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Jntroduction

Last year I got my first real introduction to computer games. Oh, I'd seen them
around—heck, when Pong first came out | was in college. (Now, there’s an appalling
acknowledgment of age.) But computers and computer games were on the
periphery of my life.

Last year I got a phone call asking if I was interested in writing a book on Ultima
IV, Ultima V, and Ultima VI. “Sure,” | said. “Put me on the list.” | was added (at the
very bottom), but as luck would have it, everyone else was busy and the job fell to
me. With Rusel DeMaria as my stalwart guide and co-author, I was launched into the
wonderful world of computer games. And boy, have I been spoiled.

My first taste of computer games was my experience with Ultima IV. Admittedly
the graphics were crude by current standards, but what did I know? I played for
hours and hours at a time, got far too personally involved with the life of the
characters, and ended up with a wicked case of tendonitis from using the (A) key for
combat. (Ultima IV was a little melee-heavy.) Then I moved on to Ultima VI—an
amazing step up in graphics and complexity. Once again, | played for hours at a
time—becoming obsessive about my “Avatar-ish” qualities. “I'm the Avatar, dammit!”
became one of my regular boasts.

So here | am again, this time a more seasoned player. (I've moved on to
cartridge games and other PC games. Don'’t even ask about my Sonic the Hedgehog
jones. I've been told I'm good enough to beat small children. High praise indeed!)
And, I'd like to think I've become a more demanding player. I'm fortunate that | was
given the opportunity to “cut my teeth” on Ultima games. The richness of Britannia
continues to surprise and delight me. From the depths of the Stygian Abyss to the
top of the Serpent’s Spine, there’s never a dull moment.

I hope this book will bring a little more of Britannia to light for you. Now if they
would just release Ultima VIII ...

— Caroline Spector



hHow to Use This Book

The book is divided into several sections. Each game has a fictionalized walkthrough
and a “down and dirty” walkthrough. Maps are provided at the end of each section.

For Ultima VII: The Black Gate, the critical path is presented in the fictionalized
portion. There are sidequests, which help the Avatar gain experience. These are
included after the main walkthrough. In the Underworld section we've chosen the
most direct walkthrough.

The conversations presented in the text are, for the most part, taken straight
from the game. For the sake of readability, some of the conversations have been
strung together. To keep the narrative flowing in the Ultima VII section, the party
members sometimes perform actions that in the game the entire party would
perform: for example, lolo is sent by the Avatar to pick up an object in another part
of the city. Sometimes the party members act as the Avatar’s “alter egos,” making
comments and deductions.

In the previous book, keywords were printed in a different font. Since Ultima
VII and Ultima Underworld no longer use keywords as prompts, we've dispensed
with them. However, the correct response choices are incorporated into the text.



A Rote 'rom Lord British

Onee again peril fath come to Britannia. And, once again, the Avatar fjath saved
us. ‘@is a trial that mine Ringdom sfould be so beset by evil plagues, but ‘tis
fortunate that the Avatar fath stayed strong in fjis befief in the Principles which
guide us.

RKnow ye now that the tale told ferein recounts the adventures of the Avatar
some two fundred years after e united the Britannian and the Gargoyle people.
Bis struggle to conquer thie foul deptfhs of the Stygian Abyss and rescue the
Beauteous Arial is a wonder to us all. o too is fiis acicoement in unmasking Ehie
Sellowsfip and the feinous designs of the Guardian.

Even as we celebrated thie Avatar’s triumphj over €hje Sellowsfip, the Guardian
was once again plotting to destroy Britannia. A splhiere of darkness plunged mine
castle into impenetrable night; only through the Avatar's actions were we spared.
And now 3 fjave sent fjim on a quest most perifous—to thie Serpent Isle. Only
througf) fiis courage may we be saved.

@fje pathj of thie Avatar fathj ever been fraugfjt with peril. So too is the telling
of these tales. BHeed the essons within and ignore them at your own risk.



Jntroduction by Richard Garriott

Ultima VII: The Black Gate was a departure for the Ultima series. As darker events
shaped the world of Britannia, the need for the saving grace of the Avatar increased.
With the introduction of Ultima Underworld: The Stygian Abyss, a new style of
exploring Britannia emerged. With these new variations on the Ultima theme, the way
was paved for a more complex vision of Ultima.

Knowing this, | was aware that there would be a demand for a complete treatment of
this new material. Ultima VII and Underworld: More Avatar Adventures should
address the needs of the serious Britanniaphile while conveying the story in an
entertaining style.

I hope you'll find that this book makes your path through Britannia easier. Thank
you for accompanying me on the adventure of Ultima.
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@o Bis Most Sovercign Majesty, Lord British:

Many years ago, you commissioned me to undertake the task of recording the
adventures of the Avatar. At the time, 3 thought the tale would b¢ a simple one,
requiring onfy thie skills of an academic. But, as with so many things in Britannia,
this was not the case. My partner, Robert DeWMNain, was (ost to us during the
Avatar's conflict with €he Sellowship. e tried to uncover their true purpose and
eventually met with) a fate 3'm sure you can imagine. He fad (ittle faith in the
legends of the Avatar, but tried in fjis own way to unmask €he Sellowsfhip.

What follows is the story the Avatar told me about fjis most recent adventures
in Britannia. His sojourn in the Stygian Abyss is botfj wondrous and terrifying;
fjis account of €fje Sellowsfip and their practices will no doubt turn your stomact.
e were fortunate fie arrived when fie dHid.

3 fope this missive pleases you.

Your fjumble subject,
Carlotta Stein

= ilence settled over the Lycaeum; | knew that the others had gone for the
8 night. This was my favorite time—the stillness settled into the corridors
§ and I could almost hear the building resting. I felt like a heart in the
8 center of the quiet, softly beating my own special time.
Turning the pages of a book, I let myself be taken away by its
v prose. The passages swept over me and | was transported to another
time, another place. How long I read, I couldn’t say, but I knew it was
much later when [ heard the steps.

They came faintly, through the foyer downstairs. A pause, then they turned. The
acoustics in the building were strange. I'd always thought of them as charming, but
tonight the footsteps they carried seemed ominous and sinister. After all, | was alone and
unprotected. What was the intent of those steps?

A short scuffing sound. They were on the stairs leading to the second floor. The
floor where | was. Alone. Silently, I slipped from my chair. Glancing about the room, I
realized there was no place for me to go. The footsteps were at the end of the hallway
now. | looked around for a weapon of some kind. Nothing here but books, inkstands,
and quills. I grabbed the heaviest book I could find—a Gargish dictionary—and ran to




stand behind the door. Maybe I could stun
whoever—whatever—it was, and make an
escape. A stupid idea, but the only one
available at the moment.

The steps were outside the door. The
knob turned and the door swung open. I
raised the dictionary over my head and started
it on a downward arc. A hand stopped it
halfway.

“What are you trying to do?”

[ looked up. “Avatar!” I said. “You scared
me to death. What on earth are you doing
here in the middle of the night?”

I released the dictionary and stuck my fists
on my hips. Robert used to call this my
“Don’t Mess with Me” look.

The Avatar walked across the room and
dropped the book on my desk. When he
turned back to face me, I saw how tired he
looked. His face was careworn and drawn, but
he looked stronger than when I'd seen him
last. No doubt a result of his time in Britannia.
When last we'd spoken, he’'d told me about
the strange phenomenon that occurred every
time he returned to Britannia. All the abilities
and talents he’d acquired on his last visit were
stripped from him and he had to develop
them all over again.

“I came to see you,” he said. I confess my
heart fluttered a little at this. | am a woman,
after all, and not totally immune to the
Avatar’s charms. But just as quickly, I realized
he was offering to tell me his story—the one
he'd promised to tell when his adventure was
finished. This was even more interesting.

“Sit down,” I said, pulling up a heavy
leather-upholstered chair. I ran around to
my side of the desk and pulled out a ream of
paper. With a few quick motions, I
whittled a new point on my quill.

“I'm ready,” | said.
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The Avatar looked at me and laughed.
“You always were a gossip-
hound, Carlotta.”

I sniffed indignantly.
“This isn’t gossip, Avatar.
It's for posterity. The tales
of your deeds will ... ”

He waved a hand at
me. “Spare me the ode to
history. I meant no offense.
It’s just that after what I've
been through ... Well, Britan-
nia is changing and I don’t like
what | see. Though I've saved
her this time, I'm not so optimistic about the
future.”

This troubled me. For as long as ['ve
known the Avatar—and it’s been longer than
he remembers—he’s always been positive.
This attitude was new, and it frightened me. |
put down my quill and poured two glasses of
port from the decanter I kept on the desk.
After digging briefly in my bottom desk drawer,
[ unearthed a box of chocolates I'd hidden from
Mariah. She was a glutton for truffles.

The Avatar sipped his port, then bit into a
truffle. He broke into a sublime smile. “Where
did you get these? They're delicious,” he said.

“Thanks. | made them,” I replied.

He looked at me with new respect. Two
degrees, 14 books on Avatar lore, and the
only time they pay attention is when they eat
my truffles. Men. (If only Robert were here!
He’d make some stupid remark right now that
would drive me crazy. | miss that.)

“Tell me about what happened,” I said.

He leaned back in the chair and propped
his feet on my desk.

“Well, at least take your boots off,” I said,
shoving his feet off the desk.

“Trust me, you don’'t want me to do that.




[ came straight here after we defeated the
Guardian. [ felt the need to talk about what
had happened. To talk about being in
Britannia when home is somewhere else—
with someone who could understand.”

I looked at him sharply. “I'm glad you
think I'm a sympathetic ear. Let’s start with
how you got here ...”

“I thought [ told you all about that when
we met in Cove.”

“You did, but Robert was supposed to
take the notes, and he ... he is no longer with
us.”

“Did he leave?”

“No. He fell victim to The Fellowship.” I
shut my eyes and tried not to cry. I'd wept
buckets after we found his body. Enough tears
to make me sick for a week afterward.

“I'm sorry to hear that. I can imagine
what they did. I liked him. He was a bit stuffy,
but he seemed decent enough.”

[ smiled, trying to keep my voice from
shaking. “He’d actually joined them. Said he
wanted to really find out for himself what they
were all about. But after he'd spent some time
with them ... well, he wanted out. He got out
all right.” I pressed my palms against my eyes.
A horrible lump had formed in my throat and
was trying to choke me. Drawing in a shaky
breath, [ managed to gain my composure.

“I apologize,” I said. “Very unprofessional
of me.”

The Avatar smiled, but his eyes were sad.
‘I know how you feel. It’s hard to lose a
friend.”

I nodded and took a big gulp from my
glass. The port burned going down, but it
gave me a moment’s distraction.

“Okay,” I said, thankful to be thinking
about something else. “Let’s start from the
beginning.”
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The Avatar began.

Chapter One

Pede) came back to Britannia through a
Moongate. From past experience, 1 knew the
red gates portended danger. But Britannia
needed me; I suspected that from things that
had happened earlier. | see that gleam in your
eye, Carlotta—T'll get to that in a while.

I jumped through the red gate without
knowing where I'd arrive. The last time I'd
blindly dived through a red gate, I'd almost
become Gargoyle fodder. But I've already told
you that story.

The gate sucked me into its vortex and
the world turned scarlet. For an eternity I fell
through the gate, surrounded by the redness
as if [ were floating down a vein. Then,
abruptly, I was stepping out into the
Britannian afternoon. I was disoriented for a
moment. The feeling grew as an old man
stepped before me.

His face quickly expressed shock, but that
evolved into delight. He smiled at me broadly.

“Avatar! If I did not trust the infallibility of
mine own eyes, | would not believe it! I was
just thinking to myself, ‘If only the Avatar
were here!” Then, lo and behold! Who says
that magic is dying? Here is living proof that it
is not!”

Who is this crazy old man? | wondered.

“Dost thou realize, Avatar, that it hath
been 200 Britannian years since we last met?
Why, thou hast not aged at all!”

The old man winked conspiratorially. He
whispered, “Due no doubt to the difference in
the structure of time in our original homeland
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and that of Britannia? | have aged a little, as
thou canst see. But, of course, I have stayed
here in Britannia all this time. Oh, but Avatar!
Wiait until [ tell the others! They will be happy
to see thee! Welcome to Trinsic!”

It was then that I realized with a
sickening, sinking sensation who the old man
was: lolo, my friend and companion of many
journeys. When I'd last been to Britannia he’d
been my age and a better all-around fighter
than I'd ever known. Now he was old. And
what was I doing in Trinsic?

“lolo,” I began.

A slightly rotund and very distraught
peasant interrupted me. “Show him the
stables, milord. 'Tis horrible!”

lolo nodded, taking on a somber
expression. “Ah, yes. Our friend Petre here
discovered something truly ghastly this
morning. Take a look inside the stables. | shall
accompany thee.”

Just as lolo and I began to walk to the
stables, a fat man scurried up to us.

“lolo! Who is this stranger?” he asked.

“Why, this is the Avatar!” Iolo
proclaimed. “Canst thou believe it? May I
introduce thee? This is Finnigan, the Town
Mayor. And this is the Avatar!”

“I simply cannot believe he is here!” The
Mayor looked me up and down, not sure
whether he believed Iolo or not. He looked at
lolo skeptically.

“I swear to thee, it is the Avatar!” said
lolo.

“I am not certain that I believe it.”

The Mayor looked at me again, as if he
were studying every pore on my face. Finally
he smiled. “Welcome, Avatar,” he said.

Then, suddenly, his face became stern.

“A horrible murder has occurred. If thou
art truly the Avatar, perhaps thou canst help

us solve it. I would feel better if thou takest
this matter into thine hands. Thou shalt be
handsomely rewarded if thou dost discover the
name of the killer. Dost thou accept?”

So this was why I'd been brought to
Britannia—to solve the murder in the stable.
Seemed like pretty small potatoes to yank me
all the way from home, but I'd been to
Britannia enough to know that you don’t
avoid a quest.

“I would be honored to solve the murder
for you,” | said. | was slipping into my
Britannian mode of speaking. Here it felt as
natural as the gloves | wore. At home it got
me some very weird looks.

“Petre here knows something about all of
this,” said the Mayor, gesturing at the
peasant.

“I discovered poor Christopher and the
Gargoyle Inamo early this morning,” Petre
gasped. “'Tis a horrible sight.”

“Thou must see for thyself, Avatar,” said
lolo. “Brace thyself, my friend. 'Tis truly a
gruesome sight.”

We stepped into the gloom of the stable.
The stench hit us first—the coppery smell of
spilled blood. I slipped in a puddle of it and
grabbed lolo’s shoulder to steady myself.

“Ugly, is it not?” asked Iolo. “From what I
have heard, neither Christopher nor Inamo
deserved so grisly a death. Thou shouldst
certainly ask everyone in town about it.”

Splayed out on the floor were the remains
of Christopher. His hands had been pinned
down with stakes. At each extremity, a black
candle had been placed. Someone had used a
very sharp knife on him. Entrails spilled from
the wound; his mouth was pulled into a silent
rictal scream. Whoever had done this had
made sure he was conscious throughout most
of his torture.



Bloody footprints led away from the body,
out through the back of the stable. As |
followed them, I discovered the body of
Inamo, the Gargoyle. He was hanging from
the north wall of the tack room, his body
sagging forward against the bindings that held
him. The ropes cut cruelly into his scaly flesh.
A pitchfork protruded from his stomach.

I'd seen many horrible things during my
visits to Britannia, but this was something
new. Before, the only monsters I'd
encountered were creatures such as dragons
and trolls. The monsters who had done this
were human.

[ returned to Christopher’s body. On his
leg was a key I'd overlooked. I picked it up
and wiped the blood from it onto my pants
leg, trying hard to remain dispassionate.

“What do you know about this? About
Christopher and Gargoyle?” I asked Iolo.

“I haven't a clue,” he replied. “I don’t
know Christopher and I've never spoken to
Inamo. It’s a shame because there aren’t
many Gargoyles living with humans. This will
only discourage them more.”

I sighed. A pitchfork in the belly was a
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hell of a way to discourage integration.
Outside the stables, I ran into the Mayor
again.

“Hast thou searched the stables?” he
asked.

“Yes,” | said, trying not to remember too
clearly what I'd found there. “I found a key on
Christopher’s body.”

“Hmm, a key. Perhaps if thou dost ask
Christopher’s son about it, he may know what
it is for.”

“Who is his son?” I asked.

“His name is Spark.”

& ® ®

Iolo led me to Christopher’s house, in the
northwest corner of town. As we entered, a
young boy came down the stairs from the
upper floor. His face was blotchy and his eyes
were red from crying.

“Who art and what dost thou want?” he
asked suspiciously. I noticed he had a sling in
his hand.

Before I could answer, lolo butted in.
“Boy, this is the Avatar.” I could tell he was
getting indignant. “He has come to help you.”

The boy slowly lowered his
slingshot. I couldn’t help admiring his
attitude. His skill at handling strangers
was impressive for one so young.
After a few moments of sizing me up,
he slowly nodded his head.

“All right, I believe thee. Thou
dost look like the paintings. |
apologize.”

“Do you recognize this key?” I
asked. I held out the key I'd retrieved
from Christopher’s body.

“It looks like the key to Father’s
chest upstairs. I'll take you there.”
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We followed Spark up the narrow
staircase. A large trunk sat in one corner of
the room. [ slipped the key into the lock and,
with a soft snick, the chest opened. Inside
were a pile of gold coins, a medallion of some
sort, and a scroll.

“What kind of medallion is this?” I asked
Spark.

“’Tis Father’s Fellowship medallion,” he
replied. “He was trying to leave The
Fellowship. I know they killed him!”

“Calm down,” I said. “Tell me what you
know about the murder. It's no good jumping
to conclusions.”

Spark took a deep breath. “Last night I
was having a nightmare about Father. |
dreamed that he screamed, and it woke me
up. I looked around the house, but he was not
in his bed. | was wide awake, so [ went out to
find him.

“I know it sounds witless, but I dreamed
that a big red-faced man was watching down
on everything and ... he looked down ... and
he noticed Father. That is all | remember.”

“So you went to the stables and you
found your father,” I said.

“No, I did not find him. At least, not right
away. But I did see something. | was in front
of the stables. | saw a man and a wingless
Gargoyle running from behind the building.
They ran toward the dock. Then | went inside
and found ... Father.”

I looked over at lolo. His face was pale. |
imagine mine looked the same. To find his
father murdered, and in such a horrible way,
must have been terrible for Spark. Again my
admiration for the lad grew. He was holding
up remarkably well under the stress.

“I'm sorry to make you relive all this,” I
said. “But do you remember anything about
the way they looked?”

“All I saw of the man was that he had a
hook for a right hand. I cannot tell one
Gargoyle from another. I could not identify
him, except that he had no wings.”

“That helps, Spark,” I said. “At least now
we have something to go on. What about this
gold? Do you know anything about it?”

“The gold—I have never seen so much
gold in my life. I cannot imagine why Father
had it.”

So much for our clues. I unrolled the
scroll and read it, hoping it might provide
some clue.

Thou hast received payment.
Make thy delivery tonight.

Not a lot of help there. Payment for
what? Had he delivered the item, or was
someone disappointed in the job? Maybe he’'d
never delivered the item at all.

“What about this delivery?”

“I know he was making something special
for someone. | am fairly certain it was at his
shop.”

There was nothing else to be learned
here, so | asked Spark’s permission to take
the medallion and the gold. He granted it and
we went back downstairs. lolo and I stood just
inside the door to the house, discussing what
to do next.

“We should investigate The Fellowship,
then see if anyone else saw the man with the
hook,” I said to lolo. Just then Spark
interrupted.

“Wilt thou go find the man with the
hook? Let me help thee!” he pleaded. His
tears had stopped; his face took on a
determined, forceful look.

“Take me with thee! Please! I must avenge
Father’s death! If thou dost not take me with
thee, I will follow thee anyway!” He was



excited now. “I am an expert with a slingshot!
I can strike sewer rats with almost every shot!
And | am small—I do not eat much! Please
take me! Please ask me to join thee!”

lIolo whispered, “I do not know about
taking a child on the road with us.”

At that moment, Spark let fly with his
sling. His target, a small fly hovering above
Iolo’s head, was smacked out of the air. |
laughed as lolo yelped, jumped away, cursed,
and ran his fingers through his hair.

“I think we should take him along, lolo.
Just to keep the flies away.”

“Yippee,” shouted Spark. He was all
smiles and | knew I'd done the right thing.
Now all I had to do was keep him alive and
find the person who'd killed his father. Yeah,
no problem.

There was something else that bothered
me. | didn’t mention it, but Spark had said
something about a red-faced man in his
dreams. I, too, had an experience with that
man, but not in a dream. He'd come to me
back on Earth and told me that I would kneel
before him just as everyone in Britannia did.
I'd seen him just before the red Moongate
appeared and took me to Britannia.

“Spark,” I began. “I've been away for a
long time and I've never heard of The
Fellowship before. Why would they want to
kill your father?”

“Well, at first they harassed Father and
me when they came around asking us to join.
I suppose they do good things. Many people
like them. Father eventually joined the group
after he went to Britain and took one of their
tests. | do not know anything about them. I
never took one. Maybe thou shouldst ask the
man at the Fellowship branch, Klog. He is the
head of the Fellowship branch here in Trinsic.
He and Father got into an argument a week

FA\TI IT/ANS] [VAS] [TAS] [TAS] [TAS] [TAS] IT/.\TI
The Black Gate

LANZ4) ISNZ4) IANZ4) L) 74T ANZ4] ANZ4) N4

ago when Klog and two of his friends came
over to talk with Father.”

“I don’t know what it was about. Perhaps
thou shouldst ask Klog. I do not remember
what they look like. I did not recognize them.
They were most likely some other members of
The Fellowship.”

I frowned. The Fellowship sounded both
benign and dangerous. (An oxymoronic
situation if I'd ever heard of one.) They did
good works, but pressured people to join their
organization and apparently weren’t too
subtle when someone disappointed them.

“Let’s go see Klog,” I said.

BRRE

The Fellowship hall was dim and cool inside.
The center of the hall was designed for worship,
with two rows of pews running its length. A
strangely formed candelabra stood behind the
podium at the front of the room. From the
doorway to our right, a portly man emerged.

“Greetings, Avatar. | recognized thee at
once. Word has moved through town quickly.
I had heard that thou wert here. | am Klog.”
He grabbed my hand and wrung it in his
fleshy palm.

“Yes,” I replied. “I have returned. I am
currently investigating the murder of Spark'’s
father, Christopher.”

Klog placed one finger on the side of his
nose and looked thoughtful. “Well,” he said,
“I was home all night and my wife Ellen will
certainly verify that. But, as we say in The
Fellowship, “Worthiness Precedes Reward.”
Christopher must have done something bad.
And the poor Gargoyle Inamo! 'Tis a pity.”

“I heard you argued with him.”

“Last week Christopher stated that he
wanted to leave The Fellowship! Canst thou
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imagine? Well, we simply attempted to speak
with him and alter his decision. The man
verbally assaulted me and my companions
with no provocation!” Klog's double chin
trembled with indignation.

“So you know nothing at all about the
murders,” | said.

“No. Nothing at all.”

“I see,” | said. Something in Klog's
manner made me suspicious. It wasn’t
anything in particular; he was just too nice,
too polite, too sincere. “Spark says he saw a
man with a hook leaving the stables. Do you
know anything about him?”

Once again Klog struck his thoughtful
pose. | knew the answer to my question
before he spoke. “No. Nothing at all.”

I decided to try another tack Maybe this
one would give me more information. “What
about your friends? The ones who
Christopher argued with. Maybe they know
something.”

“They have gone to Fellowship
Headquarters in Britain. They were here
delivering Fellowship funds. Their names are
Elizabeth and Abraham. Perhaps you would
be interested in joining The Fellowship. If you
go to The Fellowship hall in Britain, Batlin
can help you join.”

| stared at him for a moment, trying hard
to keep from showing my disgust. We were
discussing the gruesome murder of a young
boy’s father, and this man was trying to
recruit me into his organization. What a
sensitive guy.

[ pushed my contempt down. Whatever
information I could get from Klog would help
me find Christopher’s killer. I needed to hang
on to a detached attitude if I wanted to solve
this murder.

10

“l confess I'm unfamiliar with The
Fellowship and its teachings,” 1 said.

Klog’s face broke into a broad smile. His
eyes lit with the glow of a true believer.

“The Fellowship was created to advance a
philosophy, a method of applying an
optimistic order of thought to one’s life. The
Triad is composed of three principles that,
when applied in unison to thy life, can soothe
the fever of a society that teaches thee to
accept failure, and banishes the destructive,
illusory thoughts and feelings from thy spirit.

“The first principle is to Strive For Unity.
This means that we should reject divisiveness,
put aside our differences, and work together
for the good of us all.

“The second principle is to Trust Thy
Brother. Trust is essential, for what will you
accomplish if you must be divided by
constantly watching each other?

“The third and final principle is
Worthiness Precedes Reward. One must
strive to be worthy of the rewards each of us
seeks, for if one is not worthy of reward, why
should one believe they should receive it?”

Spark yawned behind his hand as Klog
finished speaking. Klog bored me too, but his
description of the Triad made me uneasy. His
“principles” almost made sense—until you
thought about them.

“Well,” I said, “thank you for your
information. I'm sure it will help.”

Klog nodded again and strolled off to
attend to Fellowship duties. As we were leaving
The Fellowship hall, I noticed a book, bound in
green leather, lying on a table. Opening the
book, I discovered that it was a copy of The
Book of Fellowship. Its author was Batlin. As |
traveled through Britain on this quest, 1 would
find copies of this tome everywhere.



We'd discovered a few things about the
murder, and | decided to tell the Mayor what
we'd learned. We found him in his elegant
home, located west of The Fellowship hall.

“Ah, Avatar,” he said, rising from his
overstuffed chair. “What hast thou discovered
about Christopher’s murder?”

“Spark saw a man with a hook and a
wingless Gargoyle fleeing from the stables just
before he discovered his father’s body. I think
if we can discover this man with the hook,
we'll find our murderer. Also, Christopher

o[ s [0 Bt L8 [0 s [0 o Bt L3 Fom B B

=
m

11

[7/.\_‘1 ITAS] [TAS] [PAS] [PAS] [PAS] [PAS] IT/.\T]
The Black Gate

LANZ4] N4 IANZ4] N4 INZ4] N4 N4 N4

quarreled with Elizabeth and Abraham, two
Fellowship members, just before he died. I'm
not sure, but there may be some connection.”

Finnigan smiled. “Good progress.
Perhaps you should speak to Gilberto, who
was on the watch last night. He was knocked
unconscious some time and might know
something that will assist you in your
investigation.” The Mayor leaned forward and
spoke more softly. “Actually, 1 have seen
something like this before. It was about four
years ago, in Britain. "Twas before I came to
Trinsic. There was a murder with
strikingly similar aspects. A body
was found mutilated exactly like
poor Christopher. It appeared to be
a ritualistic killing. I would wager
that whoever was responsible for
that murder is the culprit behind this
one

»

We thanked the Mayor for his
time and promised to return when
we had more information for him.

B BR

We found Gilberto at the healer’s
shop. He looked much the worse
for wear with his head bandaged
and stumbling along on a crutch.

“The Mayor tells me you had
the watch the night of the murder,”
I said. “Do you remember anything
that could help us?”

“The murder must have
occurred shortly before I was
knocked out,” he said.

“When was that?” I asked.

“It was just about sunrise. | was
looking out to the sea. All of a



sudden, I felt a blow on the back of mine
head.” He winced in pain. “The next thing I
knew, | was on the ground. Johnson, the
guard for the next watch, was shaking me. |
had been out about 10 minutes. | knew that
because the sun had just peeked over the
horizon. And the Crown Jewel had gone and
sailed!”

“The Crown Jewel?”

“Did I forget to mention it? That was a
ship that was docked here all night. I believe it
was about to sail for Britain. Thou couldst ask
Gargan the Shipwright to make sure.
Anyway, | did not see mine attackers,” the
guard grumbled. “Hmm. I wonder if they
jumped onto the ship! They could be all the
way to Britain by now!”

“Thank you for the help,” I said.

Out in the warm afternoon sun, | thought
about what we’d learned. Apparently the
person who'd murdered Spark’s father had to
be the man with one hand. He must have left
on the Crown Jewel. But, apparently, so had
Elizabeth and Abraham. And what was this
strange new order, The Fellowship? The more
I encountered its members, the less I liked
what [ saw. They were friendly enough, but
mindless in their devotion—among other
things.

[ asked Spark to show me his father’s
shop, hoping [ might find a clue there. He led
us to a stone building in the southwest corner
of town. As we entered, | heard a deep voice
laughing malevolently.

“Did you hear that?” I asked.

“Hear what?” asked lolo.

“That laughing,” I replied.

lolo looked at me as if I'd lost my mind.

“I hear no laughter, Avatar,” he said. “But
perhaps thou hast abilities ... ”

“You're patronizing me,” | snapped. “I
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know what I heard.”

“I apologize,” said lolo. “I meant no
offense.”

“No, it is I who should apologize to you,
old friend. I would hate to think I've lost my
mind so early in our quest.”

“Ah, but Avatar, thou hast always had a
weak grasp on reality.”

“Thanks a lot, lolo. You're a real pal.”

“Anything to assist thee,” he replied.

We searched the blacksmith’s shop, but
the only thing we discovered was that
Christopher was a terrible housekeeper.
There were some coins and other useful
objects, which we took. For the first time I
checked through the items I carried.
Whenever | came back to Britannia there was
always something missing. This time was no
exception. My spell book was gone, all my
magical armour, all my gold—it was too
frustrating for words.

What [ did have was food, some plain
leather armour, a dagger, three lockpicks, a
map, a torch, and a backpack. Hardly an
auspicious beginning. lolo wasn’'t much
better off. He had a little gold, an abacus
(which would come in handy later on), a
crossbow and bolts, a backpack, and a small
amount of food. Spark was even worse off—
his slingshot seemed to be his only
possession.

We did have the hundred gold that had
been in Spark’s father’s chest. With no further
clues to discover at the blacksmith’s, we
returned to Finnigan and told him the next
place we needed to go was Britain.

