of
her many stomachs. The flaming poison struck bomber after bomber, dl till with their loads. They blew
into fragments before our eyes.

Some of the planestried to peel awvay. Some dropped their bombs at random. But again the dragons
circled. Again the planes were destroyed. The few that remained turned tail and raced back towards
Germany. What story would they tell when they returned? What story would they daretell? They had
faled, however they explained it.

And thus we gave hirth to afamouslegend. A legend which took credit for the victory of the RAF
over the Luftwatffe. The legend which many believed turned the course of the war and caused Hitler to
lose dl judgment and perhaps what was left of his sanity. A legend which proved as powerful, in the end,
asthe Nazi myth unleashed on the peoples of Europe. Ours was the legend of the Dragons of Wessex,
which cameto the aid of the English in their hour of need. A legend which eevated British morale as
thoroughly asit crushed German. Even the sory of the Angdl of Monsfrom thefirst world war was not
as potent in itstime as the legend of the Dragons of Wessex. King Arthur, Guinevere and Sir Lancelot, it
was said, al regppeared. Flying on the fabul ous beasts of ancient days, they cameto servether nationin
its hour of need. The story would eventually be suppressed, as Hess was to discover. The legend was so
powerful that propaganda resources of both nations were devoted to promoting or denying it.

By the time we flew home to Germany, we had destroyed several squadrons of bombers and
innumerable fighters. The Battle of Britain had turned significantly. From that moment on, Hitler acted
with increased insanity as his predictionslogt credibility. From that moment on, hisfamous luck wholly
deserted him.

Asthetireless dragon bore me back to Bek, | mourned. | endured the anguish of my own conscience.
Though the cause had beenright, | had still made war on my own people. | understood all the reasons
why | should have doneit, but | would never, for the rest of my life, be fully reconciled to this burden of
guilt. If | survived and peace was restored, | knew | would meet some motherswhom | would not be
abletolook inthe eye.

Thejoy of victory, thethrill of the flight, was tempered by a strange melancholy which hasremained
with meever snce.

By the time we reached Bek, the place was evidently deserted. There wasn't aguard in sight. Hitler
and his people had left in disgust and everyone €l se had made haste to disassociate themsel ves with the
place. There was nothing left to guard.

The place was oddly till aswe landed on the battlements and cautioudy made our way down into the
old armory.

Scenes of mayhem were everywhere. Blood was everywhere. But no corpses. And no cup.

Wherewasthe Grail ? All the evidence indicated it was never removed from Bek. But did Klosterheim
somehow takeit?



Oona gestured to meto wait for her as she dipped away into the deserted castle.

| fet Elric's hand on my shoulder again, an affectionate brotherly gesture.

"We must find Klosterheim.” | turned and started to make my way back up the sairs.

"No!" Elric wasemphatic. "What?It'smy duty to follow him," | said. "I'll follow Klosterheim,”" said
Elric. "If I'm successful you'll never see him again. I'll return to Menibone. These young dragons have
done good work and must be rewarded.” "And Oona? Y our daughter?”

"The dreamthief's daughter stays here." With acold crack of his cloak he turned his back on me and
strode for the steps leading from the chamber. | wanted to ask him to return. | had much to thank him
for. But, of course, | had served him aso. We had been of mutual help. | had saved him from eterna
dumber and he had turned the tide of war. The Luftwaffe was crushed. By the courage of afew and with
the help of apowerful legend.

Britain would gather strength. Americawould help her. Eventually the fascists would be ousted from
power and democracy restored.

But before that moment came, the blood of millionswould be spilled. It was hard to see who would
win anything from thet terrible conflict.

| looked helplessly around at our old armory. So much violence had taken place here. How would it
ever fed likehometo me again?

How much I'd logt since Gaynor'sfirgt vidt to Bek! When hetried to get the Raven Sword from mein
order to kill my doppel-ganger's daughter! | had certainly lost akind of innocence. | had also lost friends,
servants. And a certain amount of self-respect.

What had | gained? Knowledge of other worlds? Wisdom? Guilt? A chanceto turn thetide of history,
to stop the spread of Nazi tyranny? Many yearned to be able to do that. Circumstances of blood and
time had put mein aposition to change the course of the war in favor of my country's enemy.

The guilt grew moreintense as Allied bombing increased. Cologne. Dresden. Munich. All the beautiful
old cities of our golden past gone into rubble and bitter memory. Just as we had blown the memory and
pride of other nations to smithereens and defiled their dead. And al for what?

What if thispain, thispain of al the world, could be stopped? By the influence of one object? By the
thing they called the Runestaff, the Grail, Finn's Cauldron—the object that crested afield of serenity and
baancedl around it. Sustaining itsown surviva and the surviva of the multiverse.

Wherewasit, this panaceafor the grief of nations?

Wherewasit, but in our own hearts?

Our imaginings?

Our dreams?

Had dl | experienced in Mu Ooriabeen acomplex but unred nightmareinto which the dreamthief's
daughter lured me? Anilluson of magic, of the Grail, of unending life? Once | wasin no doubt of the
Grail's properties or of its power for good. But now | wondered if the thing actudly was a power for
good? Or was it salf-sustaining and not interested in questions of human moraity?

Was Gaynor right? Did the Grail demand the blood of innocents to be effective? Was that thefind
irony? No lifewithout death?