He gave us the password to get out of
town. (It's Blackbird, in case you ever find
yourself there, Carlotta—though they might
have changed it by now.) And we set off to
see Lord British.



Editor’s Note:

The Avatar told me later that he had
discovered some useful items while he was
in Trinsic, but he was loath to tell me how
he had acquired them. He found swamp
boots in one cottage, and apparently
“liberated” them from their owner. He told
me that Iolo was much distressed by this
action, after which the Avatar vowed that
he would try to take only those items to
which Iolo didn’t object.

You might also want to visit Dell the
Armourer while you’re in town, though he

is surly and will complain no matter how
much you spend. Gargan the Shipwright
has deeds for ships and sextants for sale.
Since the Avatar was able to give me all the
coordinates for the things he discovered, |
assume he visited Dell during his stay here.

Chapter Two
Eh :4’;? es, Avatar. That’s the proper
direction.”

[ stopped in my tracks. The Voice was the
same one ['d heard in the blacksmith’s shop. |
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e
didn’t bother to ask the others if they'd heard
it; | knew they hadn’t.

“Is something wrong?” asked Iolo.

“Yes,” | said. “I heard that voice again.”

“What did it say?”

“That we were going in the right
direction.”

“Then it must be a good voice, because
that’s right.”

“l don't think so,” I said. “I think we
better head south.”

“But Avatar, Britain is north.”
“I know, but this voice has me spooked.”

B R R

“Thou knowest not where thou art going,”
said Iolo.

“I know,” I said. We'd been wandering
around south of Trinsic for a few hours. The
farther we got from Britain, the worse I felt. In
retrospect, I can’t believe that I'd let some
disembodied voice control me like that.

“Let’s go to Britain,” said Spark. “I've
always wanted to go there. I hear Lord
British’s castle is the largest building in all of
Britannia. He eats off gold plates and ...”

“Okay, okay,” I said. “We’ll go to
Britain.”

[ turned and started northward. We’'d only
been walking a few minutes when I noticed a
chest under a maple tree. I noticed the tree
first because of its beautiful yellow leaves. It
was early fall in Britannia and the leaves were
beginning to turn.

“What's this?” I asked.

“Do you suppose it belongs to anyone?”
asked Spark.

“It belongs to us now,” I said, rummaging
in my backpack for a lockpick. After two of
my picks broke, | gave up and began



I'r-/.\—‘l NS [PAS] [PAS] [PAS] [PAS] [PAS] I7A—‘|
Ultima VIa

[ANZ4] NZ4] N4 IANZ4] 4] INZ4] N4 Nz

whacking away at the chest with my sword. It
took a little while, but eventually the chest fell
to pieces.

“Wahoo!” I yelled.

Heaped before us was a treasure! A full
set of magic armour, magic bolts, swamp
boots, gold, a ring of protection, a ring of
regeneration, a fire sword, a crossbow, and a
sword of defense.

We divvied up the loot between us and
started again for Britain. This time, I vowed
I'd ignore any remarks from the Voice.

B B D

On our way to Britain, we passed through a
horribly polluted swamp and through the town
of Paws. When I'd last been here, Paws had
been a small but prosperous community. Now
the fields lay fallow, the roads were a mess,
and the houses were falling apart. Though
there had always been beggars in Britannia,
here the level of poverty seemed more
desperate. The plight of the town troubled
me, but [ knew I couldn’t linger to help them.

Something bigger than ritual murders was
wrong with Britannia. I wondered how Lord
British could have let this situation come to
pass.

At last we arrived in Britain. Spark’s eyes
grew round as we walked along the wide,
paved streets. Here things were much as I
remembered them. The town had grown and
prospered. | barely glanced about, knowing
we would spend time here in Britain before
moving on. My main concern was getting to
Lord British’s castle. I followed the street we’'d
come in on until [ reached the northern part
of town. There, in all its glory, was Lord
British's castle. I noticed he'd added a moat
(stocked with nasty creatures, I later learned)
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and a tower at each corner—no doubt as
defensive measures.

We passed over the bridge leading into
the castle. Standing inside the small entryway
was Chuckles, the court jester. Though | was
wary of speaking to him—he was a notorious
trickster—I greeted him politely.

“I will speak if thou dost play The Game,
friend,” he said. “I must not say my name, lest
[ break the rule of The Game!”

“Your name?” | asked.

“I must not say my name lest [ break the
rules of The Game.”

“Your job?” I asked.

“I was, am, and shall be the Court ...
Fool! I could give thee a clue if I wish, but for
now my job is to play The Game.”

“I don't like this game,” whispered Spark.
“I can’t understand it.”

“Aye,” said lolo. “He is a fool.”

“You play The Game well, friend,” said
Chuckles to lolo.

“I am not playing thy Game,” snarled
lolo.

“Not now,” said the fool.

“I think I know how to play The Game,” |
said. “A joke, fool.”

“l do not think I can tell a good joke
whilst I play The Game! 'Twould be hard!
Hmm. Ah! [ have one! Why did the hen cross
the road? To get to the side she was not on!”

“I wish to stop my play of The Game
now.”

“Very well,” said the Jester. “Do not lose
how to play The Game. I have a clue for
thee.”

“A clue?”

“Yes, here it is.”

Chuckles handed me a scroll.

“Thanks,” I said, tucking the scroll into
my backpack.



We walked into the courtyard of the
castle.

“Very well, Avatar,” said lolo. “How do
you play this game of Chuckles?”

I smiled, debating whether I should tell
him, but I needed his help on this adventure
more than I wanted to tease him.

“All the words that Chuckles used
consisted of one syllable. That’s why he
couldn’t say his name.”

“That’s a stupid game,” said Spark.

“He’s a fool,” I replied. “I wouldn't expect
any more.”

“What does the scroll that he gave you
say?”

I pulled the scroll from my backpack and
unrolled it. And unrolled it, and unrolled it. I
really hated Chuckles sometimes. At the
bottom of the scroll was a message telling me
to see the gypsy Margareta in Minoc for a
fortune.

“Great,” | said. “Gypsy fortune tellers. I've
got to tell you, lolo, I've never had very good
luck with them.”

“Maybe this time it will be different,” he
replied.

We made our way about the castle,
looking for Lord British. We finally found him
in a room in the eastern wing, talking to a
serious young woman and a winged Gargoyle.
He looked only a bit older than when I'd last
seen him. His eyes gleamed at the sight of us.

“Welcome, my friend!” he said, embrac-
ing me. “Please tell me what brings thee to
Britannia! Or, more importantly, what
brought thee here?”

“My Lord,” | said, “the red Moongate you
sent brought me here.”

I told him the story of how a red
Moongate had appeared behind my house
and had mysteriously brought me to Trinsic.
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Lord British’s brow creased as I spoke.

Finally he said, “I did not send the red
Moongate to fetch thee. Someone or
something must have activated that
Moongate. And that is strange indeed,
because we have been having a bit of trouble
with Moongates as of late. In fact, we have
been having trouble with magic in general!”

“What kind of trouble?”

“Something is awry. Magic has not been
working for the longest time. | even have
trouble creating food with magic! It must be
something to do with the magical ether.
There are those who say that magic is dying;
what with the trouble with the Moongates and
the situation with Nystul. | am beginning to
suspect that they might be right!”

Lord British studied me for a moment.

“Perhaps magic will work much better for
thee. Thou hast not been in Britannia long. It
is possible that whatever has affected magic
has not made its mark upon thee yet. Please
try it. A spell book is stored with the rest of
thine equipment.”

“My equipment?” Hope blossomed in me.

“Yes, I have a spell book stored away
with the rest of the equipment. Thou art
welcome to any of mine equipment. I keep it
in a locked storeroom here in the castle. Thou
wilt find the key in my study.”

“Where in the study?” [ asked.

Lord British smiled. “Think of it as a
game.”

I groaned. Lord British was as fond of
annoying games as Chuckles was. No doubt
I'd find myself in secret passages and other
nutty places before I located the equipment.

“If you didn't send the Moongate, who
did?”

“I know not, but the Moongates are not
functioning! We cannot use them as we have
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in the past. Not only are they dysfunctional,
they are, in fact, dangerous! One of my
trusted sages used mine own Orb of the
Moons to travel to the Shrine of Humility, and
his body did shatter upon entering the gate! If
only that mage in Cove hadn’t gone mad!”

“Who's that?”

He leaned forward and spoke quietly.
“There is a mad mage in Cove by the name of
Rudyom. Dost thou remember him? Rudyom
was working with a magical substance called
blackrock. Before he went mad, he claimed
that this mineral could solve the problems of
the Moongates. | suggest that thou shouldst
go to Cove and find him. Try to learn what it
was he was doing with this blackrock material.
It could be our only hope.

“He was a brilliant and respected mage.
But something happened to him in recent
years. He seemed to go completely senile. |
wonder if there is a connection with what
happened to Rudyom and what has befallen
Nystul!”

“Nystul?”

“Err ... talk to him.”

“What of Britannia, milord? It has been
two hundred years since | last visited; I see
much has changed. Your castle, for one.”

“The state of the land could not be more
prosperous. But thou hast been away for too
long!” Lord British wagged a finger at me. “I
am certain that thy friends have rued thine
absence. 'Tis a shame thou didst stay away so
long! But ... [ am so very happy to see thee.
Britannia is prosperous and abundant. Look
around thee. Explore the newly refurbished
castle. Travel the land. Peace is prominent in
all quarters. Yes, Britannia has never been
better. Well, almost never.”

“You sound unsure.”

“Well, things are indeed fine. It is the
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people [ am concerned about. There is
something wrong in Britannia, but I do not
know what it is. Something is hanging over
the heads of the Britannian people. They are
unhappy. One can see it in their eyes. There
is nothing that is unifying the population,
since there has been peace for so long.
Perhaps thou couldst determine what is
happening. | implore thee to go out amongst
the people. Watch them in their daily tasks.
Speak with them. Work with them. Break
bread with them. Perhaps they need someone
like the Avatar to take an interest in their
lives. By the way, take my Orb of the Moons.
Perhaps it will serve thee better than it has
me.”

“I believe the reason | was brought here
had something to do with what I found in
Trinsic. When were you last there?”

“l have not been down there in many
years. Has something happened there?”

I told him the story of Christopher and
Inamo’s murder. He paled slightly, as though
this wasn’t at all what he’'d expected.

“Murder? In Trinsic?” he looked
concerned. “I have heard nothing about it. Art
thou investigating it?”

“Yes.”

“Very good. It pleases me that thou art
concerned about my people.” The king
paused a moment. “Now that thou dost
mention it, | have had reports of other, similar
murders in the past few months. In fact, there
was one here in Britain three or four years
ago. The body was mutilated in a ritualistic
fashion. Apparently there is a maddened killer
on the loose. But | have no doubt that
someone such as thee, Avatar, can find him! I
do not recall many details. Thou shouldst ask
Patterson, the town Mayor, about it. He may
remember more.”



| related my information about the man |
was now calling Hook to Lord British, as well
as my story about Elizabeth and Abraham and
the Crown Jewel. 1 asked him if he knew
anything about The Fellowship.

“They are an extremely useful and
productive group of citizens,” he said. “Thou
shouldst most certainly visit the Fellowship
headquarters here in Britain and speak with
Batlin. The Fellowship has done many good
deeds throughout Britannia, including feeding
the poor, educating and helping those in
need, and promoting general good will and
peace. It is not far from the castle, to the
southwest. It is just south of the theater.”

“Batlin wrote The Book of Fellowship,
didn’t he?”

“He is a druid who began The Fellowship
about 20 years ago. He is highly intelligent,
and is a warm and gentle human being. By
the way, thou must look for thy friends Iolo,
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Shamino, and Dupré, of course.”

lolo stepped out from behind me. Lord
British looked pleased.

“Hello, Iolo! How art thou?”

“I am well, my liege! 'Tis good to see
thee!”

“What news do you have of Shamino and
Dupré?”

“I do not see Shamino often, though I
know he spends a great deal of time in
Britain,” replied Lord British. “Dupré I have
not seen since I knighted him. Typical—I do
the man a favor and he disappears! I heard he
might be in Jhelom.”

“One last question, milord. Before the
Moongate came for me, | was visited by a
strange being. He called himself the
Guardian.”

“I do not know of a Guardian. Art thou
sure he really exists? Thou shouldst investigate
further.”

s
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“Thank you, my liege. I hope I will be of
service to you and Britannia.”

He nodded and turned back to his
council. As | was leaving, the serious young
woman I'd noticed upon my arrival came up
to me.

“Avatar, wait,” she said.

“May I help you?” I asked.

“Yes,” she replied. “My name is Miranda.
[ am a member of the Great Council. We are
working on a bill of law today. I hear thou art
traveling to Cove to see the mage Rudyom.
Wouldst thou take this bill to the town Mayor
and have him sign it?”

“What’s the bill for?” I asked. I didn’t
want to get sidetracked with political details.

“Inwisloklem and I are drafting a bill to
make illegal any distribution of waste products
in Lock Lake, near Cove. It is quite defiled.”

[ knew only too well the effect of pollution
on my own planet. Since | was traveling to
Cove anyway, | decided to take along the
document.

“Wonderful,” she said. “Please bring it
back to me when it is signed. We thank thee.”

I stuffed the document into my backpack.

The dignified Gargoyle I'd
noticed earlier stepped forward and
introduced himself.

“To be Wislem,” he said. “To be
advisor to Lord British, and act as
representative for my race here in
Britain. To be honored to be in long
line of advisors to the king.”

“I am honored to meet you,” I
said.

“To be sad to hear the news of
Inamo. To suggest that you visit Lord
Draxinusom in Terfin and tell him
about Inamo. He will know who

Inamo’s parent Gargoyle is. To recommend
you relay this news as soon as possible. To go
soon and tell Draxinusom about Inamo?”
“Yes, [ will.”
The Gargoyle nodded as though he’d
expected this answer. “To know you are
reliable.”

BRE

We found Lord British’s study in the west
wing of the castle. The key was in a small
table on the west wall. In the course of finding
the study, we discovered a series of secret
passages that ran along the perimeter of the
castle. The first switch was in a small study on
the west side of his bedroom. I flipped it, and
a door to the west and north opened. Spaced
at even intervals along the corridor to the west
were more levers. We walked along, playing
with the switches and discovering how they
worked. Most of them opened doors along
the corridor, but a couple closed them. I made
sure we left all the doors open. We’d just
reached the southwestern part of the castle
when Spark discovered the parrot.




He picked up a hammer that was lying
next to the bird and whapped it soundly on its
head.

“What on earth are you doing that for?” 1
asked.

“Wait,” he said.

“T'll tell, I'll tell,” the parrot squawked.
“The treasure is at 169 South 28 East.”

lolo and [ stared at the parrot with gaping
mouths. lolo recovered first.

“What made you do that, boy?” he asked.

“We have a parrot at home,” said Spark.
“When you hit him he says the same thing. |
just wondered if this parrot would say
something different.” Spark looked
disappointed, as though he were expecting
something more from the mangy bird.

“We should investigate this treasure,
Avatar,” said lolo. “There might be something
of use to us on this journey.”

I nodded, but didn’t mention that the
coordinates for the parrot’s treasure put it well
into the southern portion of Britannia, on one
of the small islands near Serpent’s Hold. How
we would get there was beyond me at this
point. We didn’t have a vessel and there was
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no way to reach the location by
foot.

We discovered stone steps
leading to the second floor of the
castle. Each of the southern towers
had been designed to hold
prisoners. | talked to a man named
Weston, locked in the southwest
tower. His story filled me with
sadness, and | promised to
intercede with Lord British on his
behalf.

I was troubled by my meeting
with Britannia’s king. He seemed
hopelessly out of touch with what was
happening in his kingdom. From my
experiences with The Fellowship, | thought
they were a dangerous organization. Yet Lord
British seemed to think they were only good
citizens. He'd heard about these strange
ritualistic murders, but hadn’t pursued an
investigation of them. And now this unjust
imprisonment of Weston. Had Lord British’s
wealth and power blinded him to the everyday
realities of his kingdom? The thought
disturbed me.

The storeroom was in the northwest
corner of the castle. Inside we found magic
boots, a bag of reagents, a spell book (with
An Nox, In Lor, Mani, and Vas Flam spells),
a two-handed sword, a shield, a bag with 25
gold, and a barrel containing meat. We were
beginning to be prepared for the hazards I
knew we’'d encounter in the Britannian
wilds—although I was almost as nervous about
Britannian civilization these days.

We left the castle and made our way
about the town. Everyone seemed prosperous
and healthy here. Almost everyone, that is.
There was a beggar named Max, but even he



seemed better off than the beggars we’d seen
in Paws.

There was even a museum devoted to my
previous adventures in Britannia. Inside it I
found my old swamp boots, which I
liberated—they were mine, after all. I also
picked up the eight colored stones. In The
Book of Fellowship 1 discovered two new
spells: Kal Por Ylem and Kal Ort Por. By
using these stones, you could return to
whatever location you had marked on one of
the stones. With the Moongates not working
properly, 1 though these might come in
handy.

The Fellowship hall was next door to the
Avatar Museum. | started toward it, but lolo
grabbed me.

“Spark and I need libations before we
enter that place. 'Tis bad enough we had to
endure them in Trinsic: the head branch must
be worse. Come, let’s sup at The Blue Boar.
Better to face boredom on a full stomach.”

I shrugged and followed them to the pub.
Deep down I agreed. | wasn't looking forward
to trying to join The Fellowship.

The Blue Boar wasn't very crowded. We
made our way to the back room, calling for
food and wine.

“Thou still makest as much noise as
ever,” said a familiar voice.

I stopped in my tracks. Sitting at one of
the long communal tables was my old friend
Shamino. Though he was much younger than
lolo, he was still well into middle age.

“Shamino!”

“Aye. 'Tis good to see thou hast
remembered thy old friend.”

“What are you doing here?”

“l heard something about an actress,”
interjected Iolo.

I was shocked to see Shamino blush.
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“Thou art a swine, lolo.”

“’Tis good to see thee, too, Shamino,”
laughed Iolo.

“Enough of this, already,”
“Shamino, what are you doing?”

“I should be out adventuring with thee! I
am weary of loitering about Britain. There is
much we could be accomplishing. Where hast
thou been?”

“It's a long story,” I said. “You don’t want
to hear it now. I'm investigating a murder in
Trinsic.”

I told him the story and he listened
intently. “I would be honored to join and help
thee in investigating this matter,” he said.
“Oh, by the way, I have thy pocket watch.”
He dug into his pack and pulled out a
beautiful solid-gold timepiece.

[ took it from his hand and turned it over
in my palm. It was still running after two
hundred years. Now that’s what I call a watch.

I said.

B BB

The Fellowship hall was dimly lit. Soft music
played, though where it came from I couldn'’t
say. A rotund older man approached as we
entered. He was at once humble yet dignified.
His eyes bathed me with compassionate
warmth.

“Hello,” I said. “I'm looking for Batlin.”

“My name, good friend, is Batlin,” he
said. “It is indeed a privilege to meet the
Avatar in the flesh.”

This put my hackles up. Some of the
people I'd spoken to didn’t believe I was the
Avatar. Even Spark had doubted me when
we'd first met. But none of The Fellowship
members doubted me for an instant. Very
strange.

“I hear you started this order,” [ said. “I've



heard much about The Fellowship since my
return to Britannia.”

Batlin smiled. “The Fellowship was
formed 20 years ago, with the full approval
and support of Lord British. It is a society of
spiritual seekers who strive to reach the
highest levels of human potential and to share
this knowledge freely with all people.”

Maybe [ was being superior, but it seemed
to me that the reason I'd come to Britannia
on my quest for Avatarhood was to show
people how to achieve this very thing. I guess
[ was suspicious of any organization claiming
to have a lock on spiritual development.

“I see,” | said, hoping to draw more
information from him. “Please tell me more
about your organization.”

“The Fellowship advances the philosophy
of sanguine cognition, a way to apply a
positive order of thought to one’s life through
what is called the Triad of Inner Strength. We
strive to avoid the mistakes made by muystics
and sages since the dawn of time. They apply
the standards of the past—such as the Virtues,
for example—to qualify the present, and thus
they do not perceive it correctly. We seek to
examine our present lives, each on our own
terms, and see the world the way it is.”

No Virtues—this didn’t sound right to me.
But | had once made a mistake about the
Gargoyles and their way of life; perhaps [ was
being hasty in my judgment once again.

“Please continue, Batlin. This is most
enlightening. I confess, I feel the Virtues are
of great importance.”

“They are perfectly adequate for those
who feel that they still need them, for
whatever reason. But no one, not even
thyself, thou must admit, Avatar, can fulfill
them perfectly. Therefore they are a
philosophy that is ultimately based upon
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failure. We have never claimed that our
teachings are a substitute for the Virtues.
However, ours is a belief that is based upon
success, not failure. The Triad of Inner
Strength is simply three basic values that,
when applied in unison, enable one to be
more creative, satisfied, and successful in life.
The three values of the Triad of Inner
Strength are ‘Strive For Unity,” ‘Trust Thy
Brother,” and ‘Worthiness Precedes Reward.’

Once again, this sounded okay, but the
more | thought about it, the less I liked it.
There was no requirement for the individual
to succeed; no responsibility, except to the
group. It made me more uneasy than ever. |
lost the train of the conversation for a
moment, but Batlin had warmed to his subject
and was still talking.

“When we say ‘Strive For Unity,’ it is
simply our way of expressing how the people
of Britannia should all cooperate and work
together. A worthwhile sentiment, I am
certain thou wouldst concur.”

“Hmm,” | said. “And ‘Trust Thy Brother’?”

“What The Fellowship means by this is
that people are all the same and the world is,
generally speaking, a supportive, nurturing
place. The trust we place in each other is like
the pinions that hold our society together.
Quite true, wouldst thou not say?”

“Hmm,” | said again. “And ‘Worthiness
Precedes Reward?"”

“Allow me to explain the meaning of
Worthiness Precedes Reward. Each one of us
seeks something which we desire from life,
and we must strive to be worthy of that which
we seek. It would be difficult for thee to
disagree, | am quite sure.”

“Quite,” I said. “By the way, I hate to
interrupt your fascinating description, but I am
looking for two of your members: Elizabeth
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and Abraham. They were in Trinsic when a
terrible murder occurred a few days ago. | was
hoping they might have a clue about the
identity of the murderer.”

“Ah, my good colleagues Elizabeth and
Abraham were just here. They left this
morning for Minoc on Fellowship business.
They deal with the distribution and collection
of funds.”

“1 would like to join The Fellowship,
Batlin. I believe it is a worthy organization.”

“What?” yelped Shamino. He grabbed my
arm and dragged me into a corner. “Hast
thou lost thy mind? This is not a group thou
shouldst join.”

“It's not what you think,” I said. “I know
what I'm doing.”

“I think not.”

“I'll explain later,” I said. I walked back to
join Batlin and the others. “I apologize for my
friend. He’s very excitable.”

“'Tis of no importance,” replied Batlin.
“Before thou canst join, I would like to ask
thee some questions.”

“All right.”

“These questions are all hypothetical. Do
not let them confuse or upset thee. Question
One: Thou art feeling depressed right now. Is
it more likely because thou hast disappointed
a friend, or a friend has disappointed thee?”

[ stared at the plump man for a moment.
What a dumb question. And what did it have
to do with anything, anyway?

“I guess that I disappointed a friend,” 1
said.

“I can tell from thine answer that thou art
a person who takes their responsibilities to
others very seriously, and perhaps tends to
put too much pressure on oneself to please
others.” Batlin smiled and nodded.
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“Question Two: Thou art at a feast hosted
by a very high-ranking local official. Thou dost
believe the food he has ordered to be served is
little more than swill, and thou dost notice that
the other guests certainly think so. When
thine host asks if thou dost like the food, dost
thou tell the truth or lie to him?”

How odd—the question didn’t have to do
with a real dilemma—nothing of importance,
just a mundane social situation. And the
strange thing was that no matter how I
answered, | was wrong.

“Tell the truth,” I finally said. After all, |
was the Avatar.

“Thy response shows thou art a bluntly
honest person, who mayest occasionally say
things that people may not like hearing, but
thine intentions are noble ones.” Batlin made
a sweeping gesture with his hand. | wondered
what he would have said if I'd answered
differently.

“Question Three: Thou hast taken the last
room available at an inn. Upon entering it,
thou dost find that it is filthy. It is the middle
of the night, there is no one to clean it, and
there is nowhere else to stay. Dost thou clean
up the room thyself, at least somewhat,
before reposing in it, or dost thou just go to
sleep, letting the room remain as thou hast
found it?”

“Clean the room myself,” I replied.

“Thou hast revealed that thou art a
person who instinctively believes they are
responsible for anything that goes wrong and
that it falls to thee to put the whole world
right.” Batlin sighed. That sigh really bugged
me. | had the funny feeling that The
Fellowship was full of these vaguely worded,
no-win questions.

“Question Four: At a festive gathering



thou dost tell a humorous anecdote, and thou
dost tell it very well, creating much
amusement. Didst thou tell this comedic story
because thou didst enjoy the response that
thou didst receive from thine audience, or
because thou didst want to please thy
friends?”

“Both,” I said.

Batlin wagged his finger at me, “Nay,
Avatar. Thou must choose one.”

“I enjoyed the response,” I said.

“Thine answer shows thou art a person
who instinctively sees friends as tools to be
used for thine own gratification.” Batlin
frowned slightly, then continued.

“Question Five: If thou wert to become a
person of leisure, one who had amassed a
fantastic fortune of wealth, would it most
likely be because thou hast discovered an
infallible method of stealing the money of
others, or thou hast discovered an infallible
method of illicitly duplicating the coin of the
realm?”

“Hey,” I said. “Neither one.”

Batlin gave me a look that said “Choose.”

Great thief or forger—nice choice. Or,
rather, no choice at all.

“I stole the money.”

“From Question Five we learn that thou
art a person who instinctively believes that
they are incapable of achieving success,
someone who feels that they can only profit
through the exploitation of others.” Batlin
slowly shook his head.

[ was really peeved now. These questions
were rotten.

“Question Six: While traveling, thou dost
find a man in terrible pain. His arm has been
grievously injured. A healer tending to him
tells thee that the man’s arm will have to be
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removed and that he will require thine
assistance to do it. The man says he will
recover from his injury and asks thee not to
let the healer amputate his arm. Dost thou
heed the words of the healer, or respect the
wishes of the injured man?”

“Heed the healer,” I said. My mouth was
set in a thin line.

“By thine answer, thou art a person who
believes in mercy even when it is not an easy
thing, and a person who tries to have the
courage of thy convictions.” Batlin gave me a
knowing look.

He asked me some other questions, but I
don'’t recall them because I was so annoyed by
the whole process. At last the test was
finished and Batlin rendered his opinion of my
qualifications to join The Fellowship.

“Thou art a person of strong character,
Avatar, but one who is troubled by deep
personal problems that prevent thee from
achieving thy true potential for greatness. In
short, thou art precisely the type of person for
which The Fellowship was created,” he said.
“I welcome thee to our fold. Know that the
path of the Triad is not an easy one, but its
rewards are bountiful. I will, of course, waive
the usual sabbatical of study that is required
before one achieves membership. Thou art,
after all, the Avatar. However, as one of our
tenets prescribes, ‘Worthiness Precedes
Reward.” Thou must embark on a task or two
for The Fellowship before thou can be
properly inducted and receive thy medallion.”

Batlin handed me a sealed box. “Take this
box, unopened, to Elynor in Minoc.”

I took the box from his hands and passed
it over to Spark to carry. What | wanted to do
was get out of there as fast as I could. The
Fellowship stank to high heaven and though |



[PAS] TFANST TPANS] FPANST 7S] 7S] PANS] 78S

Ultima VIJ
A S A SATS AT A AT ATSA

felt it necessary to join them to discover their
true purpose in Britannia, [ felt dirty doing it.
“I’ll deliver the package as soon as
possible,” I said.
Batlin smiled and bowed.

BRRE

[ drew several deep breaths of the cool
afternoon air. When [ finished, the others
were looking at me as if I'd lost my mind. I
pulled Spark’s father’s Fellowship medallion
out of my backpack and hung it around my
neck.

“You don't really think I joined, do you?”
[ asked.

They shrugged.

“I had to make them think I was joining to
find out what they're up to.”

Iolo smiled and nodded, but Shamino
looked doubtful.

“’Tis a terrible risk to run, Avatar,”
Shamino said. “Dost thou think ’tis right to
use such measures?”

“The problem is, I don’t think there was
any other way.”

“I believe the Avatar,” put in Spark. I
smiled at the young boy, grateful for his belief
in me.

“I think its time we head for Cove,” I said.

BB

Editor’s Notes:

The Avatar found magical gauntlets
outside Paws. The coordinates for the
gauntlets are 74 South 8 West. They were
hidden under debris. The treasure chest he
found outside of Trinsic was under a tree

with vellow leaves. The coordinates were
128 South 3 West.
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Chapter Three

thunderstorm appeared out of
nowhere as we made our way east toward
Cove. Hail and rain pelted us, but that didn’t
dampen out spirits. Sentri whistled a cheerful
tune—haven’t I mentioned that we'd run into
Sentri in Britain? Yes, he joined us after we
stopped by his shop looking for someone to
train Spark. The lad was still quite green and
needed more help than I could provide. |
spent time training with Denby, increasing my
magical and intellectual abilities and my
dexterity. I was encouraged by Sentri’s
presence in our group. He was a skillful
fighter, and he was willing to train any
member of the party without charge.

Halfway to Cove, we passed the Bog of
Desolation. It was a foul-smelling, noxious
place, which I was sure held little but evil.

“I believe the castle of the Shadowlords
lies within this bog,” said Shamino.

“The ones | defeated when Blackthorn
was in power?” | asked.

“Aye, the very ones,” he replied.

“Is it far from here?” asked Spark. His
eyes had grown very wide. “I should like to
see it. | have heard many tales of the
Avatar’'s—I] mean your—defeat of the
Shadowlords.”

Maybe it was the glow of hero worship in
his eyes, or perhaps a bit of hubris on my
part, but I agreed to make a detour and show
him the castle.

® &R

The shadows had grown long by the time we
reached a place where we could enter the
swamp and make our way to the castle.




Though I had swamp boots, my companions
did not, and I hoped I would be able to use
the An Nox spell on them when we reached
our destination.

We picked our way through the swamp,
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making slow progress toward the deserted
castle. As we came to a stone bridge leading
to the castle, 1 stopped and stared at the
remnants of Stonegate. The roof had been
ripped away, exposing the crumbling ruins of
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the once-impressive building. Crucifixes dotted
the perimeter of the castle’s keep; the victims’
frozen features bore mute testament to their
dying agony. We made our way into the castle
proper, the party silent as though this place
were too terrible for human words.

Lying on a stone altar in the corner of the
main room was a beautiful sword. Magical
energy encased its blade, glittering with blue
sparks. Unable to resist its appeal, | picked it
up. In that instant, a horde of skeletons
surrounded our party and attacked. My
companions grabbed for their weapons as |
laid into the nearest skeleton with this new
sword. In moments we'd routed the skeletons;
their bones were scattered about us like a
carrion field.

“Is everyone all right?” I asked. The rest
of the party said they were fine, with the
exception of a few scratches here and there.
We spread out and investigated the remains of
Stonegate. Our search turned up a pair of
swamp boots, a magic potion, and a poison
dagger. | discovered an old tome detailing the
history of the castle. As I held my new-found
sword, | realized that [ knew its name—
Magebane. This told me that this sword would
be particularly lethal against users of magic.

“I think we’d best head to Cove,” said
Spark. He looked pale and a little drawn
around the mouth. I mentally kicked myself
for not paying more attention to him.
Chances were that he'd never seen walking
skeletons, let alone the kinds of horrors we'd
found at Stonegate.

“You're right, Spark,” I said. “It's time we
were gone from this place. I don’t care for the
evil I feel here.” Spark seemed relieved to hear
he wasn'’t the only one who felt that way.

“Shall we head for Cove?”
Shamino.

asked
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“Yes,” I replied. “It’s time we were there.”

We made out way out of the swamp. I
looked back over my shoulder for one last
glimpse of the castle where so many
memories lay buried. I couldn’t be sure, but I
thought I heard the faint cries of the lost souls
we'd left behind.

® B R

Cove was to the south. To save time we
headed around the edge of Lock Lake—or,
rather, through the garbage that was piled on
its shoreline. I kicked fish carcasses, dirty
leggings, moldy bread, broken crockery, and a
slew of other disgusting items out of my way.
One time, [ hit the bloated body of a cat. It
burst open and the rat it had eaten for dinner
just before it died spilled out. Sentri turned
green and headed for the bushes. Amazing
what weak stomachs some fighters have.

Spark thought this so entertaining that he
began a thorough investigation of all the dead
bodies we found—a grisly and time-
consuming task. I wondered at his sudden
preoccupation with the morbid. My musings
were interrupted by his surprised exclamation.

“Look what I found, Avatar!” he said. In
his palm lay a silver key.

“Where did you find this?” I asked.

“In that fish.” He pointed to a dead mack-
erel, which was split open from stem to stern.
Sentri headed once again for the bushes. I took
the key and wiped it clean on my britches.

“I'll hang onto this,” I said. “You never
know when you'll need a key.” I doubted we'd
ever find a use for the key, but Spark looked
so happy to hear it that I didn’t mind.
Unfortunately, it only encouraged his
scavenging, and poor Sentri spent most of the
trip to Cove ... indisposed.




It was getting dark when we reached
Cove. I decided it would be best for us to get
some rest and food before we proceeded. My
companions agreed (though Sentri was defi-
nitely off his feed), and we rested until dawn.

B RRE

At one time Cove had been known as the City
of Love. Unfortunately, it seemed that the
citizens had gotten carried away with the
notion and all they could talk about was who
they were in love with and who wasn'’t in love
with them. There were more unrequited loves
in Cove than you could shake a stick at. Even
| was not immune ... But that story doesn’t
need to be told right now.

We found Rudyom in his shop in the
northeastern part of town. He looked much as
| remembered him, but from the moment I
laid eyes on him, | knew something was
amiss.

“Do you remember me?” | asked.

He looked at me for a moment and I
thought I saw a glimmer of recognition; then
it was gone.

“Do you know who you are?”

“That I know. My name is Rudyom.”

“Do you remember what you do for a
living?” I asked.

He scratched his head. “I am not sure
anymore. | was a powerful mage at one time!
Now nothing works. Magic is afoul! I suppose
I could sell thee some reagents and spells if
thou dost want. And mind the carpet—it does
not work!”

“Magic carpet?”

“Funny. It was here a while ago. Oh! |
remember now. Some adventurers borrowed
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my flying carpet a few weeks ago. When they
returned, they said they had lost it near
Serpent’s Spine—somewhere in the vicinity
of the Lost River. I suppose if thou didst want
to go and find it, thou couldst keep it. It did
not work very well. Perhaps thou canst make
it work. I did not like the color anyway!”

I looked up at Shamino and noticed a
gleam in his eye. We'd had access to a magic
carpet during one of our earlier adventures; it
made traveling about Britannia much easier. |
knew he was thinking that we should go and
look for the carpet as soon as possible.

“Lord British told me that you were
investigating a substance called blackrock.”

“Do not mention that foul mineral’s name
to me! It hast caused me much frustration!
Before my mind was lost, I was conducting
experiments with the infernal material. But
now I cannot for the life of me remember
what it was [ was trying to do.”

“Do you remember anything? What
experiments were you trying to do?” I
prompted.

“I wrote them all down in my notebook,
which is somewhere around here. Thou art
welcome to look at it. But stay away from that
damned transmuter—it’s dangerous!”

As | searched for his notebook, I
continued to question him. “What’s so
dangerous about the transmuter?”

“’Tis that wand-like thing,” he said,
pointing to a slightly bent purple stick. “It was
supposed to magnetize and magically
transmute blackrock, but it doth not work
correctly. Try pointing it at a piece of
blackrock and thou wilt see what | mean. But
do not stand too close! Thou art welcome to
take it if thou dost want a piece of garbage!”

I placed a piece of the blackrock on one
side of the room and stepped to the far
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corner. Motioning the others into the other
room, | waved Rudyom’s wand in the
direction of the blackrock.

The room was rocked by an explosion. I
was blasted back on my rump and was
grateful to walk away in one piece.

“Art thou all right?” asked Iolo, running
back in from the other room.

I coughed and dusted myself off, waving
him away. “I'm fine. I just found out what
makes this stuff so tricky to work with. Pick up
those other pieces, will you? I don’'t want to
leave it lying around here when he’s so absent-
minded. He might blow himself up by
accident.” [ crammed his wand into my
backpack. “Besides, you never know when
something so explosive might come in handy.”

Gingerly, Sentri and lolo picked up the
remaining four pieces of blackrock. I decided
to store them in my room in Lord British's
castle. No sense in lugging them all over
Britannia if we could avoid it.

I turned back to the mage. “I know it's a
long shot, but are you able to sell me spells
and reagents?”

He nodded, but said, “I do not understand
what is wrong. My magic does not work so
well anymore. But I can sell you spells and
reagents.”

I bought several spells from him, even
some | wasn’t yet able to use. I bought as
many reagents as my purse would allow, then
thanked him for his assistance. But he had
already wandered off in a daze. | watched as
he mechanically made his way about the
room, making and unmaking potions.

From Rudyom’s we went to visit Lord
Heather, the Town Mayor of Cove.

“Hello,” he said. “Lord British sent word
that thou might visit us. Welcome to Cove,
Avatar.”
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“Thank you for your kind welcome, Lord
Heather,” | said. This was more like it. Like
the old days! “I have brought a bill from the
Great Council for you to sign.”

“"Tis about time that the government did
something about the awful stench coming from
that lake! I shall be happy to sign the bill of law!
Take it back to the Great Council post haste!”
Lord Heather signed the bill and handed it back
to me. “It has gotten so putrid that on hot
summer days the stink is suffocating. I believe
that the Britannian Mining Company in Minoc
is the source of the problem. Mining waste is
being deposited in the Lake. Thou shouldst be
glad it is nearly winter!”

“Yes,” I said. “It seems that much has
changed since | was last in Britannia. Britain is
much larger and even Cove appears to have
grown.”

Lord Heather nodded vigorously.

“Britain may be the city of Compassion,
but Cove has become the city of Passion.
Everyone here seems to fall in love rather
easily. Thou wilt find that everyone loves
someone. Almost everyone, that is.”

“Everyone?” | asked.

“Well, let’s see ... | am in love with Jaana,
our healer. And she is in love with me, of
course. Then there is Zinaida, who runs the
Emerald. She has an interest in DeMaria, our
local bard. And vice versa. Rayburt, our
trainer, is courting Pamela, the innkeeper.”

“Sounds like bad theater to me,” said
lolo.

“l can’t imagine Jaana being in love with
him,” I said, feeling an unreasonable jealousy.
During my quest for Avatarhood I'd developed
something of a crush on Jaana. It surprised me
that those feelings were still there.

“Are there any wenches of mine own age
here?” asked Spark.




“Enough of that talk, boy,” said Iolo.

Spark stuck his tongue out at lolo when
his back was turned.

“Where is Jaana living in Cove?” | asked.

“You'll find her at the healer’s,” said Lord
Heather.

® B D

“Jaana?” | said. She was standing with her
back to me, but I knew her immediately.

“Avatar!” she exclaimed as she turned
and embraced me warmly.

“What are you doing in Cove?” | asked.

“l have been the Cove Healer for some
time now, and can provide thee with mine
healing services. Since magic is not reliable, 1
have been yearning to join a party of
adventurers, such as mine old friends. I miss
the old life!”

“But what about Lord Heather?” I asked.
“l understand you're, er, involved with him.”

Jaana blushed. “Yes, | have been seeing
our Town Mayor for some time now.”

“I'd be honored for you to join us,” I said.
“If you don’t mind leaving Lord Heather for a
while.”

Jaana smiled a wicked little smile.
“Abstinence makes the heart grow fonder,”
she said.

“Isn’t that ‘Absence makes the heart grow
fonder?"” said Iolo.

Jaana looked at him with her eyes full of
mischief. “Thou mayest use thy cliché, and I
shalt use mine.”

The rest of us laughed. Except Spark,
who just looked confused.

® BB

There was little else we discovered in Cove.
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DeMaria (who reminds me of your friend
Robert, Carlotta) told us about the lovely but
tortured Natassia. We visited her at the shrine,
but she had no important information. I found
myself strangely compelled by her, and I
believe I left a little of my heart behind in her
fair hands.

® B ®

Editor’s Notes:

The coordinates of the path leading
into Stonegate Castle are 22 North 40 East.
The key Spark discovered was at 2 North
47 East—though why anyone would want
to go pawing through the refuse on the
shores of Lock Lake is beyond me.

Chapter Four

LN fter returning to Britain and
dellvermg the signed document, we agreed
that we should search for Rudyom’s magic
carpet. Oh, but there is one thing you might
find of interest, Carlotta. You remember
Spark’s key? The one he found on the shore
of Lock Lake?

Well, on our way back to Britain, we
happened upon a farmer named Mack.
Though Mack was considered a lunatic by
other people, he was indeed in full charge of
all his faculties. He told us about a hoe he'd
tried to have fixed by a mage. The mage was
afflicted by the change in the magical ether;
instead of fixing the hoe, he'd enchanted it. It
was now known as the Hoe of Destruction.
Mack had locked it up in his shed, then lost
the key while fishing—in Lock Lake. I
couldn’t believe we'd have such enormous



luck—but we discovered that Spark’s key fit
the shed’s door.

Mack told us we were welcome to the
hoe. Jaana asked if she could bear it. I think
she liked it because it looked like a farm
instrument instead of a weapon and therefore
she felt more at ease using it. Or maybe she
just wanted to have more clout in combat.
Anyway, it solved the mystery of Spark’s key.
Though how it had ended up in the belly of
that fish, is, I'm sure, another story.

Rudyom told me the carpet was near
Dungeon Despise on the Lost River. We
traveled west from Britain until we reached
the edge of the Serpent’s Spine. By carefully
following the curve of the mountain range, we
discovered the river. We followed the
riverbank and, after a few hours’ time, we
found the magic carpet. A bit further up the
river was the entrance to Dungeon Despise,
but we all agreed that we weren'’t ready to go
exploring in that place.

® B R

We touched down in Minoc, near the
Britannian Mining Company. This was the
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company Lord Heather had told us
was polluting Lock Lake. There
didn’t seem to be anyone around
the office when I stepped in. |
searched the place briefly, but no
one was to be found. In one corner
of the office I saw a chest. To my
surprise, it contained not gold but
silver serpent venom. From a few
conversations I'd had in Britain, |
knew that this was a potent and
deadly drug. It was also valuable. |
wouldn’t have been happy about
leaving this in the hands of people
irresponsible enough to pollute Lock Lake, so
[ took it. Shamino and lolo both complained,
but I ignored them. | had a feeling that the
venom would be important sooner or later.

BRI

East of the mining company was a small
bridge that led to the sawmill. Several knots of
people stood outside the building, their heads
bowed close together, talking in whispers. As |
approached, the groups broke apart and the
people scurried away, looking fearfully over
their shoulders at me. Only two people
appeared to be calm: a woman in a long blue
dress and a pudgy man at her side.

“Hello,” 1 said. “Who are you?”

The woman drew herself up with haughty
dignity.

“Thou hast picked a most inappropriate
time to engage in such casual conversation.
Perhaps thou wouldst be interested knowing
that there have been two murders discovered
in this sawmill!”

I was stunned. “A murder?” | asked.
“Here?”

“Two murders,” she said.




“But how were they murdered?” I
wondered aloud. Could there be a connection
to the other killings? “Please tell me more,” |
said.

“l am saddened at the loss of life but
cannot say I am surprised. Frederico and
Tania were antagonistic people. The same
may be said of most gypsies. I have nothing
against them personally, of course.”

“They were gypsies?”

“Yes. Their camp is a small distance
outside of town. Frederico and Tania treated
all members of our Fellowship as if we were
diseased. Frederico, particularly, would often
bully our members. Thou dost know, it is
common knowledge, that we are pacifists. He
had a reputation for cruelty, even among his
own people. It is not surprising he came to a
violent end.”

So the victims hadn’t liked The Fellow-
ship. That made them all right in my book,
and made me increasingly suspicious of the
woman’s answers to my questions. Since I'd
returned to Britannia, it seemed as if every
time someone ended up dead it turned out
they hadn't gotten along with The Fellowship.

“The Fellowship,” I said, prompting her,
hoping for more information.

“The Fellowship is highly regarded in
Minoc. Why, even the Mayor himself is a
member. | brought him into The Fellowship
myself.” She gestured to the man next to her.
He nodded at us, but looked ill at ease. “He
was the first new member of our local branch.
Gregor, the head of The Fellowship here,
directs the Britannian Mining Company. Many
Fellowship members pass through Minoc.”

‘I was looking for two Fellowship
members—Elizabeth and Abraham. Maybe
you've heard of them?”

“Thou hast just missed them! They were
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here collecting funds. They have moved on to
Paws to visit our shelter there.”

“l need to speak to the head of The
Fellowship branch here in town. Her name is
Elynor. Do you know her?” [ asked.

“I am Elynor,” she said, coolly.

“Then | have something for you,” I said. I
pulled the chest Batlin had given me out of
my backpack and handed it over to her.

Her eyes shifted from me to the package
and then back to me. “Surely thou hast been
instructed not to open the package. Hast thou
opened it nonetheless?”

“No,” I said, trying hard not to let my
indignation show.

Elynor took the package from me. “Thou
hast done very well. Now, as promised, here
is thy payment.” She handed me 50 gold
pieces, which I passed to lolo.

“I'm also looking for a man with a hook.”

“A man with a hook? I am certain [ would
remember having seen anyone like that, and I
am positive that does not match the
description of any Fellowship member this
branch has ever come in contact with.”

“He might have come in on the Crown
Jewel.”

“Many ships come and go in our busy
port. I do not know of any one specific ship.
Perhaps thou shouldst ask Owen.”

“Owen?” | asked.

“He is a classic example of The Fellow-
ship making a vast difference in a person’s
life. Before he joined The Fellowship, he was
without confidence and ready to put aside his
trade. Now he stands on the verge of being
recognized as the finest at his craft in the
world.”

“And what mighi that be?” I asked.

“He’s a famous shipwright. Hast thou
never heard of him?”



I shook my head. “I'm sure he’s a fine
shipwright. But [ think it is time for me to
investigate this murder.”

Her eyes narrowed as she spied the
Fellowship medallion around my neck. “I do
not think thou shouldst be wearing the
medallion yet,” she said. “Thou hast not been
properly inducted into The Fellowship. I must
inform Batlin of thy falsehood.”

She sniffed, in that condescending way of
hers, and strolled off. I started to enter the
mill, but was stopped by the Mayor.

“lI had heard thou were traveling in
Britannia again, but it took mine own eyes to
believe it! Welcome, Avatar!”

“And your name, sir?” [ asked.

“Burnside is my name. As thou knowest
from Lady Elynor, I am the Mayor of Minoc
for lo these past twenty years.”

“l have not been in Britannia in two
hundred years,” | said. “Minoc is much
changed.”

“Apart from this business of the murders
we are a town run by commerce. Gold runs
this town. As goes the money, so goes Minoc.
Take this monument affair, for instance.”

“A monument?” | asked.

“I am sure thou art aware of the plans for
a monument of Owen, the shipwright. He is
paying for it himself. I am usually against such
public vanity, but The Fellowship is very much
in favor of it. It increases our prestige. People
will come from all over Britannia for the
unveiling. Why, even Lord British himself will
be in attendance! It is a special opportunity
when one gets a private audience.”

“Elynor said you are a member of The
Fellowship.”

“Yes, | wear the Fellowship medallion,
given to me by Elynor. Do not worry thyself. |
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shall not try to make thee join!” He laughed
nervously. “Elynor tells me The Fellowship will
be doing good works here in the future. I am
proud to be a member of the society although
I must confess to being fairly ignorant
concerning thy, umm, our philosophy.”

“Then why did you join?”

“l was given an honorary membership
when the Fellowship branch was first opened
in Minoc. I do not attend regular meetings. [
hope thou'rt not disappointed in me?”

“No,” I said.

“Thank heaven! I wear this medallion
mainly for ceremonial purposes, as I suspect
thou dost. We both see that support of The
Fellowship is currently the wisest course of
action politically, no matter our personal
feelings.”

I leaned forward. “And just what are your
personal feelings?” I asked softly.

“Avatar, may | tell thee a secret?” he
asked. His hands worked together nervously.

“Of course,” | replied.

“Avatar, | must confess to thee that I feel
The Fellowship promotes a philosophy that is
dubious at best, and its membership seems to
be comprised chiefly of fools and emotional
weaklings.”

I agreed, but didn’t say anything. In my
brief time in Britannia, I'd become wary of
expressing my opinions to anyone connected
with The Fellowship, no matter what they said
about it.

[ thanked the Mayor for his time, then
stepped into the sawmill. Though the vision
before me was horribly familiar, I was still
shocked by it. Tania and Frederico had been
eviscerated in the same manner as Spark’s
father. Behind me, | heard the boy gasp. |
motioned for lolo to take him out of this




place. But Spark refused, saying he'd stay
here with me. Though I admired his spunk, I
shuddered at the thought of his reliving the
horror of his father’s death.

Once again, | tried to distance myself
from the sight before me. With as much
impartiality as I could muster, I surveyed the
scene, trying to discover a common thread, a
clue, a hint as to why these terrible murders
were occurring.

The victims’ bodies revealed nothing. |
turned their pockets inside out, | ran my hand
along the seams of their clothes, I even
opened their mouths in case they’d hidden
something inside. All to no avail.

I looked around me then. Between the
bodies stood a large candelabra. I'd seen one
like it somewhere else, but I couldn’t place it.
Then I saw a silver dagger lying next to
Frederico’s arm. It was shaped like a serpent,
with a squiggly and deadly looking blade. I
picked it up and put it in my backpack. The
owner of this dagger was probably the
murderer.

We searched the rest of the mill, hoping
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for another clue, but found nothing. As twilight
approached, we agreed that no more could be
learned at the mill, so we made our way to the
local pub for some much-needed ale.

® BB

Smoke and laughter greeted us as we opened
the door to the Chequered Cork. A few of the
patrons looked up as we entered, but most
were absorbed in discussions about the recent
murders. We found seats at a table that was
empty except for a pretty woman. I
introduced myself and my companions. She
smiled and introduced herself.

“l am Xanthia,” she said. “I am a member
of the Artists’ Guild. | make and sell
candelabras.”

lolo and I looked at each other. Thoughts
of the candelabra at the murder were
obviously crossing his mind, too.

“That sounds interesting,” 1 said. “Please
tell me more.”

“I make simple candelabras, but
sometimes [ will do commissioned work,
making more specific ones. | was
hired by The Fellowship to make
the candelabras for all of their
Fellowship halls.”

A sick feeling welled up in me.
I'd suspected The Fellowship was
involved in the murders, but this
was virtually concrete proof.

“How did you get
commission?” | asked.

“Elynor, the head of the local
Fellowship branch, showed me a
picture of the Fellowship symbol
and I based the design for my
candelabra on that.”

this
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I described the candelabra found at the
murder scene. Xanthia’s eyes widened with
recognition. “Yes, that is one of the
candelabras | made. 'Twas in the sawmill at
the murder site?”

I nodded.

Xanthia looked shocked. “How horrible! |
swear | do not know how it could have gotten
there! Thou shouldst certainly ask Elynor
about it!”

Somehow the conversation shifted to
more mundane matters. | found out that
Xanthia wasn’t as excited as Elynor about the
prospect of Owen'’s statue. | also discovered
that she hadn’t been recruited by The
Fellowship. This made me trust her more and
believe more fully the things she’d told me. As
we talked, the barkeep came over to our
table.

“Hello, Xanthia, everything to ver likin'?”
he asked.

Xanthia nodded. “Hello, Rutherford,” she
said. It sounded more like “Helbro,
Ruberford” as she’d just taken a bite of food.

“Have you been in Minoc long?” I asked.
I'd noticed he was missing one arm—a feature
I'd begun to associate with pirates.

“Yep. This town’s usually bloody quiet.
That was until recently!” His squinting eye
suddenly opened wide and stared straight at
me. “Say, when exactly again didst thou say
thou didst arrive in town, stranger?”

“Today,” I answered. “Just after the
murders. But | have heard about Owen ...”

After a moment of carefully observing
me, he began to wipe the table. I waited for
him to continue.

“Before this evil at the sawmill, the buzz
were all about the monument. Say, thou be
not from around here.” He looked at me
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skeptically. “Thou art not from The
Fellowship by any chance, art thou?”

“No,” I said emphatically.

“Just askin’! Thou dost not have to take
any offense!”

“Do you know anything about a man with
a hook?” I asked. I figured the barkeep would
know who passed through town better than
anyone.

“I know him! He be a pirate who lives in
Buccaneer’s Den. They say Hook is so mean
he’d kill his own mudder for the right price,
an’ | would wager they’s right. Why, 1 got
into a fight with this Hook once. I was lucky
and [ escaped losin’ only my right arm and
still with one good eye left. It was
somewhere around that time that | started
having second thoughts about my career as a
pirate, and now here I be. [ have not seen
him recently, but the description of the
murder scene certainly sounds like his
handiwork!”

“The last time I'd heard of his
whereabouts, he was on the Crown Jewel.
Has that ship been here recently?” I asked.

“That ship was, indeed, here of late. In
fact, 'twas the night of the murders! Could
there be a connection? Hmm ...”

“Do you know anything about this
monument? Elynor, at The Fellowship, was
telling me something about it.”

“Thank goodness that with all the town
at each other’s throats in recent weeks we
have The Fellowship tryin’ to hold the town
together. I be no member or nothin’, but |
just a-heared of all the good things they done.
Feedin’ the poor an’ such. Oh, thou must
mean thet statuer they are goin’ ta build of
our shipwright. His name is Owen—a local
boy. | understan’ it is to be as tall as a man




on horseback and shows Owen gazin’
through a telerscope or some such thing like
that.”

“Sounds very ... regal,” I said.

“Yep,” replied Rutherford.

We thanked him for his help, then left his
establishment. Outside, the air had grown
cool. I smelled rain and the faint scent of
ozone. Another storm was brewing.

“Where to now, Avatar?” asked Iolo.

I thought about our options. We could
continue to investigate the murders at the mill,
though I strongly suspected Hook was
responsible. Or we could search for Owen—
who [ suspected was not a master shipmaker
but some dupe of The Fellowship. Or we
could follow Elizabeth and Abraham to Paws.
Then [ remembered the scroll Chuckles had
given me in Britain. It said I should seek out
the gypsy Margareta in Minoc. Since the
murder victims were both gypsies, this made
the most sense to me.

“Let’s go see the gypsies,” I said.

B ®

The gypsy camp was outside of town, to the
south. They were poor, with only one wagon
and minimal supplies. I spoke with Sasha and
Jergi, whose versions of the events leading up
to the murder were quite different from
Elynor’s. Sasha was Tania’s and Frederico's
son. He was a Fellowship member, but (as I
knew) his parents hadn't approved of The
Fellowship. Was Hook involved with The
Fellowship? Maybe doing their dirty work for
them? Had Tania and Frederico been
murdered to keep them from interfering with
The Fellowship?

Too many questions and no good
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answers. In the scroll Chuckles had given me,
he had said I should ask Margareta to tell my
fortune. Though the fool was often a trickster,
I felt that this time there was some
significance in what he said.

Margareta sat on a low stool in front of a
barrel on which a crystal ball rested. She was
younger than I'd expected. I'd always assumed
gypsies with the “gift of sight” were old, but
Margareta was beautiful, with flowing black
hair and dark soul-piercing eyes.

“Hello,” I said.

She smiled and motioned for me to sit on
the stool opposite her. I sat, my armour
clanking faintly.

“It is my job to tell thy destiny,” she said.

“But I want to know more about the
murders,” [ blurted out.

“I knew it vould happen. I varned
Frederico. He vouldn’t listen. He vas my
brother-in-law. His death makes me very sad.
And Tania, she vas a good voman.”

“I met their son, Sasha. He seems very

sad.”
Margareta was silent for a moment. “He
has been led astray. It is unfortunate that he
vill realize his mistake only as a result ov the
death ov his parents. There are many, many
others like Sasha who have been led astray.
For them, [ see no future.” She looked at me
sharply. “Thou dost know vhat I mean. I see
thou art vearing vone ov their medallions, but
thou art not truly a member, art thou?
Bevare—there are those in The Fellowship
that vill see through thy deception. Thou vilt
soon be enlightened about their true nature.
But thou vantest a fortune. Yes?”

“Yes,” I said.

“The fortune vill cost thee 20 gold. All
right?”
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She took the proffered coins, then peered
into her crystal ball. Her eyes became black as
obsidian.

“I see a voman standing by a shrine. She
is in love vith thee. | do not see more on this
subject. | see that thou must join The
Fellowship if thou vantest to learn more about
them and discover their true nature. It is not
very clear ... ah, yes ... there is a new evil
that threatens Britannia. I see that thou shalt
have to reckon vith it in the future. The crystal
ball tells me that the ether ov the vorld—the
substance that controls magic—has been
affected by this new evil presence. I see
further that this evil presence vill gain greater
power during an event in the near future. This
event has something to do vith the planets.
Seek out a man at the observatory in
Moonglow to learn more about this. [ see that
he has a device which will be very useful to
thee. See him soon, for this event is drawing
near.

“Vhat is this? I see ... I see ... thou dost
seek a Man vith a Hook. He is not thy true
adversary, but finding him vill be necessary to
complete thine ultimate quest. Vait! I see that
thou must seek audience vith the Time Lord.
He is in trouble, although I cannot see vhat
that trouble is. The Time Lord knows much
about this new evil, so do not fail to seek him
out. To find the Time Lord, thou must first
meet the Visps who live in the forest ov Yew.
They are thy best link to him. The monks ov
Empath Abbey may know how to contact the
Visps.

“The ball has grown dark. [ see no more.”

Margareta looked up at me and said,
“Thou dost face many dangers ahead. Take
care.
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With those words, she slumped and
closed her eyes. She was obviously exhausted.

B BB

We spent the rest of the evening in Minoc,
trying to decide which path we should follow.
Sentri wanted to go after Elizabeth and
Abraham. Spark thought we should pursue
Hook. Shamino kept his opinions to himself.
Jaana, lolo, and I agreed that we should
follow Margareta’'s information and seek out
the Wisps. After much arguing, I got my way.
We left for Yew and Empath Abbey the next
morning.

B &N

Editor’s Notes:

During his visit to Minoc, Spark
discovered a small treasure in the garbage
at the Artisan’s Guild. It was in a bag in the
trash bin in the northwest room of the
Guild: one hundred gold, a gold bar, and
35 starbursts. In the mines outside of town
he discovered the Gargoyle Fodus, who had
been abusing silver snake venom. The
Britannian Mining Company had been
supplying him with the venom. It makes my
blood boil that they so abused this poor
creature.

It is worth noting that the Avatar also
discovered Owen’s incompetence and
exposed him in time to stop the erection of
his monument. Owen’s ship plans were so
riddled with errors that many lives would
surely have been lost if they'd been
followed.

The magic carpet was found at 8 North
30 West.




was uneventful. We used the magic carpet and
made good time. As we approached to the
Abbey, I noticed Shamino’s smile was
growing wider and wider.

“What's so amusing?” | asked.

‘Il have a fondness for fine wines,”
Shamino replied, “and Empath Abbey makes
the finest in all Britannia. I can hardly wait to
sample their latest harvest. Look, there’s the
Abbey below.”

We set the carpet down outside the
Abbey and made our way inside. Sunlight
streamed through the stained-glass windows,
casting pools of gold, ruby, and emerald
across the stone floors. A monk, dressed in
simple robes, stood in the shadows.

“Hello,” 1 said, trying to make our
presence known. The monk stepped forward
and beckoned us closer.

‘I am Kreg,” he said. “I am a monk here
at the Abbey. I am working on an alchemical
mixture.”