Oona came through the ruined doorway, ashaft of sunlight behind her. She had found her bow and
arrows where she had hidden them.

Shelooked at me and redlized that Elric, was gone.

Sheran for the old staircase.

"Fether!”

She disappeared up the steps before | could reach the door. | called after her, but sheignored me or
did not hear.

| went up the sairsrapidly, but something made me dow when | reached the top of the tower and the
narrow corridor which led to the roof. | moved reluctantly and looked out at the battlementswhere Elric
held his daughter in atender embrace.

Behind him the dragons muttered and stamped, anxious to be doft again. But Elric was dow to leave.
When helifted hisface those troubled eyes were weeping.



| watched him place agentle kiss on his daughter's forehead. Then he strode over to the impatient
Blacksnout and stood scratching the great beast under her scales. With aquick, graceful movement, he
climbed into his saddle and called in hismusica voice, cdled to hisdragon sisters.

With amassive crash of wingsthe two gresat reptiles mounted the evening air. | watched their dark
shapes circling againgt the great red disk of the setting sun.

They banked with dow grace into adark shadow and were suddenly gone.

Oonaturned, dry-eyed, her voice unnaturdly low. "I can see him anytime | choose," she said. She
held something in her hand. A smdl talisman.

"In hisdreams?" | asked.

She stared at me for amoment.

Then | followed her insde.



Epilog

Therest of the story isamatter of public record. Neither Oonanor mysdlf, of course, remained in
Germany. Indeed, we were certain of arrest. And, if arrested, we had aclear idea of our likely fate. So
Prince Lobkowitz helped us get to Sweden and from there to London. Having helped in the destruction
of my own country'sair fleet and begun the process of Hitler's defeat, | continued the war againgt the
Nazis. | joined the BBC as a broadcaster for awhile and worked as an interpreter with aRed Cross
psychiatric unit when the Allies started moving into Germany and Audtria. Even |, with my experience of
Nazi brutality, could scarcely bear the scenes which every new day brought.

| saw little more of Lobkowitz, who was busy with the War Crimes people, and nothing of Bastable.
Oonawent to Washington when the United States entered the war and joined a specia operations unit.

| saw Bek once more before the Russanstook it over. The Red Army had billeted its officers there.
Even they remarked on the sense of peace the old place had. | was bound to agree. Though its recent
history had scarcely been tranquil, tranquillity iswhat that house radiated for amile or morearound it in
the old Bek estates. | heard that the loca authorities eventualy turned Bek into arest home for mental
patients, and | was pleased.

When at last the Wl came down and | reclaimed my home, | dlowed it to continue in its most recent
function, asking only that | have afew roomsin the old part of the house, along with the armory and the
tower. Here | study quietly in the sure knowledge that somewhere | will discover aclueto the Grail's
current incarnation. That it lies a Bek, thereisno doubt. Here dl wounds seem eventudly to hedl. Thisis
al we saved from the Nazis.

In May 1941 it became clear that the L uftwaffe was no longer capable of conquering Britain.
Disturbed that Hitler was attacking the Soviet Union without first securing the aliance of her "natura
brothersin arms," Rudolf Hess flew single-handed to Scotland. He parachuted out of his Messerschmitt
and landed safely. He spent afew hours at Castle Auchy, the traditiona home of the Clan McBegg,
which had a bad reputation in those parts. He then set off to find the Marquess of Clydesdale, whom he
wrongly believed to be aNazi sympathizer. What Hess told the marquess and those sent to arrest him
wasthat he had the secret of the Wessex Dragons who rose from their secret caverns under England's
most beautiful downsto serve her in her hour of need. He claimed that he knew how to contact King
Arthur, Sir Lancelot and Queen Guinevere, and that he aso knew the whereabouts of the Holy Grail. He
proposed that the Grail was the catalyst to reunite the Nordic peoples against the common
Bolshevik/Asan threat. He asked severa timesto speak to Churchill, but published documents show that
MISwas of the firm opinion that Hess had completely lost hismind. All reports confirm thisview.
Churchill steadfastly refused to see him.

Hess was sentenced at Nuremberg asawar crimina and became the only surviving prisoner in
Spandau prison. He dlegedly hanged himsdlf in his prison cdl in Spandau in 1987. He was ninety-one.
All that time he had been refused permission to publish and had given amost no interviews, though he
indsted he had information of crucid intelligence to the authorities. There isatheory that he was
murdered by the British Secret Service, who feared what he would tell the public when he was rel eased.

Hesswasto play no further part in my story. Thiswould not be true of Elric, however. Heistill inmy
soul. Still sharesmy mind. At night, when | do dream, | dream Elric'slife asif it weremy own. | havea
sensethat | live not only Elric's destiny, but the destiny of hundredslike us. | am never truly free of him.
His story continues, and | continue to be a part of it, as does Oona, the dreamthief's daughter, who
became my wife. We chose to have no natura children but adopted three girls and two boys. We intend
to let our blood die out.

How the Grail was found and what happened to usisastory which, like that of Rudolf Hess, remains
to betold.

Meanwhile, we are a rest here for the moment. Glad to enjoy some respite in the great struggle—that
gamein which we al have important partsto play. The never-ending game of life and death.