“l didn’t known the monks were involved
in such pursuits,” I said. “The only thing I'm
familiar with is their wine.” Shamino coughed
behind me. “I should say, the only thing
Shamino is familiar with is your wine. He just
told me about it.”

Kreg smiled faintly. “Well, we here at the
Abbey will soon be taking a vow of silence.
However, it will take some time for all of us to
become accustomed to the sound of silence.
Therefore, I am creating a potion that enables
the imbiber to become temporarily silent. The
concept is very similar to a potion of
invisibility.”
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I frowned. “A vow of silence?”

“Well,” he looked embarrassed, “after
reading a book on how we compare to our
predecessors, we learned that most people
expect us to take a vow of silence. So we
have chosen to do so, once I can make that
potion. I realize that it sounds foolish, but I
truly believe it will help us produce more wine.
The monks’ wine is renowned throughout all
of Britannia—or so I thought.” A puzzled look
crossed his face. “Ah, well, that is no matter.
Regardless, I sincerely recommend to thee to
try some of our exquisite drink.”

Shamino looked as though he were ready
to head straight for the wine cellar. I laid a
hand on his arm to let him know we should be
patient. The monk had continued speaking
and it took a moment to catch up with what
he was saying.

“... research has reached an impasse, for
I cannot determine the nature of some critical
reagents. What I need is a potion of invisibility
to analyze. Then I could progress from there.”
He looked at me hopefully. “Wouldst thou be
willing to obtain a potion for my studies? It is
likely that thou couldst find one easily at the
mage, Nicodemus.”

“Sure,” 1 said wanting to be as helpful to
the monk as I could.

He sighed, obviously relieved. “Thank
thee.”

It made me feel quite good that I'd be able
to help him achieve his goal. Kreg nodded
again to us, then drifted off toward a dark
corner of the room. We continued our
exploration of the Abbey. In the large west
room of the Abbey we found crates of grapes
and all manner of wine-making equipment.
This room had a yeasty-sour smell that was not
altogether unpleasant. On the opposite side of



the main hall was a well-stocked kitchen. One
of the monks had been preparing coq au vin,
and an aroma of garlic, wine, and fresh herbs
hung tantalizingly in the air.

Off the kitchen was a comfortable room,
furnished with a bed, a desk, and bookcases
crammed full. At the desk sat another monk,
a studious-looking young man, who glanced
up as we entered.

“May | assist thee?”

“We've just come from Minoc and we're
looking for the Wisps who reside in the Deep
Forest,” | said. “The gypsy Margareta sent us.
Can you assist us in this?”

“I study the local flora, fauna, and
geography here at the monastery. There are
many beautiful plants in this area. I am
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working on learning about all of them. Many
different species of animals reside in the
forest. | have encountered some fascinating
ones in my studies.”

“That’s all very well and good,” 1 said,
rather annoyed at his long-winded reply. “But
what about the Wisps?”

“The Wisps?” he laughed. “I doubt they
exist. | realize many people seem to believe in
them, but I have never seen any. If thou must
know, popular legend maintains that they
inhabit the forest area, near the Emps.
Supposedly the Emps are able to speak with
them.” He shrugged. “Thou mayest look for
them if that is thy wish, but | would not waste
precious time myself.”

“Emps? I've never heard of Emps.”

“Ah, the Emps. I have not been able to
glean much information about them. They
live on the eastern edge of the deep forest,
not too terribly far from here. They resemble
apes, but only slightly. They are exceedingly
shy, and will rarely feel comfortable enough
to approach a human. The only way | was
able to view an Emp closely occurred when |
happened to have honey in my pack which |
had just picked up from Bee Cave. The
creature appeared, stared at me for a few
minutes, and then asked—asked, | say—for
mine honey. | believe they are empathic;
hence their name. Quite an interesting
species, dost thou not agree?”

“Very,” | said, becoming interested in the
Emps. “It has been quite a while since | was
last in these parts. | confess I've never heard
of Bee Cave, either.”

“The honey from the caves is quite tasty,
but rarely can one get it without a fight. Bee
Cave can be a rather dangerous place. It is
located to the southwest of the Abbey. But if
thou art planning a trip there, beware the
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giant bees that live in the caves. Their venom
is very poisonous. If thou wishest, I can give
thee a smoke bomb that will repel the bees for
a short time. Dost thou want it?”

“Yes, thank you,” I said, as he handed me
a small object. “This will be helpful.”

“I use my knowledge of the local
landscape to aid in my studies. The better |
know the locale, the farther away I can travel
from the Brotherhood Abbey and still be sure
[ will be able to return—unlike a fellow monk
of mine.”

“You mean Kreg?”

“That name does not sound familiar.
Perhaps he is not from this area.” The monk
frowned. “No, | was referring to another
monk who wandered off chasing a bird. We
never didst see him again.”

[ thanked the monk again for the smoke
bomb and bade him farewell. He did tell us to
visit Aimi the other monk who lived at the
Abbey. Still, he had denied knowing a monk
named Kreg, and | began to have second
thoughts about helping Kreg.

Aimi was on her knees, pulling weeds in
the garden. As we approached, she looked
up, putting her hand over her eyes to block
the sun.

“Greetings. I hope thy days are full of
beauty,” she said.

“Your garden is quite beautiful,” I replied.

“My garden? | have been tending it for
years now. | am a firm believer in the value of
aesthetics, so I plant only flowers. Sometimes
[ sell them in bouquets when people want
them, but [ do that very rarely.”

“They are quite lovely. They must please
the other monks. Does Kreg like them?”

She frowned. “I have spent little time with
others in the area. Thou mayest wish to speak
with Taylor, for he knows much more about
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the people, animals, and sights in this area
than I do.”

I realized Taylor was the monk I'd just
met.

“I've already spoken to Taylor,” I said.
“He was most helpful.”

She smiled. “He knows all about the
geography of this region.”

“Thank you for your help,” I said. She
waved to us and returned to her weeding.

B ®R

Our investigation of the town yielded some
interesting information. We made our first
discovery at the prison located northeast of
the Abbey. The scruffy guard, Goth, was
easily bribed and gave us the keys to the
prison. Unfortunately, they only opened one
cell, and the prisoner inside was already dead.
He did have 40 gold on him—I wondered
why he hadn’t bribed the guard to release
him. The other two prisoners told us of unjust
imprisonment, and of horrible taxes levied by
the Britannian Tax Council. [ tried to release
them, but the key I'd bought from Goth
wouldn'’t fit the locks on their cells.

We met Sir Jeff, the High Court Judge,
who was harsh and strict. | was most anxious
to be gone from under his watchful eye. I
managed to catch a glimpse of his warrant
and trial book. In it I found the information
that a thief who had been plaguing the area
went by the pseudonym Kreg. There was no
doubt in my mind that the “monk™ we’d met
in the Abbey was the same person.

We agreed to return to the Abbey and try
to find Kreg. I was surprised when he
marched over to us, bold as brass, and asked
if we’d brought the invisibility potion.

“You're a thief!”



“Ah! Found me out didst thou? 'Tis too
bad ... for thee!”

He reached into the deep sleeve of his
robe and pulled out a glittering green dagger.
Within moments he’d managed to inflict
poisonous wounds on both Spark and Jaana. |
raced forward and struck him several times.
After a few minutes of desperate fighting, he
collapsed at our feet. Jaana and Spark needed
immediate attention, and I quickly performed
An Nox over them. lolo searched Kreg's
body, but found only a few gold pieces and his
dagger. [ gave the dagger to Spark, but he
didn’t want to use it. I think it’s still in the
bottom of his pack today.

After disposing of Kreg’'s body—I didn’t
want Aimi or Taylor to come upon it in the
middle of the great hall—we finished our
exploration of the houses surrounding the
Abbey. Perrin lived just to the west. I studied
with him, finding his knowledge in matters of
intellect and magical arts to be quite superior.
We visited the graveyard to the west of
Perrin’s house, but found nothing of real
importance there. While we were there, a
young woman approached one of the graves
and knelt before it. Tenderly she cleared the
weeds from the gravesite and neatly trimmed
back the grass. She talked softly all the while,
as though comforting the dead.

I was fascinated by such devotion in one
so young. When she moved away from her
tasks, | approached and introduced myself.

“l am Reyna,” she said, brushing an
errant strand of hair out of her face.

“Why does one so young come to tend a
grave?” | asked.

Like a shadow, sadness crossed her face.
She looked down at her feet, then back up at
us. It was obvious she was fighting an urge to
cry. “Several months ago, my mother passed
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away in her home town. She was born here in
the forests, and had asked to be buried here,
near me. Every morning I come out here to
visit her and set flowers by her grave. But |
am the only member of our family who lives
nearby. No one else is able to visit or leave
flowers very often. Her grave looks so bare
sometimes.”

She looked off toward the horizon and
sighed. “It would be nice if there were some
way to have more flowers brought to her.”
She quickly turned and looked at me. “I am
terribly sorry for rambling on like that. Please
excuse me, Avatar.”

[ smiled, but I couldn’t think how to help
her with her sorrow. Then | had an idea. The
monk Aimi sold flowers, and we certainly had
enough gold for a bouquet. I made a vow to
myself that as soon as possible | would seek
Aimi out and purchase her biggest bunch of
flowers for Reyna’s mother’s grave.

We talked for a while longer. Reyna was
a healer, but she also spent a great deal of
time in the forest. Her information about the
town was helpful, and I looked forward to the
time when | would see her again with my
surprise.

® B R

Iolo suggested that we visit Yew and then
make our way through the Deep Forest to
find the Emps and the Wisps. Shamino
wanted to stay longer at the Abbey, but he'd
already spent too much time sampling their
latest vintage. [ was anxious to find Bee Cave
and see the “deadly bees” who lived there.
We laughed at the monk’s fear of these
insects—imagine being afraid of a little
bumblebee! '

lolo’s hut was just off the road leading.



into town. He rushed to the door, yelling for
his wife Gwenno. We were about to tease him
for being so eager to see her when he
stopped dead in his tracks.

“What'’s wrong?” [ asked.

“Look,” he said.

[ stepped past him and looked around the
hut. It looked as though a battle had been
fought there. Debris and clothes were strewn
about the floor. Broken crockery littered the
dining room table, and the room where Ilolo
made his famous crossbows was in similar
disarray.

“Gwenno,” | said. “Is she ...?”

“I know not,” he said. “I fear the worst.”
His voice shook.

“Don’t go assuming the worst,” 1 said. I
began straightening the room, picking up
clothes as I went. “I'm sure she’s off on her
own adventure.” On the desk in the bedroom
[ found a scroll with Gwenno’s signature. |
handed it to lolo. He read it silently.

“She hath taken a map to Lord British. A
map of the legendary Serpent Isle.” He
looked up at me, his eyes shadowed with
concern.

“I'm sure she’s fine,” I said, but I confess I
was worried.

“She says I'm to finish mine quest with
thee.”

“Do you want to go find her?”

He shook his head. “I will honor her
wishes and stay with thee until we complete
our quest. But how [ wish that thou couldst
help me find her once we are done.”

I nodded and patted him on the back. I
knew that once we finished this quest I'd be
swept back to Earth and Iolo would have to
find Gwenno by himself. It pained me that I
was unable to help my friend when he’d
assisted me so often.
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“I wish I could help you,” I said. He said
nothing, but went about the task of
straightening up the hut. He said he was doing
it so Gwenno wouldn’t come home to a mess.
Under a pile of clothes he found his old
swamp boots. He gave them to Sentri to wear.

We finished cleaning up Ilolo’s hut. He
said he needed to check on his horse. To the
northeast of his hut was a small stable. Inside
we found Smith, the talking horse. Trust me
on this, Carlotta: If you ever happen to meet
him, run the other way. He’s rude and not at
all helpful. All the information he gave me had
to do with events from the last time | was in
Britannia.

lolo took us then to meet his neighbors,
Penni and Bradman. They were both trainers,
and had a good-natured rivalry going between
them. Iolo wanted to brush up on his archery
skills and Bradman agreed to train him,
although not for the full price. Bradman said
he couldn’t charge a master like Iolo as much
as he would charge an amateur. That cheered
Iolo up as much as anything could after he'd
found Gwenno gone.

It was late afternoon by the time Iolo
finished his target practice. The workout left
him both refreshed and a much better shot.
He'd regained some of his good humor and I
knew that though he was worried about his
wife, he wouldn't let it interfere with our
quest.

“Come,” he said. “I'll take thee to see
mine neighbor, Tseremed. He is just across
the way, on the shore of the river.”

lolo led us across the main road into Yew
and down a short path. [lluminarias lined the
walkway, which made me curious. I'd never
seen this in Britannia before, though it was a
common thing in my own world.

On the shore of the river sat a man



dressed in green. He was fishing, but he
hadn’t had much luck. The basket beside him
was empty. He didn’t seem to mind, and
waved cheerfully at us as we approached.

“I am called Tseremed,” he said as he
stood. “Art thou Fellowship members?”

“No,” I said.

“I do not trust The Fellowship,” he said.
“How art thou called?”

“That’s not really important,” I said.

“Then perhaps thou couldst introduce me
to thy companions?”

[ performed the standard courtesies, and |
noticed how quickly my friends took to him.
They kept looking at me like I was supposed
to invite this stranger to join us. Before | made
that leap of faith I decided to find out more
about him.

“Why do you dislike The Fellowship?” 1
asked.

“Not long ago The Fellowship began to
spread its influence throughout Britannia. In
their early days they attracted many bright
and enthusiastic young people, among them
my love, Lady M. A woman so intelligent
could not help but rise in their ranks. Her
direct superior was Abraham.”

He stopped speaking for a moment,
trying to fight back his anger and grief.

“One black evening she fell gravely ill.
According to friends of mine, Abraham
forbade her to visit the local healer. By the
time I learned of this, she had already passed
away. She rests now forever in the Yew
graveyard; may her sleep be peaceful. |
searched the land for Abraham, but never
found my quarry. In fact, it seems that every
time I near my prey, they have already
vanished! My search shall never be truly over.”

“I'm very sorry to hear of your loss.
Abraham sounds terrible.”
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“Youth is hers forever.”

A silence hung over us for a moment.
Then, in my inimitable way, I broke it. “We’re
looking for Bee Cave,” I blurted out. The
others gave me looks that could Kill. | guess |
wasn't being sensitive enough, but Tseremed
seemed relieved to talk about something else.

“North of my hut is a deep bore-hole into
the mountains. Within live bees of a size to
rival sheep or hounds. Their wings stir up
leaves as they fly, and they hum with a noise
to make men flee in fear. Some have entered,
never to return. Perhaps they are there still ...
Death is greedy, and holds a fate for those of
like intent. Many years have [ dwelt by the
mountains. Many spans have vanished under
my roaming feet. Into the depths of the dark
swamp | have gone, and to the heights of the
mountains. | know the trees of the forest, and
the secret places in the earth. Bees such as
these may be tamed with my special arrows!”

I'd almost nodded off when the mention
of these arrows woke me up.

“Special arrows?”

“I fashion my arrows from the stingers of
giant bees. With them one may put a foe to
sleep. I have hunted the bees on many
occasions. And I like their honey. Perhaps
together we might journey into the cave for
some?”

“Please ask him to join us,” said
Shamino.

“Aye,” put in lolo. “"Twould be handy to
have another bowman among our party.”

Spark, Sentri, and Jaana all agreed that|
should ask him to join us. I extended the
invitation and Tseremed readily agreed.

He led us north to the entrance to Bee
Cave. I'd laughed at the locals’ fears of the
bees here, but after hearing Tseremed’s
description of them, I was nervous.
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We entered the cave. Sentri carried the
fire sword I'd found. It lit the cave with a soft
glow; I found that I didn’t need to cast a spell
to light our way. Tseremed hadn’t
exaggerated when he said the bees were big.
They were huge—bigger even than he’d
described. We made our way through the
hive. The bees didn’t bother us, much to my
surprise. Honeycomb lined the walls and the
air was redolent with its sweet smell. In the
main chamber we found a number of jars.
Though the bees still didn’t approach us, I
decided it was best to set off the smoke bomb
and grab as much honey as we could, then
make a run for it. The others agreed that this
was the best plan.

The bomb went off with a huge cloud of
greasy smoke. The bees moved away from
the honey; I rushed forward and grabbed two
of the pots. As | turned, I noticed the cloud
was already dissipating. The bees noticed I'd
taken their honey and began buzzing angrily.
It was time to beat feet. I ran from the room,
with the rest of my party hot on my heels. We
dashed through the honeycombed passages
with the sound of furious bees in our ears. We
broke into the early evening air, sweaty and
flushed, but loaded with our sweet reward.

“I've had enough fun for one day,” I said.
“Anyone else for a good night’s sleep?”

A rousing “Aye!” went up from my
companions. We made it as far as Tseremed’s
hut, then collapsed on the ground outside.
The rest of the evening was filled with tall
tales and lots of snoring. It was one of the
finest nights of my life.

B ®RD

The next morning we made our way east
from Iolo’s hut through the Deep Forest. After
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a few minutes’ journey, the woods became
strangely silent. The birds stopped singing and
the wind ceased to blow.

“This is not a good omen,” said Shamino.

“Look, over there,” said Spark. I looked
in the direction he was pointing. There was a
circle of stones. I recognized it as an altar to
the Virtues. In the center, on the dais, were
the mangled remains of a human sacrifice.
Dried blood and ichor encrusted the altar. I
didn’t have time to wonder what practices had
resulted in the horrific ritual murders I'd been
encountering. From the northeast our party
was attacked by magical energy. We fell into
combat positions as if we’d been fighting
together for years.

A blast of energy hit me in the chest. The
world went red for a moment and I heard
bells. 1 opened my spell book and cast about
for an appropriate magical incantation. None
of the spells I could perform were right for the
job, so I shoved the spell book back into my
pack and drew my sword. Rushing forward, I
flailed away at whatever moved. In a few
minutes, we'd routed the enemy, which
consisted of several headless and a mage. The
mage had some gold, but little else. I
wondered how he’d managed to create so
much havoc with so little on him.

Our party was a little worse for wear, but
Jaana and I were able to take care of their
wounds. After everyone was bandaged, we
continued into the woods, making sure to be
more wary of our surroundings.

We found the Wisps’ home. (I suppose it
was their home. They're not really corporeal
beings.) They had the most interesting
collection of books, not to mention the copy
of the Lost Book of Mantras that I'd given
them years ago during one of my previous
quests. But they didn’t respond when we tried



to communicate with them. We’d have to find
the Emps.

Like many of the wild places in Britannia,
the Deep Forest was full of dangers. Headless,
renegade knights, evil mages, all wandered
about making trouble for anyone traveling
through the forest. I was glad of my
companions, because | doubted I could have
survived there for long by myself.

As | was contemplating this last thought,
we burst into a small clearing. The trees here
were different. Their leaves were a beautiful
silver-blue color. But even more remarkable
were the houses built right into the limbs of
the great trees. Under these constructions
scurried small brownish creatures. At first |
thought we'd startled some woodland animals.
Then | saw that these creatures walked on
their hind legs and looked intelligent. One of
them stared at us intently for a few moments,
then walked up closer. He pointed at the pack
where [ kept my honey. | reached in, pulled
out a jar, and handed it over to him. With a
deft flick of his wrist he unscrewed the lid and
dipped his paw in. The gift must have met
with his approval, because he came closer.

“You are human?” he asked.

“Yes,” | answered.

“I am Trellek. Your name is?”

“I am called the Avatar,” I said. “What do
you do?”

He gave me a puzzled look. “The
meaning of ‘job’ is not clear to me. Is ‘work’
the word meant by you?”

“Yes.”

“I am a gatherer of food. All Emps are
food-gatherers. Mainly fruits are sought by us.
Fruits are pleasant-tasting, like the honey you
gave us!”

“I've never met an Emp before,” I said.
“You are not what I expected.”
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“l am an Emp. Saralek is an Emp.
Salamon is an Emp. You,” he smiled, “are a
human. Saralek is my bonded-one. ‘Wife' is
what you would call her. My home is her
home.”

“Your home?”

“Silverleaf trees are our homes,” he
nodded.

“I want to talk to the Wisps,” I said. “Can
you help me?”

“Wisps are known to me,” he nodded.
“Wisps are found in the woods.” He looked
around, apparently surveying the area. “No
Wisps are here for conversation.”

“I want you to come with me to help me
talk to them.”

“Your wish is for me to travel with you?”

$¥es”

“My wish is that also. But that is not the
wish of Saralek, my wife. Permission from her
must first be gained.”

“Very well,” I said. “I'll speak to her.”

Saralek was reluctant to let us take Trellek
with us, but agreed that if we could get
Salamon to allow it, she would consent. We
found the elder Emp under her own tree. She
too had a taste for honey, and I passed her
my last pot.

“Hello,” 1 said. “Are you Salamon?”

She nodded as she finished off the last of
the honey. I explained about the Wisps and
Trellek and Saralek, then asked for her
permission to take Trellek with us.

“Permission will be given to you later.
There is a task that must be performed first.
There is a woodcutter who lives in the westem
part of the forest. Silverleaf trees are being cut -
down by him. Emp houses are in Silverleaf .
trees. Contract must be signed by woodcutter
to stop. My condition is understood by you?"

She didn’t wait for my answer, but simply;

t



thrust the document into my hand, then
scurried off on some Emp errand.

I looked at the scroll in my hand.

“Well what do we do now?”

“We go see Ben, the logger, in Yew,”
said lolo.

“Oh,” I said. “Of course.”

B R R

| won't bore you with the details of our
journey back to Yew through the Deep
Forest. Suffice it to say that we had our fair
share of scars by the time we'd managed to
get Ben to sign the document and made our
way back to the Emps. We did manage to
rout the mercenaries who were helping cut
down the Silverleaf trees.

Salamon smiled as she read Ben’s
signature.

“Trellek is permitted to join you. You are
wished luck and speed.”

We thanked the wizened Emp, then made
our way to Saralek’s and Trellek’s treehouse. |
found Saralek under the tree and told her that
Salamon had granted permission for Trellek
to help us. Her eyes filled up with tears and
she looked away.

“l am sorry. A lie was told by me.
Trellek’s leaving is not desired by me.
Permission will not be given.” Her expression
changed. “What is the reason you asked
him?”

“We need to speak with the Wisps,” 1
said, trying to keep the annoyance and
disappointment out of my voice.

She smiled excitedly. “Your wish is to
meet Wisps?”

“Yes.”

“An idea how you can be helped by
Trellek is had by me. Wisps are contacted by
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Trellek’s whistling. A whistle for you can be
made by him, perhaps. Talking with him
again should be your next action.”

I thanked her and went to find her
husband.

“For you to talk to Wisps is still your
wish?” he asked. “Then helping you is my
goal. A whistle can be made by me. Correct
was my bonded-one. A whistling sound is
made by Emps when talking is done by us. An
imitation of that sound can be created by a
special whistle,” he said enthusiastically. He
began searching around for a dead, hollow,
fallen tree branch. Shortly he found one that
satisfied him. He looked embarrassed and
turned his back to us. With motions similar to
those of a man twisting a cork from a flagon,
he fashioned a flute. After a few minutes of
this, he turned around and presented the
whistle to me.

“Here is your whistle.”

We thanked him and went to find the
Wisps.

®RR

Inside the Wisps™ house, I pulled Trellek’s flute
from my pocket and began to play. After a
few moments, one of the bobbing blue lights
floated toward us.

““You' are not the entity known as
‘Trellek.” “You' call out in the manner of the
species called ‘Emps.” ‘Xorinia’ was expecting
the entity ‘Trellek.” But that is not of
importance. From the information ‘I' have,
the local manifestation before ‘me’ is the
entity known as ‘Avatar.’”

Finally, somebody who knew who I was!

The Wisp glowed brightly for a second or
two. “‘Xorinia’ wishes to exchange informat-
ion with the human entity.”
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“But I have nothing to exchange,” I said.

“The Undrian Council seeks information
regarding a certain entity by the name of
‘Alagner.” ‘You' have access to this informa-
tion. ‘I have information regarding a certain
entity which ‘you’ are seeking. The Undrian
Council proposes a trade.”

“What kind of trade?” I was recalling my
previous encounters with the Wisps. They
never gave you anything for nothing.

“The Undrian Council has information
that there is a human entity in ‘your’
dimension that has been called ‘the wisest
man in Britannia.” This entity is known as
‘Alagner’ and lives in ‘your’ colony of ‘New
Magincia.” ‘Alagner’ has what the entity calls
a ‘notebook.” The ‘notebook’ is a collection of
information. ‘I' want to absorb the infor-
mation in Alagner’s ‘notebook.’ If ‘you’ bring
the ‘notebook’ here, the Undrian Council will
release information useful to ‘you’. Do ‘you’
agree to the trade?”

“Very well,” I said mentally figuring how
long it would take us to get to New Magincia.

“*Xorinia’ recognizes ‘your’ usefulness. T
shall be here. Human entities will call ‘my’
activity ‘waiting’.”

With that, the Wisps disappeared.

B ® R

Editor’s Notes:

The Wisps’ house is at 45 North 12
West. The Emps are located at 56 North 10
East. The desecrated shrine near lolo’s hut
is at 56 North 32 West. There is magic
armour to be found there. The mercenaries’
camp is at 47 North 8 East.

When the Avatar returned to Empath
Abbey to get the magic carpet, he got some
flowers from Aimi and gave them to Reyna
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for her mother’s grave. Because his intent
was to benefit another, Aimi gave him the
flowers. This gesture brought the Avatar
much good will.

Chapter 9ix

: ll v name is Alagner. And who art
thou?”

I inspected the large man in front of me.
He had an erudite air and a cunning,
mischievous smile. | decided the straight-
forward approach was the best.

“I'm called the Avatar,” I said.

His eyes widened. “By the skies above! |
do recognize thee! This is quite an honor!
What may I do for thee?”

I explained about the Wisps and their
interest in his notebook.

“They are unusually aloof creatures of
another dimension. Thou wilt think they are
thy friends, but they could very well be spying
on thee for someone else! They have no
loyalties to good or evil—all they care about is
the acquisition of information. How they
acquire it is sometimes honorable, sometimes
not. About the notebook, since thou art on an
honorable quest, | suppose I might allow thee
to borrow it if thou dost give me thy word that
thou wilt return it, and if thou dost offer proof
of thine eagerness to learn the true knowledge
of the world.”

“Yes,” | said. “It would be my pleasure.”

“The Britannian people are becoming
careless and lazy. They do not seek true
knowledge. They do not respect their land.
They do not respect each other. The
resources of our land are being wasted.
Miners are experimenting with dangerous




reagents. There is an evil in the land, and |
am not so sure that it is in the people
themselves.” He paused for a moment,
getting control of himself. “But that is another
conversation.” He looked at me sharply, then
asked, “Dost thou know the answers to the
questions of Life and Death?”

“No,” | admitted. I mean, who did?

“No, of course thou dost not. Only those
souls who have passed on from this life know
these things. Seek out the spirit of the
Tortured One. Ask him what the answers are
to the questions of Life and Death. When
thou dost return with the correct answer, [ will
believe that thou art sincere in thy quest for
knowledge. Only then will I allow thee to
borrow the notebook.”

“‘And where might I find the Tortured
One?” | asked.

“Alas, he is a poor soul who is doomed to
haunt his abode throughout eternity. Seek
him out in Skara Brae. But be careful. It is a
dangerous place. I should also advise thee that
thou must use Seance spells to speak with
anyone on that island. They are all undead.”

My very favorite thing—dealing with the
undead.

“Before I go, I was wondering if you knew
anything about an organization called The
Fellowship.”

He nodded, then spoke. “I left the
Britannian mainland to come to the relative
peace and quiet of New Magincia. I am
content here because it is isolated and free
from ... the filth and corruption going on in
Britannia. Not many see it. The Fellowship is
part of that. They are cunning and two-faced.
| am working on obtaining proof of this.”

“What proof do you have?” I asked.

“l am documenting this information in my
notebook.”
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“Yes,” | said. “Go on.”

“It is all contained within the notebook.”

“Well, thank you,” I said, disappointed
that he wouldn’t say more. “I'll return with the
answer.”

“Farewell,” he said, “May thy journeys be
profitable.”

® ® R

My old friend Katrina was still living in New
Magincia, so we paid her a short visit. She was
only a little changed from my previous visits,
something for which I was grateful. I was tired
of finding my old friends ... well, old.

She wanted to come with us, but I had to
refuse her. Our party was seven strong and |
felt no need for another member just then.

“Very well,” she said, not at all offended
that I'd turned her down. “I shall stay here
with my friends.”

“Have you made many friends since
settling here?” I asked.

“Oh, yes. Alagner, who you've already
met, Russell the Shipwright, and Henry the
Peddler. Henry has been a very dear friend
for years. He is a simple but good man who
does not have an ounce of hate in his heart
for anyone. | am so fond of him that I gave
him a valuable heirloom.”

“I had no idea you'd become so close to
anyone. Is it serious?”

She smiled at me. Katrina had always been
the most spiritual of all my companions—
something that I occasionally liked to tease her
about.

“Since he does not have much money, I
gave Henry my gold locket so he could
present it to his sweetheart, Constance. I have
not talked to him lately, but I must confess I
am worried about him. Soon after Henry left,
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carrying the locket, | saw the three strangers
on the island wandering off in the same
direction. They come from Buccaneer’s Den. |
met them shortly after their arrival and we
spoke briefly. Robin is the one dressed like a
gambler and the other two, Battles and
Leavell, appear to be bullies.”

“Do you think they stole the locket from
Henry?” | asked.

She shrugged. “I know not. Perhaps thou
shouldest ask Henry.”

“I'd like to take the time, but we really
need to be off to Skara Brae.”

“Very well. 'Twas good to see thee
again.”

We spent the night at the inn. The next
morning, with more than a little trepidation,
we started out for Skara Brae.

B R B

Editor’s Notes:

The mystery of Henry’s lost locket did
involve the three strangers from
Buccaneer’s Den, though they did not have
the locket when the Avatar asked. The
barkeeper and the Mayor both had useful
information about its whereabouts. The
Avatar made certain that the locket was
returned to Henry and that his lady love,
Constance, was informed of its recovery.

Chapter seven

: 2 upré and | chatted easily as the
magic carpet floated over the clear Britannian
sea toward Skara Brae ...

“Wait a minute, when did Dupré show
up?”
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“Oh, did I forget to mention that we
stopped in Jhelom and found him?”

“Yes. What else did you forget?”

“We spent an evening in the Serpent’s
Hold, too, as I recall.”

“Then why didn’t you tell me about it?”

“It wasn’t germane to the quest.”

“Wasn’t germ—Ilook, just tell me what
you did and I'll sort it out for myself.”

“Trust me. It wasn’t crucial to the
quest.”

“Okay. How about the short version?”

“Very well. We agreed to go get the
pirate’s treasure. You remember, the one
the parrot talked about. Anyway, after we
got that we made our way to Jhelom, but
we got lost and ended up in Serpent’s
Hold.”

“Go on.”

“Really, Carlotta, you're so insistent at
times. Anyway, while we were there, we
performed a couple of small tasks for some
of the local citizens.”

“Such as?”

“We discovered who had desecrated the
statue of Lord British. It was a simple
matter really, Lord John-Paul, the Hold’s
Mayor, was most helpful. The barkeep,
Denton, helped, and then I just followed
the clues. Eventually, Sir Pendaran
acknowledged his guilt, but only after |
discussed the matter with the other people
in the keep.”

“What else?”

“Well, there was the small matter of
Lady Tory’s baby.”

“Her baby? Let me guess. You saved the
baby from wild animals.”

“No, harpies, actually. They had
kidnapped the babe and wanted to use him
for dinner. They live near the Shrine of



Honor, south of Trinsic. We rescued the
babe and returned him to his mother.”

“You're amazing. Why didn’t you
mention this before?”

“As I said, it wasn’t important to my
quest, but I did feel more ‘Avatar-like’ after
I accomplished these deeds. Oh, ves, there
was the incident at the armoury.”

“The armoury?”

“Yes. It seems that Sir Richter, keeper
of the armoury, is a bit paranoid. He hid
the key to the armoury in a chest in a
grotto on the south side of the island. You
can only get there by boat. The key
to that chest he lost. I found the
key to the chest in a fish in the
kitchen of the pub. It was Spark’s
idea to look there. After we
retrieved the chest from the grotto,
we were able to arm ourselves quite
nicely. I particularly liked the
Juggernaut Hammer, but there was
a wide array of magical deadly
weapons to choose from.”

“Is that all?”

“Yes, until we reached Jhelom.
Are you sighing?”
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“Just a little. What happened
in Jhelom? And don'’t talk so fast;
I'm having a hard time keeping up
with you.”

“Quills aren’t very quick
writing instruments, are they?
Where was I?”

“Jhelom.”

“Ah, ves. We found Dupré in
the local pub. It was Shamino’s
idea to look there first. Dupré
claimed he was sampling the ales
in all the pubs of Britannia. I think
he was just killing time. While we
were at the pub, we met a strange man
called DeSnel. He was the local trainer, and
ran a school called the Library of Scars.”

“Wait a minute. Slow down ... of Scars.
Continue.”

“Well, there was quite a brouhaha going
on in town. It seems that the owner of the
pub, Sprellic, had inadvertently angered
three of the local fighters: Vokes, Syria, and
Timmons. It’s quite a story. A man claiming
to be the Avatar had set off the series of
events that led to the conflict. Can you
imagine mistaking someone else for me?




Anyway, I managed to settle the whole
affair, but I had to dupe the fighters with a
fake flag. Now don’t ask me about it; just
write down that Kliftin made the flag. We’ll
leave it at that.”

‘Butin.”

“No more about Jhelom! It’s not crucial
to the quest, and I've got other matters to
attend to. Finding Gwenno and the Serpent
Isle, for starters. Now where was I?”

“You and Dupré were talking as the
magic carpet flew toward Skara Brae.”

“Yes. As I was saying, we were having a
lively conversation when Spark gasped and
pointed downward ...”

Chapter Eight

elow us, the burnt and ruined
remains of Skara Brae came into view. The
terrain was blackened and nothing grew there.
The once green and lovely isle looked as
though a terrible war had been waged on its
shores. There was no safe haven where we
could land the magic carpet, and we were
forced to put down on the opposite
shore.

We soon found a landing with a
barge tied to it. As we approached, a
spectral figure appeared out of the
mists shrouding the strait that divided
the island from the shore.

“Hello,” 1 said, my voice
wavering only slightly.

The figure ignored me and turned
away.

“Friendly fellow,” said Dupré.

“P-p-p-perhaps we shouldst
leave, Avatar,” said Spark.
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“Did not Alagner say that thou shouldst
use the Kal Wis Corp spell on these beings to
converse with them?” asked Jaana.

“Yes,” I said. “He did. Thanks for
reminding me.” I cast the spell. A shimmering
blue light wrapped the ghostly figure, then
faded.

“Hello,” I said.

He held out his hand and said in a
sepulchral voice, “I am the Ferryman of Skara
Brae. Thou must pay two coins ... to cross
the Misty Channel.”

“Uh, we're trying to get to Skara Brae.”

He turned all the way around and pointed
across the water to the west. “There ... “

“Er ... Avatar, art thou sure we need to
go over there?” asked Shamino

“What’s the matter, Shamino? Art thou
afraid?” asked Spark.

“Of course not! I just ...
never mind! Let’s go!”

Iolo’s eyes narrowed as he adopted a
patronizing air. “And I suppose thou ar
without fear?” he asked Spark.

“No, sir. I am not afraid of a skeleton.”
As he looked at the ferryman, however, he
gulped.

well, I ... oh,




“Enough,” I said. “Spark, apologize to
Shamino. True courage means understanding
when there is danger, and facing it anyway.”

“Sorry, Shamino,” said Spark.

“Apology accepted, Spark.”

We boarded the barge and the ferryman
silently rowed us across. Close up, Skara Brae
was more depressing. The entire town was
nothing more than a collection of ruined
hovels. Even the air was gray and overcast, as
though the sun refused to shine here any
more. A steady drizzle of cold rain fell on us.
We made our way carefully to the center of
what had once been the town. Only the
graveyard was untouched by whatever
catastrophe had befallen the village. I noticed a
shadowy figure lingering near some overgrown
mushrooms. She motioned to us, then made
her way into a small hut. We followed.

“Hello, strangers. Thou mayest call me
Mistress Mordra.” She peered at me closely.
“And thou must be the Avatar.”

She lifted up her hands and in one of
them | saw an ankh. Words I vaguely
recognized flowed from her lips. The ankh
glowed brightly. She stopped chanting and
the ankh dimmed. “Abh, it is good to see that
the world has been treating thee well. How
may | serve thee, O Virtuous One?”

“What did you do here? [ mean before ...”

“I was the healer of this town before the fire
erupted that shattered the lives of those here. |
also dabbled in secret magical arts for a while.
The fire ‘twas the doom of this town, although I
place no blame upon the alchemist, Caine. For |
was the one who told him the recipe that [ am
sure will rid us of Horance the liche.”

“Recipe?”

“If 1 tell thee, thou must be sure to get
them right. Otherwise, what happened when
| told that blasted Mayor will happen again.
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And, while we here in Skara Brae have no
more lives to lose, thou hast quite a valuable
one! The ingredients necessary for the
concoction to dissolve the liche are a potion
of invisibility, a dose of a potion of curing,
and one vial of the essence of mandrake—I
have one set aside somewhere in mine
house. Remember, only one vial of the
mandrake!”

I looked about and noticed that there
were three potions in the hut. A black potion
of invisibility, a red potion of curing ... and
another potion, which continually changed
colors. This, I assumed, was the essence of
mandrake. I motioned for Shamino to pick up
the potions and carry them in his pack. He
was wrapping them in a soft cloth to keep
them from knocking together and breaking as
[ turned back to Mordra.

“Thou must have Caine’s assistance in
creating the formula.”

“Is he the one called the Tortured One?” |
asked. This might be the man we’'d been sent
by Alagner to talk to.

“Aye,” she said. “’Tis him.”

B R

We found the alchemist’s house a few minutes
later. It was north of the town hall. Inside, a
ghostly figure paced back and forth, wringing
its hands and tearing at its hair.

“Uh, hello,” I said, trying to get the
spectre’s attention.

He stared past us. Then he shuddered, as
if filled with pain.

“Are you Caine?” I asked.

“I,” he gasped, “am called Caine. But I
have also been given an alias by my ... fellow
townspeople. To them, I am known as ‘the
Tortured One.”” He made a sweeping
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gesture, which indicated nothing. “And thou
canst see why.”

[ looked around; I saw nothing but the
remains of his shop. Depressing, but not
really frightening or terrible. “No, why?”

“The flames, fool! The flames!” Again he
gasped.

“Mordra told us you used to be the
apothecary, and you could poss ...”

“Thou wishest to know my job? I will tell
thee my job!” he shouted. “To burn here in
eternal flames for my crime against the fair
city of Skara Brae! That”—he paused for
emphasis—"“is my job!” It took him a
moment, but he calmed down. “I apologize. I
realize thy question was not intended to
further torment me,” he sighed, turning his
face away from me. “At one time, I was the
alchemist here.”

He looked down at the ground, a
remorseful expression on his face. “The
flames are my punishment. Years ago, when
the evil liche first exerted his reign of death
over Skara Brae, the healer, Mordra,
conceived of a plan to remove the creature
most foul.

“She designed a concoction that would
destroy the magical bonds that form the liche.
The formula was presented to our Mayor,
who passed it on to me.

“But,” he scowled, “something went
wrong when | was preparing the potion. The
proportions were mixed improperly, or ... |
don’t know!” he shouted, fists clenched. “All I
remember is the shop exploding, and the fire!
The fire! All those people dead ... because of
me ... because of my mistake.”

“I'm sorry,” I murmured. “I remember
Skara Brae as it was before.”

““Twas a thriving town—before I
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destroyed it!” His jaw tightened. “Why? Why,
why, why!” He gasped in agony, but quickly
regained control. “There were so many
innocent people,” he said, staring directly at
me. “I cannot believe I am responsible for all
their deaths.”

“'Tis a terrible burden he carries,”
whispered lolo.

“Aye, but he is wallowing in his guilt,”
remarked Shamino.

“We need you to help us create to
formula to destroy the liche,” I said.

“Thou trusts me to tell thee the formulal
After what I have done to this town? Art thou
mad? | hope, at least, that thou hast checked
with Mordra for the correct proportions—
yes?”

“Yes,” I said. “I have the potions here.” |
motioned for Shamino to give me the potions.

Caine shook his head in disbelief. “Thou
art truly insane. But,” he shrugged, “thou hast
nothing to lose but thine own life. First, thou
wilt need the three potions. Then, thou must
place each one just below a connecting tube—
the order matters not. Take an empty vial—|
should have one here in my lab—and set it
below the nozzle. Then turn on the burner.
After but a few minutes, the mixture will form,
and the filled vial will be ready for thee.”

I followed his instructions. Taking an
empty beaker from the shelf (I was surprised
that it had managed to survive the fire), |
placed it under one of the nozzles. Shaming
had already uncorked the other three vials and
had placed them under the other nozzles.
Within moments, the fluids flowed up through'
the tubes and mixed together. They created a
sparkling blue and white mixture which then
spilled into the empty vial. I took the vial and
corked it firmly. Now all I had to do was ga




the answers to the questions of Life and
Death from Caine. Piece of cake. Right. I told
Caine about our need for Alagner’s notebook,
and about the answers he wanted us to find in
Skara Brae.

The Tortured One looked hard at me.
After a moment, he spoke. “I will tell thee
what [ know if thou dost agree to help me.
Free me. Free all of us. Free us from the evil
liche.”

[ sighed. It was never simple to get
anything in Britannia.

“Very well,” I said. “T'll try and rid you of
the liche. But how?”

His eyes brightened somewhat, as if he
saw the light at the end of a long, dark tunnel.
“Thou hast given me hope. To begin, speak
with Mistress Mordra. She can tell thee how
to accomplish this feat.”

“But I've already spoken with her, and all
she told me about was the potion. Tell me
about the liche. Perhaps that would help me.”

“The liche hath taken over the body of
poor Horance.”

“The mage Horance?”

“Aye.”

This was disturbing news. I remembered
Horance as being a little absent-minded, but
never evil.

“Is there anyone else | should speak to
about the liche?”

“Perhaps Trent. He is—was—the
blacksmith. Mine one consolation lay with
him, for I thought there would be at least one
advantage to his death. Sadly, even that did
not occur. He was once a master of all things
metal. Now all he does, so I am told, is work
endlessly on that blasted cage!”

“Cage?”

“l know nothing about it, other than that
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it was necessary to put the liche in it before
my ... potion could work on him. The liche
took from Trent the one most valuable thing
in the blacksmith’s life—his wife, Rowena. I
had hoped his death would at least extinguish
his pain.” He smiled sardonically. “Well, it did
end his pain, in a manner of speaking. The
pain is gone, but only to be replaced by his
obsessive anger. The poor fool does not even
realize he is dead! He thrives on his anger.”

“What happened to Rowena?”

“She was all he lived for. When the liche
tried to take her from him, he was consumed
by the emptiness of her death. But, after his
own demise”—he stared directly at me—"his
bitter feelings soured even further. I suspect
there is no reasoning with him now. I doubt
he would believe even his own death, let alone
care.”

We thanked the ghost for his help. He
ignored us and returned to his endless pacing
and moaning.

“Where to now?” asked Jaana as we
stepped outside.

“Back to Mordra, | suppose. Then
perhaps we’ll try and find Trent.”

® R R

We found Mordra outside the graveyard and
told her what we’d learned from Caine. |
asked her about Trent and his wife, Rowena.
“Alas, I fear that his mind was broken by
the loss of his wife, Rowena. He cannot break
out of the hatred which consumes him. One
day, he will be spent and his spirit will be lost
forever. Perhaps Rowena would know of
something that could help ... but no, she
herself is in need of assistance.” Mordra
shook her head. “Thou must find a way to
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bring her out of the liche’s ensorcelment,
even if only for a brief moment. | am positive
she holds the key to restoring Trent to his
former self. Perhaps if thou couldst find a
personal article of hers—something from
Trent, perhaps—and bring it to her. That
might break the enchantment she is under.”
Mordra frowned. “I hope she can hold out a
little longer, until she can be taken away from
that horrible place.”

“Where might we finds the liche?” |
asked.

“The Dark Tower lies on the north-
western point of Skara Brae. There is
something odd about its construction, for I find
it very hard to penetrate with my magical
senses. Within it,” she said, “thou wilt find the
Well of Souls. The Well of Souls is a powerful
artifact, located beneath the Dark Tower, from
which the liche draws his power. The souls of
the dead are incarcerated there, doomed to
the torment of Horance’s all-consuming
appetite.” Her face was contorted with anger.
“Each night, at the stroke of midnight, the
spirits of Skara Brae travel to the Dark Tower
and are used to infuse Horance with power to
continue his dark existence. None of the
others are aware when this happens, but I feel
it without being able to stop myself.”

“How awful!” said Jaana.

“Indeed,” said Dupré.

[ thanked Mordra for her help. We
decided to try the blacksmith next because
none of us were willing to brave the liche in
his castle just yet.

B ® B

The clanging of hammer on metal echoed
through the silence. | stepped through the
charred remains of the front door, trying hard
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not to trip over the debris that covered the
floor. By the anvil stood a shadowy figure.
Over and over he beat upon a partly finished
cage, vet never completed his task. The glow
from the fire lit him with demonic radiance.

Anger radiated from him in almost
tangible waves. He looked up from the cage
and | saw that the fire light was coming not
from the forge, but from his eyes. “I build this
cage to destroy that bastard, Horance, who
took my wife from me!” he thundered. For a
moment | thought he was going to strike me.
Then he unclenched his fists and, with a
heawy sigh, returned to his work.

“I've come about Horance,” | began.

His whole body tensed as I spoke.
“Horance!” The name sounded like a curse. ‘I
will see his foul spirit burn before mine eyes.
Then [ will laugh as he cries out pitifully for
mercy.” For some reason [ thought I'd rather
not hear that laugh.

“Mordra told us he'd taken your wife,” |
said.

A tear slipped from the ghost’s eye and
fell on a piece of the heated iron cage. It
sizzled, then disappeared. “Rowena was my
life, mine only joy in this world.” His voice |
was almost tender, but then he returned to his -
guttural tones. “He killed her and took that [
joy from me. Now I am only a hollow shell of \
a man, burning with hatred.”

“Rowena sounds wonderful,” I said. “You |
must miss her terribly.”

He held up one hand as I spoke the name
of his late wife. “Please do not say that name.
It takes from me a little of mine hatred, which |
is all I have now. Wouldst thou rob me of the -
one thing that keeps me alive?” It seemed he ]
was indeed unaware that he was, no longer -
alive. An odd expression crossed his face. ‘I
gave her a music box for our wedding, and r
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now it is all I have left to remember her by.”
His tone changed. “Dost thou see what thou
hast done? | cannot work when I think of
her!” He returned to his work with renewed
passion.

[ noticed a pretty music box sitting on the
table. Perhaps by playing it I could snap Trent
out of his anger. The soft tinkling notes
started as | opened the lid. I let the music play
for a few minutes, but it had no effect on him.

“Maybe if we find Lady Rowena, she’ll be
able to help us bring Trent out of his rage,”
suggested Jaana.

“But the liche has her,” I said. “I don't
know if we're strong enough to rescue her
from him.”

“Avatar, there are eight of us—surely
enough to defeat one old mage,” said Dupré.

“We'll see,” | said.

B R R

The liche’s castle stood alone at the northern
tip of Skara Brae. A chill permeated the air
about the castle; even the sky above it was a
darker gray. The steady drizzle turned icy as
we approached. Desolation and despair filled
our hearts as we walked to the front door.

“Perhaps 1 spoke too soon,” said Jaana.
“There is an evil air about this place.”

“That’s the liche,” I said, trying to lighten
the moment. I pushed open the front door
and stepped inside.

Cobwebs covered every corner of the
castle. There was no human comfort in this
place. No rugs to cover the floor, no
tapestries to hide the gray walls, no soft
cushions on the stone chairs. Everything was
gray, hard, and cold. In the center of the main
hall were several granite slabs whose purpose
I couldn’t fathom. Stairs at the northern end
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of the room led up to a second story. Next to
the stairs were two stone thrones. In one of
the chairs sat a beautiful red-haired woman in
a black gown. This must be Lady Rowena,
Trent’s wife, | thought.

I walked to where she sat, but she looked
straight through me as though [ weren’t there.
After a pause, she turned toward me. There
was something strange about the way she
looked at me, but I couldn’t quite place it.
“Greetings,” she said. “I am Rowena, Lady of
this wondrous Tower.” She gestured at the
dank, moldering walls and the cobweb rafters.

She stared blankly for a second, then, as
if on cue, went on. “I am the Mistress of the
Tower. | tend to my Lord Horance’s needs
and keep our place looking respectable.”
After another pause: “This is a lovely tower,
dost thou not agree?” Before | could answer,
she continued. “Dost thou see the lovely rays
of light playing across the flagstones of the
floor? Water sparkles in the fountain. This is
truly a beautiful place in which to live.” Her
eyes were fixed upon the floor.

“We must bring her from this enchant-
ment,” said Shamino.

“But how?” asked Spark.

“I know,” I said. “The music box. Perhaps
the melody will remind her of who she once
was. Mordra said something from her
previous life might work.”

I sent Spark and Dupré to fetch the box
from Trent’s shop. When they returned, I
opened the lid and let the music play.

The music of the little box made Rowena
turn her head in our direction. She blinked
several times as if waking from a dream—or,
in this case, a nightmare.

“I am in control of my mind for the time
being,” she began, “but I know not for how
long. Tell me what has transpired in the town
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outside.” I relayed to her what I knew of the
events in town.

“My poor Trent,” she said. “I cannot bear
to think that he’s become so hurt that he
would forget our love.” She wrung her hands
in sorrow, then noticed something on one of
them.

“Please, sir,” she said. “Wouldst thou take
this ring to him and tell him that I still love
him? Mayhap it will restore him to the beloved
Trent [ knew.”

She took the ring from her slender finger
and placed it in my hand. [ expected it to pass
right through, but it rested neatly in my palm.

“Thank you, lady,” I said. “We will do our
best.” Her eyes glazed over once gain and she
seemed not to hear.

We hastened back to the blacksmith’s shop.

® ®®

Trent was still hammering away at the cage,
and still making no progress. I held out the
ring to him. At first he ignored me. Then,
recognizing the ring, he took it from me and
held it before him. Something in him snapped
and his huge frame slumped forward. I let him
cry for a while, and when he finished, I saw a
remarkable change in his appearance.

The flames that had burned in his eyes
were gone; those eyes were now a deep shade
of blue. He looked like a new man, or rather a
new ghost, as it were. “Forgive my behavior. I
know not what came over me,” he said. “I
remember flames, but they burned no hotter
than mine own hatred.” He looked pained at
the memory. “Thou hast seen her? Thou hast
seen Rowena? And she still cares for me! Well,
all the more reason to finish this Soul Cage.
We must free her from Horance’s vile sorcery.
[ will need an iron bar to complete the cage.
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Several can be found in the town cemetery.”

Iolo rushed out, and soon returned with
an iron bar. Trent took the bar and turned it
over in his hands.

“With this, 1 will finish it shortly. Wait
here whilst I tend to the cage.”

In a matter of moments, he had pumped
up the forge and had completed his work. We

rearranged our packs so that Tseremed could |

carry the heavy cage.
“Take the cage to Mistress Mordra and
she will tell thee more about it and its uses.”

B BB

Mordra circled the Soul Cage, as she called it,
several times, as if assessing its fitness for the
task at hand.

“The Soul Cage must be empowered with
the might of the dead,” she said. “The way to
accomplish this is to go to the back of the
Dark Tower, to the Well of Souls. Thou must
lower the cage into the well, where the souls
trapped there will lose a little of themselves to
imbue it with the required power. I know this
sounds harsh, but it is a necessary evil if thou
wouldst see them freed.” She looked at me
sharply. “The next step is to wait until
midnight, then clap the cage upon the
recumbent form of the liche. This is the
period of time in which he drains the spirits of
the townsfolk in his Black Service.” After a
brief moment, she continued. “Finally, thou
must pour a magical formula upon the liche
within the cage. Be careful, for this formula is
the same substance that destroyed the town.”

® B R

The sky was darkening as we made our way
back to the liche’s castle. | hoped we would be




able to discover the location of the Well of
Souls before Horance could begin his Black
Mass. We made our way up the stairs to the
second floor, past the still form of Lady
Rowena. We took a few steps on this floor,
then suddenly found ourselves transported to
another place. We were standing next to a
bloody altar. Lightning crashed from the sky,
striking the ground around us, making a ring
of fire that encircled our party. After my eyes
adjusted to this assault, I saw a black-cloaked
figure standing next to the dais.

It was Horance—but not Horance.
Rather, a terrible parody of the kindly mage
I'd once known. From the depths of the cowl
shadowing his face, yellow eyes burned with
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maniacal fever. An evil grin was fixed on his
face, revealing shark-like teeth, perfect for
ripping.

The liche practically glowed, power
coursing visibly through his undead veins. |
stepped forward to confront this vile-looking
creature and he slowly turned to face me. As
his intense gaze locked onto mine, I almost
wished [ hadn’t been so bold.

“Avatar.” A sardonic expression lit his
undead features. “How may I help thee?”

I got the distinct impression that help was
the last thing I'd get from the liche.

Shamino stepped nearer and whispered
in my ear. “Do not trust this one. Methinks
he’ll cause naught but evil.”
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“Uh, Avatar? | am ready to go now,”
Spark said, cowering away from the undead
creature.

“Horance,” | said. “You've changed.”

The liche’s dry features took on a haughty
appearance. “Thou mayest call me Lord
Horance. It would only be prudent, as I shall
one day rule all of Britannia. Surprised,
Avatar? Come now. Surely thou dost not
think that Lord British will stand in my way. |
know how to deal with his ilk.”

“Lord Horance,” | said, amazed at his
gall.

The liche looked at me with an
expression of amused malice.

“Ah, it is good to hear such an obeisance
from the Avatar. Perhaps thou wilt have a
place in my New Order.”

“Hey, that wasn’t obeisance!”

“Why, what else wouldst thou call it?
Surely thou art truly humbled by my majestic
presence.”

I chose to ignore that remark. “What
‘New Order’ do you have in mind?”

An expression of zeal lit the dead face of
the liche. “Yes, Avatar. The dead will rule! |
will be their leader and thou canst become an
Avatar ... to me!”

“Over my dead body!” I blurted out
without thinking.

“Why, Avatar. | thought that was
understood. It will be my pleasure to help thee
enter the realm of the dead.”

“Even if you kill me, you'll still have Lord
British to contend with,” | said, with more
bravado than I felt.

Evil is a mild word for the sneer that
appeared on the liche’s cracked lips. “It has
recently come to my attention that a certain
ore found in the Britannian surface can, if
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fashioned properly, become the bane of the
vaunted Lord British. I know this ore and have
used it before for other purposes. I will use it
once again to destroy that so-called Lord.”

“Oh, please,” I said sarcastically. “An ore
that can kill Lord British? And what else have
you used this miracle ore for?”

He gestured at the walls of the tower.
“How else didst thou expect my tower to
withstand the ravaging effect the ether is
having on my magic?”

A harsh cackle escaped his dry throat.

“I am the illustrious Lord of the Dead,
soon to be lord of all Britannia. Dost thou
have any idea of the number of dead people
and creatures there are? I thought not.

“The dead of the ages are mine to
summon and control. The graves of beloved
ancestors will spew forth their contents into an
army. A special treat for the living, mine
undead monsters will be. Imagine a skeletal
dragon that cannot be killed. Consider a cabal -
of everliving mages eternally enthralled to me.

“And the most beautiful part of my plot is
that, as the living die in these battles—and
they will die—they will swell the ranks of the
undead host. [ will rule supreme—a world of
the dead!”

This terrifying glimpse of his sick and
twisted future caused me to recoil.

“And I will have a queen,” continued the
liche, now completely caught up in his mad
rant. “The lovely Rowena! She is the most
beautiful lady I have been witness to. She shall
have eternal beauty at my side, and we shall
rule together.”

“We’ll see about your plans,” I said. |
pulled my spell book out and cast An Grav.
As I led my party from the liche’s altar, |
hoped he wouldn't attack us from behind. But




he merely smiled and looked at us contemp-
tuously, as though he wanted to toy with us
for a while longer.

“It is truly sad to see thee go,” he said
with a sardonic smile.

“Yeah, right,” said Dupré.

“Feel free to explore mine humble abode,”
the liche called after us. “Though, have a care.
My guardians are none too intelligent and will
most likely assault anything living.” He favored
us with his death’s-head grin.

I pulled my pocket watch out of my
backpack. It was half past ten. Only an hour-
and-a-half to find the Well of Souls, immerse
the Soul Cage in it, and trap the liche.

® B R

It was half past eleven when we found the
Well of Souls. It was located on the first story
of the castle, through a secret passage from
the northwest room. We could hear the sighs
and whispers of the trapped souls. It was a
mournful sound, one that pierced me to my
heart.
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I took the cage from Tseremed and
dipped it into the well. A howl went up and
the cage changed color from dull iron-gray to
sparkling, shimmering blue. It was the same
color as the potion we'd made. My pocket
watch read a quarter till midnight when we
finished.

We ran toward the main hall, where the
stone pallets lay. This was no doubt where the
liche would rest after his unholy mass. The
clock struck twelve. Slowly, as though drawn
against their wills, the spirits of the residents
of Skara Brae appeared. They stood,
transfixed, at the ends of the stone beds. The
clock stopped chiming and the liche glided
into the room. He stood and admired his
array of souls, then lay down on the middle
pallet.

“Quickly, “ I said. “The cage.”

We hoisted the Soul Cage over the
reclining liche and dropped it into place. |
uncorked the bottle with the Mordra’s potion
and poured it over the cage. A great, angry
howl ripped from beneath the cage. The cage
turned black and a rainbow of light burst
forth. With a sound like shattering
glass, the cage dissolved and fell to
pieces.

Before me stood Horance—the
Horance | remembered from two
hundred years ago. He looked a
little older, but as kind and wise as
ever.

“I thank thee,” he said. “That
dark spirit had suppressed my will
for so long that I was not sure I had
one left. Thou hast done a great
deed for Skara Brae, for myself,
and indeed all of Britannia, but
then I suppose this is merely a
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matter of course for one such as thee. My
gratitude is thine.” He bowed deeply to me.
“But now, I fear that all is still not right with
the world. The ether stirs chaotically outside
of this Dark Tower. Were it not for some
property within the walls, I fear my mind
would suffer the ravages of its force.

“Now I must ask this favor of thee. The
Well of Souls, at the bottom of this tower,
holds many tormented souls within it and
binds the spirits of Skara Brae to this island. It
must be destroyed. 1 can only hope that thou
wilt try to free them. Well, wilt thou?” He
looked at me expectantly.

“Of course,” I said. I could only imagine
the torment of these poor souls.

Horance thought for a moment. Then he
said, “When the well is destroyed, the souls
within will be released to float aimlessly upon
the ether for a time. | have badly wronged the
Lady Rowena and her husband; I would see
this wrong mended. Please lead her out of this
dark place and see that she is reunited with
Trent. That way they will remain together
when they are released. | will know when
you've accomplished this task, and then we
can continue with the destruction of the well.”

I told the others to stay at the tower, then
I took Rowena back to Trent. She was most
anxious to join him once the liche’s
enchantment had been broken. We reached
the blacksmith’s hut and she ran toward her
husband. His face lit up and they clasped each
other so tightly that you couldn’t see where
one of them began and the other ended.

Secure in the knowledge that they were
happily reunited, I returned to the castle.

“I have returned Rowena to Trent,” I said.

“Good, now we can get on with freeing
the rest of Skara Brae. The destruction of the
Well of Souls can only be brought about by
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the selfless sacrifice of a spirit. A living being
will not do, because the soul is tied to the
body.

“Find a spirit willing to make the sacrifice
for the sake of all Skara Brae. I suggest that
thou shouldst ask Mayor Forsythe first, as it is
his right to be considered before the others.”
He stroked his chin thoughtfully. |

As luck would have it, most of the spirits
from Skara Brae had been drawn to the castle
during the liche’s last dark act. I spoke with
those I found there, starting with the Mayor.
He was too cowardly, but he told me I should
speak to all the other souls and then return to
him. I did so, only to be turned down by each
and every one. Even Caine refused me,
claiming it was his punishment to burn for all
eternity in the flames.

After I'd spoken to all the souls, I returned
to Forsythe. Reluctantly he agreed to enter
the Well of Souls. I led his spirit to the well,
but still he hesitated. Finally I insisted, and he
leapt into the well.

There was a great burst of fire, then a
sound of rushing air and an echoing of voices.
Then the well was nothing more than a
blackened hole.

[ returned to Horance and told him of my
success.

“Once again, Avatar, thou hast proven
that thou art ever the defender of Britannia
and the innocent. | cannot adequately express
my gratitude; however, please take this small
token of my thanks. I hope it will help thee in
thy quest.”

He handed me a great staff. As I took it, |
knew it was a Firedoom staff—a dangerous
and powerful weapon. It glowed so brightly
that it lit the night like a lantern.

“Thank you, Horance,” I said.

For a moment Horance looked downcast.
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“[ feel that some of the responsibility for what
happened in this town is upon my shoulders.
For, in my search to uncover the truths of the
universe, | unwittingly released that foul spirit
which destroyed this town. I will spend the
rest of my days in the attempt to restore this
once lovely town.

“ will make it into a shining example of
Spirituality, a shrine where people of good
heart may live in peace and harmony. And
again, | thank thee for giving me this chance.
Goodbye, Avatar.”

We left the castle as Horance made his
way to the stairs. I realized we hadn’t gotten
the answer to the questions about Life and
Death from Caine. What would become of
our quest if he’'d vanished along with the Well
of Souls?

We hurried to his house where he was still
wandering about, wringing his hands.

“So, thou hast destroyed the liche,” he said.

“Yes,” | replied.

“And thou wishest to know the answers
to Life and Death.”

“Yes.”

The Tortured One looked hard at me.
Then, smiling, he shook his head.
“l have no secrets, my foolish
friend. Thou art a fool. There are
no answers. Only questions.” He
looked as if he might cry out in
pain. Then he turned away from
me. “Go away now. Leave me to
mine eternity.”

| stared at him for a moment,
then [ left. There was nothing more
[ could do for the tortured soul; he
didn’t want to be helped. But I had
my answer, such as it was. I could
return to Alagner and get on with
the quest.
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Chapter Rine

e touched down outside Alagner’s
house. He opened the door, then leaned
against the doorway, eating an apple.

“So,” he said. “Hast thou found an
answer to thy questions?”

“Yes,” | replied. “There are no answers,
only questions.”

Alagner smiled. “Thou hast begun thy
journey on the road to enlightenment. As
thou hast heard, all is not what one has been
taught by one’s teachers. 'Tis a pity. Now I
suppose thou dost want to borrow the
notebook?”

“Yes.”

“Very well. Dost thou promise to return
my notebook?”

| was taken aback. I was the Avatar! Of
course | would return his notebook.

“Certainly,” I said, trying, but not suc-
ceeding, to keep the indignation from my voice.

“Very well. | am counting on thee to
return it to me personally. No telling what
misfortune may befall thee if thou dost fail to




do so. And as further incentive, 1 just might
give thee something else which will help thee
in thy quest if thou dost return it to me safely.
Here is the key to my storeroom, the first
building to the south of here.” He grinned
slyly. “Thou must determine how to find the
notebook thyself!”

I won't bore you with the details of
Alagner’s storehouse. But I did make a
drawing of it and how to get around in it.

I took the crumpled parchment from
the Avatar. A crude sketch showed the
secret switches, invisible doorways, and
teleporting devices spread throughout the
storehouse. If you find yourself in Alagner’s
storehouse, be careful of the sleep field in
the center room.
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Instead of taking the magic carpet back to the
Wisps’ house, I used the Kal Ort Por spell to
teleport us back to Yew. I'd made a point of
using the Kal Por Ylem spell in some of the
places | thought we might come back to. |
marked one stone while we were in my room
in Lord British's castle. I left some of the
heavier supplies I knew [ wouldn’t need often,
and was able to come back for them
whenever | wanted. This practice was also
helpful when we needed to exchange gold
nuggets or bars for coin.

I marked one stone at Rudyom'’s and
another in Yew. Before we left Alagner’s |
marked a stone so that we could return to give



him back his notebook and retrieve the magic
carpet.

Moments after casting the spell, we were
standing outside lolo’s hut in Yew. We made
our way quickly to the Wisps’ house. I pulled
the Emp flute from my pack and began to
play. The haunting notes attracted a Wisp’s
attention. After a while, it floated over to me.

“The human entity is welcomed by
‘Xorinia.” ‘You’ have brought the item
‘notebook.” ‘I" shall now absorb the infor-
mation contained therein.” The Wisp glowed
brightly for a few seconds. The notebook
remained in my hand. “‘I' have completed my
absorption of the information. “You’ may now
return the item ‘notebook’ to the entity
‘Alagner.” And now for the exchange of
information and delivery of a message.

“The entity known as ‘Time Lord’
requests ‘your’ audience. ‘Time Lord’ is
trapped at the place known as the ‘Shrine of
Spirituality.” “You’ can reach ‘him’ by using
‘your’ object ‘Orb of the Moons’ in the
location directly to ‘your’ ‘northwest.’”

“The Time Lord?” I hadn’t heard of the
Time Lord since before I'd become Avatar.

“The entity known as ‘Time Lord’ is a
being from the space/time dimension. The
Xorinite Dimension has been communicating
with ‘Time Lord’ for what ‘humans’ call
‘centuries.’

“Now for the information ‘you’ seek. This
dimension known as ‘Britannia’ is under
attack by an entity called ‘the Guardian.’ ‘The
Guardian’ lives in another dimension.
‘Xorinia’ sometimes trades information with
this entity. Do ‘you’ want to know more about
‘the Guardian?”

*Of course,” I said.

“Xorinia’ has digested information about
‘the Guardian’ and can state the following
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e
facts: ‘The Guardian’ possesses qualities
which human entities label ‘vain,” ‘greedy,’
‘egocentric,” and ‘malevolent.” ‘The Guardian’
thrives on power and domination. ‘The
Guardian’ takes ‘pleasure’ from conquering
other worlds. His sensory organs are now
focused on this dimension known as
‘Britannia.” ‘“The Guardian’ is attempting to
enter this dimension by means of an item
human entities call a ‘Moongate.’

“This ‘Moongate’ is not a ‘red’ color or
‘blue’ color ‘Moongate,’” which ‘Xorinia’
knows is the standard form of this item. ‘“The
Guardian’ is building a ‘Moongate’ of the
color ‘black.”

“The Black Gate?” I asked.

“The ‘Black Gate’ will be fully functional
when the phenomenon known as
‘Astronomical Alignment’ next occurs.
Although “Xorinia’ does not normally seek to
influence actions of other manifestations,
‘Xorinia’ warns ‘you’ that if ‘the Guardian’
enters this dimension, it will be the end of the
dimension known as ‘Britannia.” ‘The
Guardian’ is powerful in ‘his’ own dimension.
In ‘your’ dimension, ‘he’ will be unstoppable.
The Undrian Council sincerely hopes this
information is useful. Transaction complete.”

The Wisp floated away and [ turned to
look at my companions. Their faces had
grown pale. | realized that though I was
appalled by the thought of the Guardian’s
destroying Britannia, it hadn’t hit me as hard
as it had hit the others. The Guardian was
trying to destroy their home.

“We'll find a way to stop him,” I said. “I
promise.”

®B R R

I dropped the Orb of the Moon to my north



and a little bit west. A red gate rose up and
we stepped through.

BB R

“You're not going to trust the Time Lord, are
you?”

The Voice was back. I'd been hearing it
off and on since I'd come to Britannia. I know
[ haven’t mentioned it, Carlotta, but at every
turn this great disembodied voice had been
commenting on what I was doing. Finally I
started ignoring it. But that didn’t stop it. I'd
begun to think | was losing my mind, until the
Wisps told me about the Guardian. Then I
knew who was trying to psych me out.

I saw a vaguely familiar, but intimidating,
figure enclosed in some kind of cylindrical cell.
He looked at me intently, then spoke.

“It has been many years since we met
during the time of Exodus! I have never
wanted to see thee again as badly as most
recently! It is about time thou shouldst arrive! |
do not have eras to waste whilst | wait for
thee! There is a crisis and Britannia needs
thine help! I need thine help! The entire
universe needs thine help!”

“In any way I can,” [ said. This was more
like it—real Avatar stuff.

The Time Lord looked relieved. “Then I
have a mission for thee. It was | who sent the
red Moongate to thine homeland to lure thee
to Britannia! It took every bit of my strength
to make it functional, and still something went
wrong. Thou didst arrive in Trinsic, which was
not mine intention. It has therefore taken thee
much longer to reach me than I anticipated.

“Once thou didst arrive in Britannia, the
only other way I could contact thee was via
the Wisps. After the considerable rest 1 had
since creating the red Moongate, I managed
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to repair the one Orb of the Moons location
that would bring thee to me. | cannot roam
freely through time and space, doing my
work, whilst | am trapped here.”

“What is the crisis?” I asked.

“The land is under attack by a powerful
and malicious being from another dimension,
and thou art the only one who can stop him! |
have been trapped here by a trick, due to a
sorcery which the Guardian has performed.
The Guardian has put a wrinkle in the space-
time continuum by creating a powerful
generator, which has made the Moongates and
thine Orb of the Moons mostly inoperable.

“Go at once to the Serpent’s Spine area.
Search for the entrance to a dungeon
somewhere northwest of Britain. I believe it
may be called Dungeon Despise. This will lead
thee to the generator causing the problem. If
mine hunch is correct, it will resemble a large
Sphere.

“It is a magic generator that the Guardian
was able to send from his world. Its purpose is
to disable the Moongates. Thou must break its
outer defense and enter the structure, taking
the smaller Sphere floating inside. Keep the
small Sphere, as it will be useful later.

“It may have a defense mechanism. If
thou canst not conquer it, return here and
describe the defense to me. Perhaps I can
help thee more. It might be wise to use the
spells Mark and Recall to save thyself the
trouble of finding thy way through the entire
dungeon a second time, should thou have to
travel there again.”

“Who is the Guardian?” I asked. “The
Wisps told me something about him.”

“He is an embodiment of supreme evil
He must be stopped. He thrives on
domination and control.”

“I vow I'll stop him,” I said. I pulled out



my spell book and cast Recall to
take us back to Alagner’s house.
The reagents disappeared in a
cloud of gray smoke. We were still
in the Shrine of Spirituality. I
blushed. Obviously magic wouldn’t
work here now—some great
Avatar | was! With a sheepish grin
at the Time Lord, I motioned to my
party, and we stepped through the
Moongate.

® R R

“Oh, my!” gasped lolo.

| stared at the sight before me, not willing
to believe what I saw. I blinked, but nothing
changed. We were just inside the threshold of
Alagner’s house. In front of us was Alagner,
or what was left of him. He'd been murdered
just like Spark’s father and the two gypsies in
Minoc. Then I heard it, that damned Voice.

“Thank you for the information in the
notebook, Avatar,” boomed the Voice. Then
it began to laugh. “Demonic” is the only way
fo describe the sound. But now I knew who
my enemy was—the Guardian. | wouldn’t let
him win.

“You bastard!” I said, shaking my fist in
the air. The rest of my party looked at me as
if | were nuts.

“Hearing the Voice again?” asked Spark.

“Yes,” 1 said. “I'm sorry, but this has all
gone too far. He’s so evil. I can’t believe you
don't hear him. He's been commenting on
everything we've done.” The fear welled up in
me that this was one enemy who was too
strong for me. He knew everything that I did.
He could even speak to me and no one else
could hear. I began to wonder whether he
knew what I was thinking, whether he was just
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toying with me, waiting for the right moment
to manifest his powers.

“Art thou all right?” asked Shamino.

I took a deep breath and tried to calm my
fears. The Guardian wasn't in Britannia—yet.
We had to stop him before he could complete
his Black Gate. I shuddered at the thought of
a being as powerful as the Guardian reaching
Britannia.

“I'll be fine once we stop the Guardian,” |
said. I turned and marched to the magic
carpet. The others scrambled aboard. We
were all thinking about the Guardian and his
terrible power. For the first time since I'd
become Avatar, | feared that I would fail in my
quest—that all Britannia would be laid waste
because of my defeat.

Chapter Ten

%8 he trip to Despise was unusually
, quiet. Even Dupré was withdrawn
and introspective, something I'd never
expected to see in him. We tried to land the
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magic carpet in the same place where we’d
found it, but to no avail. Finally we left the
carpet in Britain and made our way to the
entrance of Despise by following the
Serpent’s Spine.

[ won't bore you with the details of our
trip through the dungeon, though I did make
a map in case | had to go back.

After a series of wrong turns—and after
being teleported about by invisible teleportation
devices—we reached the generator. The
massive black Sphere had broken through the
floor of the cave. Across the entrance to the
generator was a red Moongate.

“Here goes nothing,” I said. I stepped
through. I found myself several feet south of
where I'd started. | repeated my steps, and
every time | stepped through the red
Moongate, it transported me south.

“This is getting us nowhere,” | said. “We
need to talk to the Time Lord.”

I dropped the Orb of the Moon to the
northwest and walked through.

B R R

| described the situation with the red
Moongate to the Time Lord.

“The Sphere’s outer defense sends thy
party back to a specific position in space,” he
said. “Until this defense is broken, thou canst
not enter the generator. Thou must find
Nicodemus’ hourglass.” He looked thoughtful.
“If I am correct in mine hypothesis, the
Sphere’s inner defense will involve
Moongates. Look for a visual pattern to help
thee solve this mystery.”

“Nicodemus’ hourglass?” | asked.

“It is an enchanted hourglass which will
help thee if it is used at the site of the Sphere.
Once | am free of the power of the generator,

66

thou canst summon me by using the
hourglass.”
“Very well,” I said.

B R R

Nicodemus’ house was south of Empath
Abbey. We hadn'’t visited him during our last
two visits here. With some trepidation |
knocked on his door.

There was no answer.

I knocked again.

Still no answer.

Carefully, I opened the door. Standing in
the center of the room was Nicodemus. He
was wearing dirty robes and his hair stuck out
in all directions from under his cap. He caught
my eye for a moment and I could see that he
was mad.

“Nicodemus?”

He whirled about and pranced up to me.
“That is a very good question,” he said.
“Some days I can actually remember. Let’s

see ... today ... Yes! | am Nicodemus!
Nicodemus! Nicodemus! Nico-nico-
kukodamus! Ha!” |

Spark stared at the crazy mage. Shamino, '
Iolo, Tseremed, Sentri, and Jaana looked
uncomfortable. Dupré pointed to his temple |
and twirled his finger in a recognizable
gesture. 1

“Uh, Nicodemus,” | began, “the Time |
Lord has sent us to find your hourglass.” |

“Timey Limey Lord? Hmm. I don’t know
him. Wait! Yes, I do. Does he have a big black
mustache and three pairs of pants? No! |
know who he is. He's the fellow who came to
fix my sundial the other day, right?”

“Uh, no. The hourglass. Where is it?”

“This Time Lord told thee what? An
hourglass! I have no blinking hourglass! Glassy

|
!
II
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wassy hoursplassy! Ha ha ha! Wait! An
enchanted hourglass? That does ring a bell.
Clang clang clang! Ha ha ha! Wait! I
remember. | had an hourglass. I sold it. To a
gypsy. Or was it an antique dealer? I think I
might have sold it to a gypsy antique dealer in
Britain. Or Paws. Somewhere on that side of
the land. But if my memory serves me cor-
rectly, that hourglass used up its enchantment,
which is why [ sold it. I suppose if the ether is
repaired, I could possibly re-enchant it. Bring it
to me and we’'ll see what we can do. [ know!
We can play a rousing game of chess! But only
if I can deal at all times. I do not trust thee.”

“Uh, thank you,” I said, as I began to
back out of his shop. Lunatics make me very
uncomfortable.

“That poor, poor man,” said Jaana as
soon as we were outside. “I do hope thou
canst break this wicked enchantment and
return him to what he was.”

Pulling my spell book and stones from my
pack, [ nodded. “Me too,” | said. “Me too.”

BRI

We looked all through Britain for an antique
store, but found none. Paws was next, and it
was here that we found the House of Items. It
wasn't really an antique store—more like a
second-hand shop.

The proprietor greeted us at the door.
She was elderly, and I could tell her vision was
poor.

“I'm looking for an item,” [ said.

“Let me see ... There is a cradle for sale.
A rocking horse. A bell. An hourglass. A
spittoon. A lute. A sextant. Since I am moving
a bit more slowly these days, I let my
customers help themselves and take what they
have bought. Providing they pay me first, of
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course. | do trust folks to pay me the correct
amount. I am nearly blind, I am afraid.”

“T'll take the hourglass,” I said.

“It was sold to me by this old man who
was so daft that he could not recall how to use
it! [ will sell it to thee for five gold pieces. Dost
thou wish to buy it?”

“Yes,” | said and handed her the five gold
pieces.

“I thank thee. Thou mayest take thy
glass.”

I picked up the hourglass and studied it.
Clearly it was no longer enchanted. I
wondered if Nicodemus could enchant it
again, but my hopes were low. I pulled my
spell book and a stone from my pack and
prepared to cast the spell that would take us
back to Yew.

B RR

Nicodemus was wandering around outside his
house as we approached. He still looked mad
as a hatter. I wondered if the Guardian would
succeed in invading Britannia because we
couldn’t get one crazed mage to enchant an
hourglass.

“Nicodemus,” | began, “I've bought your
hourglass.”

“What's this? An hourglass of some kind?
Wait! It looks vaguely familiar! Thief!! This is
mine hourglass! | have been looking for it for
years! Where didst thou get it, scoundrel? I
shall turn thee into a duck!” He intoned some
spell and pointed at me, but nothing
happened. “Zounds! Thou art no more a
quacker than | am. Nothing works anymore.
Quacker slacker wacker flacker! Ha ha ha!”

“Look,” I said, becoming impatient. “Can
you enchant this thing or not?”

“Enchant? Thou dost want me to enchant



this wretched thing? Thou must have the brain
of a toad! Toady woady bloady coady! Ha ha
ha! Do me a favor, Mister Avatar. Repair the
blinking ether, wilt thou? Do that and I can
enchant thy glourblass. I mean floursass. I
mean hourglass. Tell that to thy Time Lord.
Thou canst also tell him he needs a bath.”

[ glared at him, then turned and stomped
away. Getting frustrated wasn’t going to solve
my predicament, but Nicodemus was about to
drive me crazy. Then I realized Nicodemus
had addressed to me as Avatar. My spirits
picked up; maybe things weren’t as dire as |
thought. I pulled the Orb of the Moon from
my pocket and dropped it to the northwest.

B BB

The Time Lord was encased in his prison. I
told him about Nicodemus’ madness and his
inability to enchant the hourglass. The Time
Lord thought a moment. “The ether must be
repaired before the mages in Britannia can
use magic again. | suggest that thou seest
Penumbra in Moonglow. She may be able to
help thee with this problem.”

“Penumbra?”

“Yes,” he replied. “She is an elderly mage
who lives in Moonglow.”

“Penumbra.” Well did I remember her
from my last visit to Britannia. Her ghoulish
home had been the source of more than one
nightmare after my return to Earth.
Penumbra. Sometimes I hated being Avatar.

Chapter Eleven

hat dost thou think it means?”

asked lolo.
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“I don’t know,” I replied. We were
standing in front of Penumbra’s door. I'd tried
every way | could think of to open her door,
but all had failed. Then I noticed the finely
burnished gold plaque at my feet.

Hammer Here To Open

it read.

“Do any of you have a hammer?” [ asked.
My companions shook their heads. “I guess
we'll have to find one.”

B R RE

“It's not working.”

“I know it's not working,” I said. I was out
of breath from pounding on the plaque. Noth-
ing had happened. There wasn’t even the
slightest dent in it. “Oh, never mind,” I said,
throwing the hammer onto the ground next to
the plaque.

“Look,” said lolo. “The sign hath
changed. Thou art on the right track.”

Pick Item Carefully To Keep Going

“The clues,” | said, “are in the statements
on the signs. Shamino, give me one of those
lockpicks.”

He passed the small object to me. I placed
it next to the hammer. The sign changed.

A Golden Ring Of Truth Faces Thee

“Does anyone have a gold ring on them?”
I asked. Once again, my companions shook
their heads. “Where are we going to get a
gold ring?”

“Perhaps in Britain,” said Shamino.
“There is a jeweler there who makes gold
rings.”

“Very well,” I said, pulling out my spell
book and stones.
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Grasp Not At Threads

“I'm starting to hate Penumbra,” | said.
I'd just laid the gold ring on the ground next
to the pick and hammer when the sign
changed again.

‘I know none of us has any thread,” |
said. “Wait—isn't there a seamstress here? |
remember going into her shop when we were
looking for the hammer.”

“Aye,” said Dupré. “And a fine-looking
lass she was, too.”

“I hadn't noticed,” I said. “Spark, will you
go and ask her for some thread?”

“Aye, Avatar.” He ran off toward the
seamstress’ house.

B R R

The Royal Mint Shall Not
Hold Thee Back

“Mint? I've never seen mint in Britannia,”
I said. .

“Maybe it doth not have to do with mint,”
suggested Jaana. “Perhaps it signifies
something else.”

“Maybe, but what?”

She shrugged.

| thought for a while, then it occurred to
me. Maybe it had to do with what a mint held:
gold. I reached into my pack and pulled out a
gold coin. Lord British’s face was stamped on
one side, a picture of his castle on the other. |
flipped the coin into the air. It arced upward,
then fell with a small plop next to the other
items I'd placed on the ground. The plaque
disappeared in a shimmering blue haze. Lying
on the ground where the sign had been was a
gold key.
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“Bingo,” I said.
“What dost that mean, Avatar?” asked
Spark.

“T'll tell you later,” 1 said, fitting the key
into the lock.

“Ha Ha Ha HA HA HA HA ...” An evil
laugh sounded in my head.

“Bugger off,” | muttered to myself. | was
really beginning to hate the disembodied voice
of the Guardian. I could still hear him laughing
at me. I ignored him and didn’t mention it to
the others. I didn’t want them to get spooked.

Penumbra’s house was layered in
cobwebs and dust. | looked around, hoping to
find the elderly mage. To my east | saw a
beautiful woman lying asleep on a stone bed. |
walked over and shook her, hoping to find out
where Penumbra was. She didn’'t wake. |
shook her again—still no response—then I
saw an orange potion on the table next to
her. Orange potions awakened people, if my
memory served me correctly. I uncorked the
glass vial and poured the contents between
her slightly parted lips.

Her eyes flew open and she turned her
head, which was cradled in my arm.

“Avatar! | cannot believe 'tis thee! Thou
didst come and wake me! I knew thee would!”

[ realized that this was Penumbra, looking
little different than she had when I'd been
here two hundred years ago. Suddenly, she
grabbed her head in pain. “Oh!” she cried.
“Mine head! The pain! What is happening?
What didst thou do to me?” She closed her
eyes, concentrating. “There is a disturbance in
the ether! I can feel my magical powers
fading! Help me, Avatar, help me!”

I felt panic. If Penumbra succumbed to
effects of the ruined ether, like the other
mages, I'd never be able to stop the Guardian.

“But how can I help?” I asked.



“I need some kind of barrier to protect
me from the ethereal waves. There must be a
material we could use.” She clutched her
temples, pulling her features into a mask of
pain. “Dost thou know of a material that is
impenetrable?”

[ glanced at my companions; they looked
baffled. I thought about what I'd learned of the
materials in Britannia so far. It was Horance
who supplied the clue. | remembered that when
he was possessed by the liche, he'd told me he
was protected from the ether’s effects by his
castle— whose walls contained blackrock.

“Yes,” I said excitedly. “I know of such a
substance.”

“What is it?”

“Blackrock,” I said.

“Yes,” she replied. “That is what we
need.”

“I'll be right back,” I said, hoping she
could hang onto her sanity until [ returned.

BRI

“What do I do now?” I asked. I'd teleported
back to my room in Lord British’s castle,
using the stone I'd marked. Once there, |
picked up the blackrock we’'d taken from
Rudyom’s in Cove to prevent him from
hurting himself, and brought it back with me.

“Thou hast brought the blackrock!” said
Penumbra. “I did not think I could manage
much longer! Hurry! Place the pieces on the
pedestals at the north, south, east, and west
ends of the room! I shall wait here!”

I did as she instructed. In a moment, the
pieces were in place.

“The blackrock is working! I no longer
feel the painful ether!”

I told her briefly about our visit with the
Time Lord, and explained why we had come.
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Penumbra thought for a moment. “I feel
that the damaged ethereal waves are coming
from a source very near here. | suspect there is ‘
something in a dungeon on these islands that
is creating the havoc. Try Dungeon Deceit. |
have a strong sense that thy goal is there.”

She closed her eyes for a moment.

“In my mind’s eye, | see a large object
shaped like a tetrahedron. I am beginning to
understand what this is. This generator is
producing dangerous ethereal waves. Thou
must find the Ethereal Ring and wear it to
break the generator’s defense. Now where is
that ring ...?”

Penumbra consulted some books and
cross-referenced them with a map. “I believe
that the Ethereal Ring was last in the
possession of King Draxinusom of the
Gargoyles. Once thou hast found the Ring,
thou must bring it back to me. I must perform
an enchantment upon it so that it may work
for thee.”

Chapter Twelve

erfin came into view below. The
magic carpet descended and gently touched
down. We filed off and looked at the building
before us. It was a regal two-story stone edifice
with Gargoyle statues flanking its entrance.
This must be Draxinusom'’s house, I thought.

I opened the double doors and stepped
inside. A winged Gargoyle in his physical
prime, was standing in one corner of the
room. | hurried over to him, but then realized
that he wasn’t Draxinusom. | made a quick
tour of the place. This wasn't Draxinusom's
house; it was some sort of shrine to the
Gargoyle Principles of Control, Diligence, and




Passion. Statues of Mondain, Minax, and
Exodus were prominently placed. I walked
back to the Gargoyle, hoping he could help us
find Draxinusom.

“Hail, human! To be known as Teregus.
To be welcome to the House of the Altars. To
be helpful to you in any way?”

“Yes,” | said. “I'm not familiar with this
place. I thought I was in Lord Draxinusom'’s
house.”

The Gargoyle shook his head. “To be
caring for the altars of Control, Passion, and
Diligence. To be a position of great
responsibility. To be especially important in
these times of trouble.”

“Trouble?”

“To have been many disagreements in
town lately. To be much tension between the
followers of the principles of the altars and the
followers of The Fellowship. To have heard
rumors of threats to the altars.”

“You're having problems with The
Fellowship?”

“To be wary of Fellowship ideals. To be
ignoring the altars in their search for unity,
and to be losing respect for the old ways. To
be not bad. To have heard that someone in
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town is planning to destroy the
physical representations of the
altars. To be not the same, of
course, as actually destroying the
basic principles of Control, Passion,
and Diligence, but to be bad for us
nonetheless.”

“Indeed.”

[ knew I'd been pretty upset
when someone tried to destroy
Britannian altars. The Gargoyle
made a small gesture and went
back to his duties.

BRR

“This is where he lives?” said Spark. He was
looking at the small hut we'd found just south
of the Hall of Knowledge. It was obviously a
great disappointment to him that the
Gargoyle king lived in such simplicity.

“You shouldn’t judge people by their
houses,” | said.

“I am not!” he said. “Should not a king to
have a bigger house?”

“I suppose it depends on the king.”

I knocked on the door. A muffled reply
came from within. Pushing the door open, I
stepped into the hut. The years had not been
kind to Lord Draxinusom, though his
demeanor was as regal and intimidating as [
remembered.

“Lord Draxinusom,” I said.

“To be good to see you again, old friend.
To have been many years.”

“What have you been doing since last we
met? How did you come to this place? I have
so many questions.”

“To notice how the young ones no longer
look to me for guidance any more. To look
more to Teregus, or, more often, to those in
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The Fellowship. To be living here on Terfin. To
be quite comfortable for our needs. To be,
however, unfortunate that it was thought
necessary to isolate us from the humans. To
have engendered resentment and tension in
our younger generations. To remember not the
old days, my friend—the days when we had to
work together to survive.” He smiled, reliving
old memories, then shook his head. “To have
had to give up much when we moved. To
especially regret selling my Ethereal Ring.”

“But that’s what we came here for—the
Ethereal Ring.”

“Ah. To be, indeed, a lovely treasure. To
have been quite useful. A shame, really, to
have had to sell it. To have been one of my
favorites.”

“How did this come about?”

“To have sold most of my treasures when
we were ... uh ... asked, shall to say, to move
to the island. To have all happened rather
quickly, you see. To have sold most to the
Sultan of Spektran.”

“The Sultan of Spektran? I've never heard
of him.”

“Nor I, Avatar,” added Iolo.

“To have seemed nice enough, for a
human. To be a bit mad, he is, even for a
human. To tell you he lives on an island just to
the west of us. To know, at least, that my
prized possessions would be safe in his hands.”

“What makes you think it is safer with the
Sultan than with you?”

“To be rumored to have one of the best-
guarded vaults in all of Britannia. To be
supposedly enchanted. To know not details.”

Great. A mysterious sultan with a magical
safe. Wasn't anything ever simple in
Britannia? | chastised myself for such selfish
thoughts. [ was on a quest to save Britannia
from being invaded by a supremely evil being,
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and here [ was complaining about a little
difficulty. There was also another matter that |
had to discuss with Draxinusom—the murder
of Inamo.

“Lord Draxinusom,” | began, “there is
another matter of which we must speak. It is
about the Gargoyle named Inamo.”

Draxinusom bared his teeth in what
passed for a Gargoyle smile.

“To be a fine young Gargoyle. To have
been raised by Teregus, keeper of the altars.
To have left town because of the tension
between the altar worshippers and The
Fellowship. To have been angry and distrustful
of The Fellowship. To have news of him?”

“Yes.”

“To be excellent! To have seen him? To
know how he is faring? To be well?”

“No, Lord Draxinusom,” | said sadly.
“The news is not good. He has been
murdered.”

“To be terrible news! To have been sucha
fine Gargoyle. To know Teregus will be heart:
broken. To be wishing not for him to grieve,
but to take to him the news immediately. To
be better to hear it from you.”

“Very well,” I said. “I shall tell him before
we leave for Spektran.”

“To bid farewell, old friend. To not be
hesitating to return if there is aught else I can
do for you. To be lonely here now for an old
Gargoyle dedicated to the ancient ways ..."

BRI

We returned to the House of Altars. Inside,
Teregus was polishing one of the stone
statues.

“To be welcome,” he said.

“l have come to bring you news ol
Inamo.”
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“To miss him greatly. To have raised him
from an egg. To have been rather vocal in his
disagreements with The Fellowship. To have
felt it safer for him to leave.” He sighed, then
looked up hopefully. “To have news of him?”

“Yes,” 1 said, trying frantically to find a
way to tell him the truth.

“To be well?”

“No ...”

“To be not well? To be terrible! To think
there is anything to do to help?”

“‘I'm afraid it is too late to help him.”

“To be too late? To mean what by too
late? To tell me what has happened!” He was
becoming distraught.

“He was murdered,” [ said.

“To be murdered?” He took a step back,
stunned by the news. “To be murdered? To
be unbelievable. To have no real enemies!”
He sighed heavily. “To tell me, please, exactly
what happened.”

I related the particulars of Inamo’s death.
He sighed again.

“To be such a waste of Gargoyle life. To
be grateful if you would send news if you
discover who was responsible for wanting him
dead.” He was quiet for a few moments—
getting accustomed to the situation, I suppose.
“To apologize. To need some time to grieve.
Please to come back later.” He turned away.

As we set out for Spektran, we were all
silently mulling over the devastation of
Teregus. | admired Spark again, because of all
of us, he had lost the most. Yet he wasn't
wallowing in self-pity; he was doing something
about what had happened. He had faith that I
would be able to find the person who'd killed
his father. I hoped [ wouldn’t disappoint him.

® ® B
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Rain and more rain. Spektran was blanketed
in clouds and overcast skies; there was a
perpetual storm going on.

“Lovely weather, Avatar,” said Shamino.
“The lightning, 'tis an especially nice touch.”

“Just don't lift your sword over your head
until I'm out of range,” I replied.

“As you wish.”

We made a quick dash to the small
fortress situated on the south end of the tiny
island. There were no knobs on the metal
doors, and [ was wondering how we would get
in when the portal opened by itself. I didn’t
waste any time wondering why that had
happened—I was too wet and hungry to care.
The others apparently felt the same way,
because they were hot on my heels.

As I stood there, dripping water onto the
carpets, a short man with a mad gleam in his
eye approached.

“Who in the blazes art thou?” he asked.
He acted as if we'd interrupted him during
something very important.

“I am the Avatar.”

“Of course thou art! And I am the evil
spirit of Mondain, come back to wreak havoc
over all Britannia. Funny, thou dost not look
like an Avatar—thou dost look like a fool.
What can [ do for thee, Mr. Fool?”

[ tried to keep my temper in check. This
obnoxious pip-squeak was getting on the one
nerve I had left. Then he did something odd.
He turned to his left and began talking to the
air.

“What? Oh, really! Thou dost think this
Avatar looks like the real thing? I doubt it,
Lucinda. I doubt it very much.” He turned
back to me and grinned.

“I'm looking for the Sultan of Spektran,” |
said.

He looked at me with impatience. “I am



Martingo, the Sultan of Spektran. Is that all
right with thee?” He rolled his eyes. He
turned to his right side and whispered again to
his imaginary companion, “I believe we have
an ignoramus on our hands.”

Martingo pulled out a banana and began
to peel it.

“You are the Sultan?” [ asked.

“Come on, do not insult mine intelligence.
Surely thou dost know what a Sultan is! Canst
not thou see mine harem?”

“No, there’s no one here but myself, my
companions, and you.”

Martingo looked bewildered. “Then thou
must have thine eyes examined! I am
surrounded by ten ...” He looked around
quickly. “No, eleven beautiful women! Each
day I enjoy a different one. Thou canst not
imagine how much fun being a Sultan really
is!” He leaned over and kissed an invisible
cheek. “Today I am enjoying Lucinda.” He
grinned broadly.

“I can’t believe you're the Sultan of
Spektran,” | said, becoming more bewildered
by the moment.

“’Tis the island thou dost stand upon!” He
turned to the invisible person on his left and
whispered, “Thou art correct—this person
really is a fool!” Then he turned back to me.
“As | said, | am the Sultan here. | am the
master of all of these subjects.” He gestured
around the room.

Iolo leaned over and whispered in my ear.
“This fellow is quite daft. Be careful.”

“I'm looking for an object you are said to
possess—the Ethereal Ring.”

Martingo looked suspicious. “Art thou
wanting to steal mine Ethereal Ring?” He
turned to his imaginary friend and whispered,
“Thou wert right. Our guest looks like a
thief.” He turned back to me and smiled.
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“Yes, | do have an Ethereal Ring. I purchased
it from the King of the Gargoyles. What was
his name?” He leaned toward the invisiblei
companion on his right. “What? Oh yes,
Draxinusom. I knew it all the time.” He turned
back to me. “It is in my vault.”

“Draxinusom mentioned your vault,” |
said hoping he would take that as a
compliment.

Martingo’s eyes lit up. “My vault is the
most protected vault in all Britannia. No one,
and I repeat, no one can steal anything from
my vault. [ have many fine treasures here."
He turned to Lucinda and bit a nonexistent
earlobe. Then, as if distracted by our
presence, he continued. “I collect magical
items. The vault is full of them. Including this
ring thou dost mention.”

He smiled wickedly, then continued. “The
vault’s security is my secret. Feel free to try
and enter it. In fact, I dare thee! If thou canst
succeed in getting inside, thou art welcome to
take anything!” Martingo laughed. “All thou
dost need is the key!”

He laughed with his imaginary harem, a
if they were all laughing with him. “I'm sure
thou wilt find it!” He collapsed against his
imaginary friend, laughing so hard that tears
began to roll down his cheeks.

I glared at him for a moment, but realized
that it wouldn’t do any good. The Sultan was
a complete lunatic and unlikely to be at al
intimidated by a mere Avatar. | motioned for
my companions to follow me, and led them
upstairs from the central hall. On the second
floor there were storerooms with secret doors
in the north walls. While we were up there, |
looked down from the small balcony to the
room below. On the lower floor was a larg
stone safe. To the south was a pedestal witha
statue of a harpy on it. Nothing particularly




frightening or dangerous that I could see.
Perhaps the Sultan only imagined that he had
the best-protected vault in the world. Why
not, if he could imagined an entire harem?

We went back downstairs, ignoring the
Sultan, who was now sitting on his throne
tickling one of his invisible women. Spark
looked perplexed. Shamino, Dupré, and Iolo
started laughing as though they had all shared
the same inside joke. Jaana ignored them,
trying to rise above it. Tseremed kept asking
what was so funny.

We went through the kitchen and found
ourselves in the room with the safe. I was
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marching confidently toward the
vault when the stone harpy came to
life.

“Oh, no,” | managed to get out
before the harpy struck. Her talons
ripped into my chest, throwing me
to the ground. I thanked my lucky
stars that I had magical armour on,
because | probably couldn’t have
stood a blow from her without it.
While I struggled to right myself, she
went to work on my companions.
Iolo got a nasty gash in his arm.
Spark managed to duck under her,
but she still raked his back with her
talons. He shrieked with pain and
dropped his weapon.

“You unspeakable horror!” I
snarled. It was one thing to go after
me, but to try and kill Spark—that
was just too much. I realized,
watching her casually shrug off the
attacks of my companions, that it
would take something more than
even the magical weapons we
possessed to destroy her. From my
pack I pulled one of the precious
glass swords we'd found in the parrot’s
treasure cave. | knew of few creatures that
could withstand its might. Though these
weapons could be used but once, if it could
save my friends, so be it.

She turned as I ran toward her. Her eyes
were yellow and glowed with malice. Incisors
three inches long were exposed by her hideous
grimace. With a yell exploding out of me, I
pushed the sword into her stomach. The blade
shattered, almost drowning out the shriek of
the harpy. She grabbed her abdomen, then
looked at me with dumb confusion in her eyes.
A moment later, she fell to the floor —dead.
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[ examined her body and discovered a key
that fit the vault. Inside was the Ethereal Ring
and little else. We hastily made our way out of
Spektran. My friends were wounded and
needed assistance. The quest had suddenly
turned very deadly, and none of us wanted to
stay any longer than necessary.

B RE

“Thou hast the Ethereal Ring? Good! I must
enchant it! Quickly!” Penumbra took the ring
from me and intoned a few magical words
over it. After a moment, she handed it back to
me.

“Now thou must go to the generator. Be
sure thou art wearing the ring! It should now
protect thee from the ethereal attacks. Be
aware that it is functional only near the
Tetrahedron. And tell thy companions to wait
out of range. Thou must enter the generator
alone! By the way, how didst thou happen to
know to come to me about this problem?”

“Nicodemus and the Time Lord,” |
replied. Then I briefly told her the story about
how I needed to get the hourglass enchanted.

“I see. Well, thou best be on thy way, so
that thou canst indeed get thine hourglass
enchanted!”

® BB

Once again, | won't bore you with my account
of our trip into the Dungeon Deceit. I did find
a Cyclops there who was trying to find refuge
for his people. It seemed that they were in
great danger of becoming extinct. There were
two women in the dungeon who were
interested in hurrying that event along. Deceit
was a particularly treacherous place, with
dragons, harpies, and acid slugs, not to
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mention the headless that dwelt there. Should
any of your readers venture there, they must
be well armed.

We finally reached the entrance to the
room containing the Tetrahedron. Though
they were loath to do so, my companions
agreed to wait for me in the outer hallway.
The cavernous room was dark as I stepped
out of the glow of the fire sword Sentri held. |
cast In Lor and the cavern leapt into view.
Bursting from the floor was a massive
pyramid-shaped object. It was black as night,
black as a bitter heart. Even darker was the
portal leading into its center. I didn’t know
what to expect, so | grabbed one of the glass
swords from my pack and held it in my sweaty
palm. I figured if | was going to die, whatever
was in there was going with me.

| stepped into the blackness. All around
me was a void. It reminded me of the place
where the Shrine of Spirituality resided, but |
didn’t have time to ponder this. From out of
nowhere came the monster. I'd never seen
anything like it. To this day my words can't
adequately describe it. I'm ashamed to admit
that I gave a small yelp of surprise. Then my
instincts took over. I swung the sword over
my head and brought it down on the
creature’s skull.

The sword splintered. The monster let out
a cry so harsh it hurt my ears. Then, in the
next instant, it was gone. Rushing to the stand
where the small Tetrahedron sat, I tried
without success to remove it from its pedestal.
At that moment, everything began to shake.
A sound like thunder, only a thousand times
louder, vibrated through me. I ran toward the
portal I'd come from, hoping there might bea
way back into the Tetrahedron. An explosion
lifted me up and hurled me through the air
When I landed, the breath was knocked out of
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me. | lay gasping for air for a few minutes,
trying to clear my head and hoping I had only
a few broken bones.

At last I managed to sit up. The shattered
remains of the great black pyramid lay around
me. In its place was a charred crater. |
wondered what I would do now. What had
happened to the small Tetrahedron? As I
struggled to my feet (no broken bones, I was
happy to note), I saw the small Tetrahedron
on the floor. Snatching it up, I slipped it into
my backpack, then brushed off my clothes
and went to join my companions.

B R R

We returned to Yew, using the stones.
Nicodemus was happy to enchant the
hourglass for us. It was good to see him back
to his old self. I hoped Nicodemus’
transformation had been performed for the
other mages in Britannia as well.

Again I pulled the stones from my pocket
and cast the spell that would take us back to
the Sphere in Dungeon Despise. We found
ourselves standing outside the Sphere, just
past the red Moongate.

“Well,” I said, “here [ go.”

*Wait,” said lolo. “Let me go with you.”

“Me too!” chimed in Spark. The others
nodded their agreement.

“No,” I said. “I must enter the generator
alone.” They agreed to wait outside the
generator for me.

Taking the hourglass in one hand and a
glass sword in the other, I strode through the
red Moongate. Unlike the other times I'd
entered this gate, this time [ passed through to
the other side. There was a black portal leading
into the Sphere, and I quickly walked into it.

Again | was floating in the Void. I stood
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on a platform with two Moongates: one red,
one blue. Spread out in a circle were a series
of identical platforms, each with a red and a
blue Moongate. The small Sphere was in the
center of the circle. How was I to reach it? I
tried to remember what I'd been told, but
nothing jogged my memory. The clue must lie
in the gates themselves. I had to pass through
a gate to reach the Sphere. Perhaps it was
the sequence of gates. Maybe I needed to
pass through more than one red gate. I tried
that; it didn't work. Worse, I sent myself
outside the Sphere.

Then I tried a series of blue gates, also
without any luck. Then | attempted a
sequence of red, blue, blue, red. This
deposited me next to the small Sphere, which
[ tried to take. As I reached forward, I felt a
tremor, then a loud cracking sound. The next
moment, | found myself outside of the ruined
shell of the Sphere. On the ground in front of
me was the small black Sphere.

“Congratulations, Avatar, on destroying
the Sphere.” It was the Time Lord. His faint
image floated before me. “I am free from my
celestial prison,” he said. “I thank thee. But I
regret to inform thee that the Guardian
engineered the Sphere such that its
destruction has permanently disabled the
Moongates, and thine Orb of the Moons as
well. Thou canst not return to thine home by
way of a red Moongate.”

“What!”

“Thine only hope of leaving Britannia at
the conclusion of thy quest is to use the
Guardian’s own vehicle for entering the land—
the Black Gate. The Guardian's followers are
building the Black Gate of blackrock, and will
be using magic and natural elements to
activate it. The Guardian plans to enter
Britannia during the upcoming Astronomical
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Alignment, which is imminent. That is the only
time when the elements will work well enough
for the Black Gate to be permeable and active.
Thou wilt need a device which has the ability
to vanquish blackrock. If thou hast not already
encountered such a device, thou canst find
something to help thee in the workshop of
Rudyom the Mage, in Cove.”

I couldn’t get home? What next? The only
thing that kept me from despair was the hope
that I could defeat the Guardian’s gate with
Rudyom’s wand. I knew it could cause
blackrock to explode.

“Before thou canst locate the Black
Gate,” said the Time Lord, “there is one more
generator which must be destroyed. It is the
device used to transmit the Guardian’s voice
to his followers and charm them into obeying
his wishes. Look in the area near Serpent’s
Hold for a dungeon containing this generator.
It is most likely shaped like a cube. It could
very well be on The Fellowship's island east of
Serpent’s Hold. When thou hast completed
this task, concentrate thine efforts in
Buccaneer’s Den. Thou mayest find clues
there as to the location of the Black Gate.
Shouldst thou wish to speak with me again,
simply use the hourglass. Goodbye.”

With that, his image dissolved and
disappeared.

“l don't believe it,”
home.”

“Maybe the Time Lord is right, you could
use the Guardian's Black Gate to take you
home,” said lolo.

“And what if we can’t stop him—what
then?”

“Then it shall not matter, for all Britannia
will be destroyed,” said Shamino.

With that sobering thought, we set out to
find the Fellowship island.

[ said. “I can’t go
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” N high wall surrounded The Fellow-
Shlp s Meditation Retreat. We'd returned to
Moonglow to retrieve the magic carpet after
destroying the Tetrahedron generator. The
Time Lord had been right about the location
of the island where The Fellowship had their
retreat. | hoped he was also right about the
third generator.

We landed next to the stone wall, then
made our way to the building in the center of
the island. A kindly-looking man with curly
brown hair greeted us as we walked toward
the door.

“Welcome,” he said. “I am lan, director of
this Meditation Retreat for Fellowship
members.”

“Hello,” I replied. “I've heard much about
the Retreat.” [ hoped he’d go for the bluff.

“The activities of the Retreat consist of
philosophical training and studies. The :
members must all grow to hear and
understand the Voice that guides them down
the path of Inner Strength. The exercises in
meditation accelerate this process.”

“A Voice?”

“It is that Voice which one hears inside.
We all have the capability of hearing it. Some
are able to hear it quite easily, and do not
have to attend sessions here at the Meditation
Retreat. Others, however, find it more difficult
to hear the Voice. Then they require study at
the Retreat. The Fellowship also holds the
Retreat so that new members can attend and
learn more about our group, get in touch with
themselves, and help them to become better
brothers in The Fellowship. Most of the work
is done inside the barrier.”

“The barrier?”
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‘It was set up to keep out those who are
not members. Inside the barrier, Fellowship
members find it much easier to hear their
inner voice. Each member is given a key,
which they may use at any time.”

“Yes, a key. I know I have it somewhere.
I guess [ just misplaced it.”

“Art thou a Fellowship member?”

“Yes,” | said.

‘I do not believe thee.” He turned
abruptly and walked away.

“Thou art losing thy touch,” said Iolo.

“Hey, you can’t win them all.”

B R R

We found a cave leading to the generator
north of the Fellowship building. Inside was
my old friend Gorn. He told me that a Voice
had been calling to him and had led him to
the cave. Unfortunately, the Voice had also
told him he couldn’t trust me, and he abruptly
cut off our conversation.

Farther into the cavern, we met a tough
female warrior. She demanded to know what
we were doing, and proceeded to engage us
in combat. Considering our number, it was a
foolhardy act. Still, I admired her courage and
was saddened by her defeat.

“Avatar, you are not welcome here.”

It was the Guardian’s voice again. We'd
just stepped into the main cavern. Before us
was the third generator, an enormous Cube
that had broken through the dirt floor. At that
moment, an unbearable noise began. | was
overcome by incredible pain. I clamped my
hands over my ears, but the noise continued.
Looking about, I saw that the others were also
grabbing their heads. I shouted, but couldn’t
hear myself. With my last burst of
determination before the pain could overcome
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e
me, | staggered out of the cave.

The pain gradually lessened as we got
farther from the generator. I took my hands
away from my ears and discovered they were
covered with blood.

“Is everyone all right?” I asked. My
companions nodded, but they all looked pale
and wobbly on their feet. “I'm going to
contact the Time Lord and see if he can help
us overcome this barrier to the Cube.”

Pulling the hourglass from my backpack, I
concentrated on contacting the Time Lord. At
last he appeared before me and I related our
problem.

“This outer defense can be conquered by
using special helmets which cover your ears,”
he said. “The helmets must be made from a
rare mineral called Caddellite. It is present in
meteors. Seek out Brion, at the Observatory
near the Lycaeum. He can give thee more
advice on finding this mineral. The inner
defense will most likely involve the Guardian
himself. Do not listen to what he might tell
thee.”

“Don’t worry,” | said. “I know he’s
dangerous.”

® B R

Topiary bushes lined the path leading to the
Observatory. The Observatory hadn’t been
here the last time I'd visited Britannia. A short
man with wire-rimmed spectacles greeted us
as we entered.

“Salutations,” he said.

“Hello,” I replied. “I'm looking for Brion.”

“I am Brion,” he said.

“] was told you know where to find
Caddellite.”

He looked at me strangely, shrugged, and
said, “Why, Caddellite is a mineral that is not



native to Britannia. In fact, it only comes from
meteorites. And the last known meteor to strike
the planet landed somewhere in the North East
sea. Why dost thou want to know?”

“I need to make a helmet out of
Caddellite.”

“Thou dost want a helmet made of
Caddellite?” He tapped his chin thoughtfully.
“Perhaps Zorn in Minoc would have the skills
to build a helmet such as thou desirest. If thou
findest the Caddellite, take it to him. I have
heard rumors of an island that once existed in
the North East sea. Perhaps my brother at the
Lycaeum could help with that.”

“Thank you for your help,” I said. “We’ll
be on our way.”

“Before thou dost leave, let me show thee
a few of my trinkets.”

We couldn’t leave until Brion finished
showing us his “toys.” | was most interested
in the orrery viewer made out of crystals. He
was missing one crystal to complete it, but
said if I found a crystal he would fix it. | knew
that the Guardian would be coming through
during the alignment of the planets. With the
orrery viewer, | could keep track of how close
this event was. We thanked Brion for his help
and slipped away before he tried to show us
more of his trinkets.

Nelson, Brion's brother (his twin brother,
I might add), was working on some old
manuscripts at the Lycaeum. We explained
that Brion had sent us to him to ask about the
location of the Caddellite. He sent us to talk
to dJillian, who knew more about the lost
island than he did.

She was poring over dusty tomes when
we found her, and looked none too pleased
that we had interrupted her.

“Greetings,” she said briskly. “As usual, I
have much to do. However, | can spare a

80

sl FANST TFNST TPAST PANST IPAS] 7S] PN
Ultima VI

S TS AT S AT S AR A S AT AT A

moment for thee if necessary.”

“I'll not take much of your time,” |
replied. “We are looking for the location of an
island in the northeast with Caddellite on it.
Do you know of such a place?”

“Long ago there was a small continent—
an island, really— called Ambrosia. However,
meteorites struck it, destroying its primary
city. The island was located in the North East
sea. | suppose the ruins still lie far beneath the
rubble.”

“That sounds like the place we're looking
for. Do you know anything else about it?”

She shook her head.

“Thanks for the help,” I said. We filed out
of the Lycaeum, a bit more discouraged than
before. We had little more information to find
Ambrosia besides the general direction in
which it was located. I was feeling pretty out
of sorts when Dupré suggested we take a
break and go to the local tavern.

“Don’t you ever think about anything
other than drinking?” I asked a bit peevishly.

“Nay,” he said. “Thou must not forget the
women.”

Jaana snorted, “Thou art incorrigible.”

Dupré went down on one knee and
grabbed her hand. “'Tis only because thou
hath forsaken me, my lady.”

Jaana snatched her hand away and
smacked him playfully on the chest. “Thou art
a villain, Dupré. Teasing a poor girl like this."

Dupré clapped his hand over his heart
and put on a pained expression. “Thou hath
wounded me. [ must go drown my sorrows at
the nearest pub.”

“Thou wouldst use any excuse to drown
in ale,” said Shamino.

“’Tis true,” Dupré agreed. “But there are
few more pleasurable ways to die. Besides,
the Avatar is buying.”
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“Hey! Wait a minute,” | said. But the
others had already started off in the direction
of the pub. I stood there trying to look
indignant, but it wasn’'t working. The idea of
taking a break and resting a bit appealed to
me too. So | put on my I'm-only-doing-this-
because-you've-given-me-no-other-choice look
and went off to join them.

® & B

Dupré’s idea was just what we all needed. We
ate and drank and talked until the wee hours
of the morning. I even managed to get the
crystal that Brion needed to complete the
orrery viewer from a fellow who was passing
through town. His name was Addom and he
sold many unique and rare items. Before we
started out to find Ambrosia the next
morning, | took the crystal to Brion and had
him finish the orrery viewer. He gave it to me
s0 | could keep track of the planetary
alignment. When I looked into the viewer, I
felt a rush of fear. The planets were beginning
to move into position—we had little time to
complete our quest.

® ® B

“Jillian did say northeast,” I said as I scanned
the water below us.

“Aye,” sighed Spark. “Thou hath asked
me that ten times in the last hour.”

“Sorry,” I said. “I'm just getting
impatient.” | looked at the orrery again. The
planets had shifted slightly more, adding to
my anxiety.

“Look! What's that?” asked Shamino. He
was pointing to a small speck just north of us.
It slowly grew larger, finally turning into a
small range of mountains.
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“Does this look familiar to anyone?” |
asked. The others said they'd never seen this
place before. We flew over the mountain
range, and below us a lush meadow appeared.
I set the magic carpet down. As we stepped
off the magic carpet, I noticed that strange
white flurries were floating down around us.
At first I thought it was snow, but it wasn't
cold and didn’t melt—just dissipated as it hit
the ground.

The island was circular in shape with a
small inland lake—more like a pond. In the
center of the pond was a large rock with a
white marble building on it. All the ruined
architecture we saw reminded me of ancient
Greece. We investigated the small island and
discovered the entrance to a cave. We agreed
to camp that night and make our way into the
cavern in the morning.

While working our way to the southern
end of the island, we encountered a band of
pirates. | had no idea how long they'd been
there, but they were well armed and
provisioned. Though we defeated them in a
minor skirmish, I was never able to shake the
feeling that we were in constant danger.

We used the pirates’ camp for our own
that night. They'd left a considerable amount
of food, and we feasted royally. We slept
uneasily under the Britannian moons,
knowing that time was now our enemy.

® & B

The sun was just appearing, and streaked the
sky a hazy yellow-gold, as we made our way
across the dew-wet field to the cave. Beside the
entrance was a patch of oversized mushrooms.
Flitting between the mushrooms was a fairy—
or what I thought a fairy ought to look like. She
was about three-and-a-half feet tall and was



wearing a pale blue gossamer gown. Oh, yes,
she had wings. They resembled dragonfly
wings, but they were definitely wings. She
fluttered around me, sprinkling some kind of
sparkling dust on my head as she giggled, “I
love thee! Yes, [ do! I love thee!”

“Hey,” I said, shaking the dust from my hair.

“Yes, my love?”

“Who are you?” I asked.

“Kissme! Kissme!” She giggled.

“Don’t do it!” exclaimed Iolo. “Who
knows what evil this strange creature might
possess!” He inspected the sprite more
closely. “Mayhap I should try it first to be sure
it is safe ...”

“Hey, I'll kiss her! She doesn'’t scare me!”
put in Spark. He leaned forward eagerly.

“She doth look rather inviting, doth she
not?” added Shamino.

“My liege has asked thee thy name, foul
creature!” said Dupré to the fairy. | gave him
a look of relief. I'd begun to think all my
friends had lost their minds.

“But that is my name! Kissme! Kissme! It
is true!”

“What are you doing here?” I asked.

“My purpose is to spread love dust all
around and welcome thee to Ambrosia! I love
thee! Yes, I do!” She fluttered over Shamino’s
head. “I love thee as well!”
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“If only thou wert a little larger ...” he
mused.

But by the time he got that out, she'd
already flown to Spark. “Oooh, and I love
thee, too!”

Spark blushed. “Aww, cut it out!”

Kissme then flew near Dupré.
“Handsome man! Handsome man! I love
thee! It’s true! It’s true!”

Dupré swatted at her. “Away with thee!
Thou dost not love me! Thou dost not even
know me!”

But by then Kissme was hovering over
lolo, planting a big kiss on his cheek. “Yes!|
love thee! Yes, I do!”

Iolo made a sour face and wiped his cheek.
“Avatar, that was the sloppiest, wettest, most
... disgusting kiss | have ever felt!”

“Are you saying we're on Ambrosia?” |
asked, trying to get the creature’s mind off
kissing my companions.

“That is where thou art! It is true! Oh,
yes! Ambrosia!”

“Ambrosia! Then it really does exist,” said
lolo.

“Ambrosia, the lost isle of Britannial
Thou art really here!” she announced. Then
she giggled again. That giggling was driving
me nuts. | once dated a girl who giggled like
that—she never stopped, not even when we
... well, never mind. Anyway, | asked Kissme
to tell me what had happened to Ambrosia.

“Ambrosia was hit by stones from the sky
hundreds of years ago! Oh, yes indeed! The
entire island was battered to bits! It is true!”

“What kind of stones?”

“I believe it is called Caddellite. Yes,|
believe true! And I do love thee, it is so truel
Most of it is collected in the pit where the
hydra sits. Thou shalt have to ask the hydra
about it. It is true!”




“The hydra?”

“The hydra is made up of three
brothers—all dragons! It is true! Thou shalt be
careful not to make them angry, for they have
a temper! Oh, yes indeed, they do! They are
very protective of their Caddellite, so speak to
them about it first!” She looked over her
shoulder, then flitted to me again. “Ambrosia
was once very beautiful,” she said. “Yes, it
was! All of mine ancestors lived here then!
Love dust was all around, and every day was
ke a jewel! Yes, it's true! Yes, thou wilt! Oh,
I must kiss thee again!”

“No! Don't do it,” said lolo.

“Sheesh, here we go again!” said Spark.

“Hey, I think she’s cute,” said Shamino.

“If thou wouldst do it, do it quickly. We
have not time to waste with such foolishness.”
Dupré looked distinctly disgusted with the
whole affair.

“Oh, very well,” | said impatiently.

Kissme placed the wettest, sloppiest,
oozingest, and mushiest smack I'd ever felt on
my mouth.

“Oh, yes! That was fun! I love thee! Yes,
it's true!” said Kissme.

“Maybe for you,” I said, wiping the back
of my hand across my mouth.
“Gah. I think I'd rather take on the
hydra.”

“Kissme! Kissme!” giggled the

fairy.
®EB®B

I got my wish. We found the hydra
in the center of the dungeon. Of
course there were some obstacles
in our way, but nothing we couldn’t
dispatch quickly. I might add that
this wouldn't have been the case if
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we'd let the liche out of his prison. If ever you
run into anyone trying to find Ambrosia, tell
them not to release the liche.

Where was 1? Oh, yes, the hydra. A nasty
brute, and foul-tempered. It’s bad enough
fighting one without having to talk to it. And
with its three heads, each with a different
personality, well, I was glad when we Killed it.
used the In Hur Grav Ylem spell to dispatch it.
This was the only spell I'd found that could Kill
a dragon outright. Of course, you had to know
the seventh circle of magic to use this spell, but
I wouldn’t recommend facing a creature as
powerful as this hydra with less experience.

A hallway led south from the hydra’s lair
to a small clearing. Caddellite chunks were
scattered about, and a huge meteorite of
Caddellite was imbedded in the ground. It
sparkled and glowed blue and silver. I found it
was surprisingly heavy and bulky. We had to
redistribute the contents of our packs to take
enough of the pieces with us to make helmets
for everyone in the party. After loading up,
we returned to the magic carpet.

“I'm hungry,” said Spark.

“Aye,” said lolo. “I'm starving.”

“Okay, okay,” I said. “Let me cast a spell
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and we'll eat.” I pulled reagents and my spell
book from my pack. In Mani Ylem was one
of the first spells I'd bought. It was simple to
cast and provided for the entire party. Except
that this time the reagents went up in puff of
black smoke. I tried the spell again, and still it
wouldn’t work.

“That should have worked,” | said.

“Perhaps it's Ambrosia,” said Spark.

“No, then I couldn’t have killed the hydra
with a spell.”

“Perhaps 'tis this strange mist,” suggested
lolo.

“I believe you're right,” I said. “I didn’t
notice it when we were in the cave, but now
it'’s back.”

“What about food?” Sentri asked.

“I can't cast a spell until we get away from
this field. We have the Caddellite. It's best we
head for Minoc anyway.”

BB R

Zorn in Minoc fashioned the Caddellite
helmets for us. We rested there briefly while
he completed them, then made our way back
to the Meditation Retreat. Donning the
helmets, we filed into the cavern with the third
generator.

“Avatar!” It was the Guardian’s voice in
my head. “You are not welcome here.”

“Yeah, tell me something I don’t know,” |
muttered under my breath. I left my
companions at the threshold to the cave,
bidding them to wait for me. I entered the
black doorway into the Cube. Before me was
a maze, with the smaller Cube at its center. |
was standing on a floating platform, with no
way to reach the maze. Stepping forward, I
saw that a small bridge had appeared, which
linked the platform with the maze.
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Hidden triggers, |1 thought. I walked
slowly to the west. As I neared the end, the
bridge I'd created to the maze from the
platform disappeared. The triggers not only
created bridges, they also destroyed them. I'd
have to tread carefully if I wished to retrieve
the Cube. I soon discovered another of the
maze's defenses: fireballs. At certain points
along the path, these blazing projectiles would
appear and inflict terrible damage on me.
Halfway through the maze I had to stop and
rest, gulping down a vial of healing potion I'd
brought with me.

After many hours of trial and error, |
managed to make my way to the center of the
maze. | reached for the Cube and the maz
began to shake. There was an explosion and
everything went dark. When I could see again,
I was standing outside the larger Cube and my
friends were running toward me.

I snatched the Cube from the floor and
stuffed it into my backpack. The hourglass
began to vibrate and the Time Lord appeared
before me.

“Avatar! The Astronomical Alignment is
almost at hand! Time is running out! The
Guardian must be prevented from coming
through the Black Gate!” he exclaimed. “The
Cube will help thee find the location of the
Black Gate. With it in thy possession, those
under the influence of the Guardian will be
more receptive to speaking the truth to thee
Go to Buccaneer’s Den. Search for the one
called Hook. Talk to the so-called Fellowship.
Thou shouldst have no trouble ascertaining his
whereabouts there. I am sure that thou wil
eventually find the location of the Black Gatel
Good luck!”

He vanished and | was left staring at thin
air. I pulled the orrery viewer from my
backpack and held it up to my eye. Four d
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the planets were already in a row and the
other few were nearing alignment. Sweat
broke out on my brow. We had little time to
find the Black Gate and stop the Guardian. If
the Cube failed to help us find the location of
~ the Black Gate, all was doomed.

“We must hurry,” I said. “Time is running
out. We leave for Buccaneer’s Den
-~ immediately.”

4, Chapter Fourteen

here to now?” asked lolo.

We stood between the Baths, the
Fellowship hall, and the House of Games. It
was sort of like standing between the Devil
and the deep blue sea. Time was running out
fast—which made me decide on the
Fellowship hall. Their hand had been visible in
almost all of our discoveries about the Black
Gate and the Guardian.

[ led the way to the hall. Inside, it was
ool and dimly lit. A jovial man approached
and gave us a friendly greeting.

‘ am Danag,” he said. He made a
sweeping bow. “I am interim Fellowship
Branch leader here on Buccaneer’s Den. Our
regular leader, Abraham, is away on
Fellowship business at the moment.”

Abraham. I hadn’t heard that name in a
long time. He and Elizabeth had been in
Trinsic when Spark’s father was killed. Our
journey had originally led us in search of them.

‘I am looking for Abraham,” I said,
hoping he would tell us more.

“Abraham is one of the members of the
inner circle of The Fellowship. He and his
colleague Elizabeth travel the country
periodically, usually distributing or collecting
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the organization’s funds and doing business at
the other branches.” The Cube vibrated.
“Uhm ... er ... he is also a coordinator for
executions and he cheats at cards.”

[ stared at Danag for a moment. This was
the first time a Fellowship member had said
anything negative about a superior. Maybe the
Cube did make them tell the truth.

“Tell me about The Fellowship,” I said.

“The Fellowship has been present on
Buccaneer’s Den for a long time. This is one
of the oldest branches in Britannia, second
only to the headquarters in Britain. Thou
mayest wonder why an island of such ill
repute would attract The Fellowship.”

“Yes, | have.”

“The founders of The Fellowship felt that
the people who inhabit this island would
benefit the most from our organization.
Especially since we would help them build an
empire of sin and gluttony out of Buccaneer’s
Den.”

I noticed the Cube had begun vibrating
while Danag was speaking.

“Amidst all of the sin, the debauchery, the
piracy, the gambling, the drunkenness—The
Fellowship has made its stand and recruited
members to follow our principles. Buccaneer’s
Den has changed as a result. Long ago it was
merely a hideout for pirates, scavengers, and
rogues. Look around. Now it is the center of
corruption in all of Britannia. The pirates are
all controlled by The Fellowship.”

The Cube continued to vibrate.

“And the businesses here—like the
Baths?”

“It is, of course, a place where one may
experience the pleasures of the flesh. All of
the profits go to The Fellowship.”

“The House of Games?”

“Why, it is a gambling parlor! The



Fellowship certainly takes in a bundle from
that place!”

“And what about Elizabeth? I heard she
traveled with Abraham.”

“Elizabeth is an extremely intelligent
woman who acts as Director of Special
Projects. She usually works with Batlin in
Britain, but she spends most of her time
traveling from branch to branch.” The Cube
vibrated and Danag added, “She is, uhm ...
also a royal she-bitch and will murder thee at
a moment’s notice.”

“What are ‘Special Projects?’”

“They might be anything from building a
shelter for poor peasants to creating a new
branch in a town without the benefit of a
Fellowship hall.” The Cube vibrated and
Danag proudly added, “Our current Special
Project is building the Black Gate for the
Guardian. It is located at the Isle of the Avatar
in our secret underground complex!”

[ felt sick for a moment. Not only were
they building the Black Gate, but they were
desecrating the place where I'd once placed
the Codex of Ultimate Wisdom. I didn’t have
time to dwell on this, because Danag said with
excitement, “It is the gateway for our coming
Lord and Master! He will be coming through
in virtually a few hours!”

“Where is this complex?”

“It is inside a dungeon within the Shrine
of the Codex. A barrier keeps out unwanted
visitors. A special key opens the barrier, and
only a few select people have one.”

“Who has these keys?”

“I do not own one. The only people that
do are Elizabeth and Abraham, Batlin, and
Hook himself. Hook probably keeps his key in
his abode.”

“Where is Hook and where does he live?”

The Cube vibrated.
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“Hook? He lives here on the island. In
fact, his quarters are in the secret catacombs
behind the House of Games. Thou canst
reach it by asking Sintag the guard about
Hook. Of course, thou dost know that Hook
is The Fellowship’s chief executioner ... along
with his assistant, the Gargoyle Forskis.”

“Executioner?”

“That’s right. Hook does all the dirty
work for The Fellowship. He was trained by
Master De Snel in Jhelom. De Snel trained al
the previous executioners as well. In fact, De
Snel himself was The Fellowship’s firs
executioner!”

“Where will I find Forskis?”

“I understand the Gargoyle's name mea
‘henchman’ in Gargish. He's a tough wingless
Gargoyle who helps Hook out. I believe he
resides in the catacombs with Hook.”

[ turned away from Danag. He gave me:
chipper farewell, as though everything wer
wonderful in the world. ‘

“Avatar ... look.” It was Spark. Hel
wandered away from the party and was
standing beside The Fellowship candelabr
that was a fixture in every Fellowship hall.

“What is it?” [ asked.

“A secret door,” he replied. He pushe
against one of the stones. The door swun
open. Spark stepped inside, then motioned far
us to follow him. I glanced at Danag, but he wa
completely oblivious to what was happening
The Fellowship hadn'’t picked him for his brain

Spark and the others were poking aroun
the room. It was used for storage and ca
tained more candelabras, chairs, and sever
chests.

“Nothing of interest to thee,” sall
Tseremed.

“Wait,” said lolo. “I think there is anotha
door here.”



The Black Gate
S TS A S A S A S AT S AT AT A

[rEAS] TZANS] FFANST I7ANS] TZAS] FFANST PAS] 2S[O
NS A S A
.. ..

| surveyed the wall where he stood. Sure
enough, the faint outline of a door was visible.
‘Do you see a way to open it?” I asked. lolo
shook his head.

“There must be some way,” | said. “Every
door has to be open. Why put it here
otherwise?”

“Maybe it's operated from the other
side,” suggested Jaana.

“'Tis not much good to us,” said
Tseremed.

“Maybe I can do something,” I said.

[ pulled my spell book from my backpack
and flipped through the pages to the Ort Por
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Ylem spell. If all went well, I would
cast the spell and the hidden switch
would be thrown. Gathering the
reagents together in my hand, I
made the gestures and spoke the
words. There was a faint click on
the other side of the wall and the
door swung open on silent hinges.

“What next?” asked Spark.

“We're going to find Hook and
get his key, then stop them from
completing the Black Gate,” |
replied, with more conviction than I
felt. How were we going to stop
them with only hours left?

® B R

We found Hook’'s house by
following the cave to the south. I
cautiously opened the door, but
luck was with us and Hook was
nowhere in sight. We spread out
and began rummaging through
Hook’s belongings, trying to find
the Black Gate’s key. | opened his
chest and found two scrolls there.
Curiosity got the better of me and I picked
one up and unrolled it. My blood ran cold as |
read it:

Finster Britain X
Duncan Buccaneer’s Den X
Christopher Trinsic X
Frederico Minoc X
Tania Minoc X
Alagner New Magincia X
Lord British Britain

The Avatar



It was a list of everyone The Fellowship had
killed or were planning to kill. On the other
scroll I found notes about sailing the Crown
Jewel to the Isle of the Avatar on the next
day. If we found the key, we just might be
able to beat them there. And I had another
task: to tell Spark that we now knew for
certain who had murdered his father. But first
[ had to find the key. I spied Hook’s backpack
on the floor in the corner; inside was a large,
ornate gold key.

“I've found it,” I said. “We must hurry—
there is little time to lose.”

Chapter Fiifteen

el t began raining as we reached the
Isle of the Avatar.

The last time I'd been here, I'd helped
unite the Britannians and the Gargoyles. For
all the good that had done. The prejudice that
had blossomed during my last trip to Britannia
had only grown more insidious. But I didn’t
have time to dwell on this depressing fact. If
we didn't stop the Guardian, there wouldn’t be
anyone left to worry about such minor matters.

We were all soaked to the skin as the
magic carpet landed. Taking the gold key
from my backpack, I shoved it into the tall
gates to my north. The key worked and the
gate swung open. Before me was the Shrine
of the Codex. Then I heard it. It was the
Guardian’s voice—laughing at me. That put
my back up. | was cold, tired, and hungry. But
I'd be damned if 1 was going to let the
Guardian keep laughing at me. I vowed I'd
make sure he never had a chance to laugh at
me again.

Ultima VId
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To the west of the shrine was an opening
in the mountains. I led the way there. The
massive oak doors were locked, but once
again, Hook’s key opened them. We stepped
into a large cavern. Before us loomed the
largest chair I'd ever seen. It appeared to be
carved from a single block of granite. A
plaque on the ground in front of it read: “The
Throne of the Guardian.” Arranged around
the throne were several of the Fellowship
candelabras. | felt like smashing the throne
and melting down the candelabras, but |
pushed the thought from my mind. Getting
distracted now could be fatal.

A pair of doors led from the room to our
north; there were more doors to the south. We
discovered a secret door behind the wall
hangings. The switch that opened the northem
doors was there. Just as we were about to take
the northern corridor, I heard a noise to the
south. Using a lockpick, I opened the southem
doors. To my surprise, a young boy ran out of
the shadows at me. I tried to talk to him, but he
refused to answer and ran away.

We followed him, and found ourselves in
a small compound. As we entered, the people
there attacked us. Forced to defend ourselves,
we fought them to a quick but bloody
conclusion. There was nothing of great
significance to discover here, so we returned
to the large cavern and made our way into the
northern corridor.

Memories of my passage through this
dungeon are beginning to blur in my mind
even as we speak. I brought you a map,
Carlotta. It has notations on it. | remember ...
a dragon; I believe I used In Hur Grav Ylem
to kill it. Then there was the throne ... Should
you find yourself there, be careful, for it may
look as though it has not changed, but dont
be deceived. We had to kill another liche. |
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vow that nothing is more persistent and

harder to destroy than a liche.
| Then we finally made it to the Black Gate.

The Guardian was preparing to enter
Britannia, and who should be there to greet
him but the fiends who helped set this plot in
motion: Batlin, Abraham, Elizabeth, and
Hook. The Guardian commanded them to Kill
us as he came through the gate. We fought
like wild things, and for a while it looked as
though my friends would not survive, but
somehow we managed to overcome them. |
believe Spark dealt the death blow to Hook,
his father’'s murderer. Batlin, however,
disappeared at some time during this battle.

A deep roar filled the room and the Black
Gate appeared to pulse. I thought | saw the
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vague outline of a body, and that was enough
to compel me forward. Reaching into my
backpack, I pulled out the Cube, the
Tetrahedron, and the Sphere. Positioned
around the gate were three stands, each
bearing the imprint of one of the shapes.
Quickly I set them in place. Then I took out
Rudyom’s wand, which I'd been carrying for
so long. The only way to stop the Guardian
was to destroy the Black Gate. The wand
caused blackrock to explode—and blackrock
was what the Gate was made of.

I held my breath and used the wand. The
gate exploded, hurling me backward. An
inhuman wailing cry rose and reverberated
through me. I had defeated the Guardian. For
now.



hoe VAN
AP e
). €SP

v
.

920



Forge of Virtue

nother drink?”

The Avatar was beginning to show the same signs of fatigue he
had displayed upon entering my room, and, selfish as it may seem, I
was hoping to keep his loosened tongue in motion. I moved the
&y decanter toward him. He smiled slightly as his eyes met mine.

I d “Relax, my friend. I am far from finished. There is no need to ply
me with drink.” Despite his words, he held his cup beneath the lip of the decanter. I
hated it when he guessed my thoughts like that.

Of course, his knowledge of that made him appear even more smug when he was
right.

“That’s not the only reason I offered!”

“I know, I know,” he said, shaking his head in dismissal as he sank forward in his
seat. “Please forgive me. My weariness conceals my levity.”

“Would you prefer we continue this later?” I wanted more, but not at the expense of
our friendship.

He shook his head. “I am fine. Besides, | am enjoying sharing in our common home.
Now"—he straightened, drawing in a breath—"about what would you like to hear next?”

“The earthquakes.”

The Avatar’s eyebrows knit in confusion.

“You know,” | explained, “when you were contending with The Fellowship. No one I
have talked to knows what caused them. The tremors simply began, and then ended. No
explanation, no nothing. It seems reasonable to assume you know what happened.”

“You do have good sources, don’t you?” The flicker returned to his eyes. “Very well.
Where should I begin?”

BB R

Obviously I didn’t notice the rumblings of the quakes until after I'd returned to
Britannia. The first one occurred shortly after I arrived through the Moongate. At first |
assumed they were related to the reason I'd been called back, but Iolo believed otherwise.
It was he who recommended that we consult Lord British.

We found him seated on his throne. We'd already taken some time to relax and
investigate the changes in his castle. His mood seemed even more pensive than when we
had last spoken with him, in the eastern wing.

“Yes, Avatar?” he asked, drawn from his thoughts.

“I assume you are aware of the recent rumblings throughout the land. They seem to
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be increasing in frequency. Are the tremors
anything of import, or am I worrying too
much about inconsequential matters?”

Lord British looked at me gravely. Finally,
he spoke. “The foundation of Britannia was
shaken with the rising of an island. This event
was no random disaster; it was one of
sorcerous intent.”

“An island?”

“Yes. | felt a great disturbance in the
ether when this island arose from the sea. The
island is none other than the Isle of Fire,
where thou defeated the Hellspawn, Exodus.”

“The Isle of Fire? You are talking about
the very home of Exodus itself. Why ... how
would it rise? When did it sink?” Looking
back, I thought it was strange that I'd never
noticed before now that the island was gone.

“Avatar, thou shouldst know that when I
created the Shrines of the Virtues, I also set
upon this island three great Shrines, dedicated
to the Principles of Truth, Love, and Courage.
They reside within the walls of the Castle of
Fire. I never revealed this to thee before, as I
thought them forever lost when the Isle of Fire
mysteriously sank beneath the waves. The
Shrines are meant for the use of an Avatar
only, and therefore a Talisman will be
necessary to use one. The Talismans are
guarded by tests that thou shouldst have no
problem passing if thou wishest to seek their
counsel.

“If thou wishest to seek out this isle, thou
mayst use my ship. It now sits upon the
southern shore of Vesper and is called the
Golden Ankh. Please feel free to use it for as
long as thou hast need of it.” As he spoke, he
reached into a large pile of papers on a small
table beside him. Judging by the disarray, he
was preoccupied with his concerns for the
land. He pulled one of the sheets out, checked
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it, and handed it to me. It was the deed to the
Golden Ankh.

Iolo stepped forward and whispered in my
ear, “Why wouldst thou wish to go there?” |
waved him back.

“Thank you for the use of your ship,
milord.”

“I have also focused a magical crystal to
the entrance of the Castle of Fire, which I
refurbished after thy battle with Exodus,” he
added, ignoring my comment. “Here, take it.
Perhaps it will give thee some insight.
Although, be warned: It is not at all stable and
might be prone to shatter the nearer thou
findest thyself to the location to which it is
tuned.”

[ inspected the crystal back in my room.
By peering into the gem, I could see a vision:
the entryway to a fire-ravaged stone keep. |
wasn’t sure whether this represented the
present or the future. I considered Ilolo’s
question. Why would [ want to visit this
island, which had once housed the
embodiment of evil, Exodus? Thinking of the
mystery surrounding my recent summoning, it
occurred to me that the benefit from
meditating at these shrines might be more
than a trifle. I decided to head for Vesper. To
my surprise, | had lolo’s and Spark’s support.

In Vesper we found the ship. She was a
beauty, sailing swiftly through the choppy
waters with a minimal crew consisting of the
three of us. It didn't take us long to get to the
island. The pit of my stomach reminded me
that even though Britannia had not seen this
island for more than three centuries, only a
few years had passed since I'd fought for my
life on these very shores. 1 glanced again at
the crystal supplied by Lord British, but before
I could see anything, it shattered into tiny,
unrecoverable pieces.




[7/.\TI [PAS] [PAS] [FAS] [PAS] [PAS] [FAS] I7/AT|
Forge of Virtue

S TS S A S A S AT S ATSASA

| didn't recognize the castle we first saw
when we landed, because it had been
constructed by Lord British’'s masons and
engineers ages ago, presumably to house the
Shrines of the Principles. Many of the walls
had been breached—though I could not guess
when—and all had multiple scorch-markings.
As we entered the main hallway, I was
amazed to see how well the interior had been
maintained. It was nothing like new, of
course, but it presented a definite contrast to
the outside.

On either side were two life-size statues of
horrific beasts. Moving to explore them, we
were startled by some movement in a nearby
room. | raised a hand to caution the others
and approached slowly. Through the doorway
stepped an elderly man.

“Well met, Avatar,” he said. “I am called
Erethian. Although thou dost not know me, I
know thee well. I have seen thee destroy
Mondain’'s power and so defeat that
misguided mage. I have seen thee vanquish
the enchantress Minax. | have also seen, in a
very unique way, how thou brought low the
Hellspawn, Exodus.” As he spoke, I noticed
that his eyes were milky white.

“What are you doing here?” I asked. | was
too astonished by his presence to think of a
wittier response to the description of my
ancient opponents.

“l am a follower of the Principle of Truth.
But unlike those of the Lycaeum, 1 would
prefer to seek out the knowledge instead of
waiting for it to come to me. It is this curiosity
which has brought me to this island from
which Exodus, the spawn of Mondain and
Minax, sought to rule the world. The books
and scrolls here have taught me much of
Britannia’s history and other ... interesting
subjects.”
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“Curiosity about Exodus? What do you
know about it?”

“That being has become a passion of
mine lately.” He almost glowed with
excitement. “Indeed, ’'tis what brought me
here. While I was at the Lycaeum, I happened
upon a passage in a manuscript that described
an Island of Fire. Upon further research, I
found that the entity known as Exodus was
not truly destroyed. The interface between its
two parts and the world was merely severed.”

“What do you mean, Exodus was not
destroyed?” Again my stomach tightened. I
wasn't sure | wanted to hear his answer.

“One part—his Psyche, we shall call it—
was taken by the Gargoyles who live below us
in a realm on the other side of the world. A
truly fascinating culture they have, but I
digress.” Gargoyles living in a realm below us?
[ began to wonder just how long this old man
had been out of circulation.

“The other,” he continued, “I have here. |
call it the Dark Core, because without the
Psyche, it is mostly lifeless.” His face took on
a more gleeful appearance. I felt as if [ were
listening to a child describing his new toy. “I
believe 'twas the removal of the Psyche from
the Core that caused this island to sink
beneath the waves.”

“What did you mean when you said the
interface was merely severed?”

His expression became unreadable. “The
machine that thou destroyed was Exodus’
means of communication with and control of
the world. When it was destroyed, his Psyche
could no longer retain its hold on the Dark
Core. | have often wondered if another
interface was implemented, would the Psyche
return, or possibly be regenerated?” Suddenly,
as if realizing where his idle musings were
headed, he stopped talking.



“You said the Dark Core, as you call it, is
here.”

“l have found it,” he said, gesturing
toward the room in the eastern part of the
castle, “to be quite a treasure trove of useful
facts. Its sole purpose seems to be the storage
of information. Much of the information is
trivial—such as the detailed description of the
color of the sky on a particular day eons
ago—while other bits give instructions for the
manipulation of the world. Within it | even
found the knowledge to raise and sustain this
island we stand upon. It is truly a remarkable
artifact.” He looked nervously in my direction.
“Please, do be careful around it. Artifacts
seem to have a tendency to, shall we say,
disappear around thee.”

lolo cleared his throat, obviously
displeased with the comment. With little
provocation, Erethian went on and on about
my three nemeses. Though he seemed to
recognize the threats they presented to his
homeland, he was fascinated by the power
they attained through the exploitation of their
minds. Finally I gathered the courage to ask
about his eyesight.

“Does not your blindness hamper your
studies?”

“Hast thou nothing better to do than
bother an old man?” With this retort, he
turned away, blatantly conveying his desire to
end the conversation. Apparently his lack of
vision was a sore topic for him.

We left him alone and set out to explore
the ruined structure. As we headed toward the
room that, according to Erethian, held the
Dark Core, we passed another chamber. |
stopped the others, then indicated that they
should follow me inside. I didn't really notice
the trappings of the room, because my eyes
immediately settled on the three statues
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standing before each of the other walls. The
one to my left represented a beautiful woman;
the one to the right, an armoured warrior, his
sword drawn and held proudly above his
head. However, the most impressive one was
the image of an elderly man. The detail was
exquisite! | could clearly make out the wisdom
in the lines of age creasing his brow. I reached
out to caress the cloth of his robe. As |
touched the statue, my mind was suddenly
filled with the crystal-clear resonance of an
authoritative voice.

“Greetings to thee,” I heard in my head.
“I an the keeper of Truth. Dost thou seek the
wisdom and boon of Truth?”

“Uh,” I shrugged. “I suppose so. I mean,
yes, of course.”

“Very well. Prepare thyself.” The voice
fell silent. Iolo and Spark were giving me
looks of confusion. Then blackness filled our
eyes.

We found ourselves in a small room, with
a door to the south. At least I believe it was
south. My sense of direction is pretty good,
even indoors. On the west wall were two
plaques, written in runic. The first said, “Truth
is Truth;” the second, “Only Appearances are
Deceptive.” Simple enough, I thought.

“What now?” asked Iolo.

“I guess we go through the door.”

“Why do you think we have been sent
here?”

“I believe, my old friend, that we have
begun the first Test of the Shrines. If I am
correct, we are here to find the Talisman of
Truth.” I opened the door and started
walking.

I will forego the many details of the
journey, though I saw many things designed
to illustrate concepts of truth and deception:
illusory walls, false Talismans, and island traps




that required us to ignore the evidence of our
eyes. One large area was actually filled with
invisible walls, creating a frustrating maze.
Only by following the exploding balls of fire—
dangerous as they were—was I able to make
my way through the room. I found the bodies
of others who had been less fortunate. In fact,
the dungeon was littered with the corpses of
those who, perhaps as long as three hundred
years ago, had once set out to fill my shoes.
Finally, when we'd gone as far as we could,
we found the Talisman. We'd given up and
were returning to the entrance when we came
across a plaque that had made no sense to us
earlier. “North is the Way,” we read.

“We have gone as bloody far north as we
can,” muttered lolo angrily.

| considered that. I tried to think of other
clues, ones that might mean more if added to
this one.

“What has been the motif for this test?” I
asked the others.

“Truth?” said Spark.

| smiled. “Think a little less obvious,
Spark. What was on the plaque in the first
room?”

“Something about deceptive appear-
ances.”

“Exactly. We need to look start looking
for things that are not here.”

“Huh?” lolo’s voice echoed Spark’s.

“We have seen many walls that were
present only in our minds. Perhaps there is
another one, one leading to the north!”

As | had suspected, we found such a
passageway only ten yards to the east of the
very second room. Within it was another
room. When [ reached for the Talisman this
time, it did not disappear. We did.

[ found myself standing before the statue of
the elderly man once again. The voice re-
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entered my mind. “Thou hast mastered the
Test of Truth, and so a boon of great intellect
and magical ability will be bestowed upon thee.
Use—and respect—thy powers well, Avatar.”

I bowed, showing great deference to the
Shrine of Truth. For a few moments, I felt a
tingle. Well, more of a shock, really. What
was most fascinating was that, as odd as this
sounds, I could feel my knowledge expanding.
Concepts | had once had difficulty grasping
became clear, and I found myself formulating
ideas about subjects in which I had once had
no interest. Breaking in on my thoughts, the
Voice spoke again.

“Thou hast now experienced the full
meaning of the Principle of Truth. The value
of such is beyond measure, for Truth shall
guide thee throughout thy life’'s endeavors.”
The statue’s voice took on a tone of warning.
“Know this Truth: the Psyche returns to the
Core.”

At the time, I had no idea what that was
supposed to mean. However, my queasy
feeling had returned ...

® BB

I turned next to the statue of the woman.
Despite her stone features, I found her quite
attractive. However, there was more than
that. As odd as this sounds, I could sense that
her beauty ran far deeper than simple good
looks. What was that term again? Agape
love?

“Hello,” I said to the lovely statue.

An unearthly, beautiful voice sighed gently
in my consciousness. “Greetings, Avatar. |
represent the embodiment of Love. If thou
dost seek enlightenment, thou must take the
Test of Love. Its path lies through the glowing
blue portal to the south.”
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“Please, how do we find the portal?”

No response.

“Hey,” said Spark, “didst thou not hear
him? He wants to know how to find the
portal.”

No response.

“Perhaps,” said Iolo, taking the sling from
Spark’s raised hand, “this is not the way to
the Test of Love.”

I nodded. We left the chamber to speak
with the elderly mage, hoping he could tell us
how we might attempt the Test of Love. I
knocked on his door but he didn’t answer.
Peering into the room, [ saw nothing but an
array of tomes and parchments. What else did
I expect to find in the bedroom of a scholar?
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We entered and began inspecting the
literature. One book that caught my eye was
entitled, The Dark Core of Exodus. It had
been written by Erethian, and expanded on
his previous explanation of the malevolent
being’s Psyche and Dark Core. I decided to
take it, along with a scroll written in an
unusual language about something called the
Talisman of Infinity.

“Child!” Iolo called out. “Stop rummaging
through the man'’s personal belongings!”

I dropped one of the books I was reading
and looked up, embarrassed. However, Ilolo’s
eyes were not on me, but on Spark. The boy
was standing in the northeast corner, wearing
a half-smile much like the silly grin on my own
face. He gently set down a silver tankard on a
barrel and began to move away. There was a
sharp noise, like that of a mousetrap snapping
shut, and a section of the wall slid back to
reveal another chamber. An expression of
shock appeared on everyone’s face.

“How is that for assistance? Erethian
shows us the way without even being
present,” | joked.

“Might I point out that he will be none
too pleased with our disturbance? I believe we
should depart quickly.” That’s lolo—always a
fountain of wisdom.

The room was completely empty, except
for the lone blue Moongate blocking the
northern wall. lolo held out his hand, politely
indicating that I should lead. We stepped
through and found ourselves standing in a
small enclosure. All around us were
mountains. | noticed a cabin to our southwest;
at the same time, Spark pointed to a statue
standing in a quarry to the southeast. We
chose to inspect the statue.

As we approached the figure, I noticed
that there were, in fact, two figures. One,




however, was lying on the ground. Upon
tloser inspection I realized that it lay in pieces,
broken. The standing statue had been placed
beside its shattered counterpart, its head
lowered in carved reverence. Despite its
granite features, a downcast look was
apparent on its face. Then, surprisingly, it
turned and spoke.

“Why, by the stars,” exclaimed lolo, “I
believe it is a creature!”

Slowly, as if with great effort, it raised its
head. “Help him?” it asked carefully, pointing
to the fallen statue lying near it.

“What sort of creature are you?”

“We are called stone golems ... because
we are made out of stone and rock.” The
response was slow and deliberate.

“Made? What dost thou mean by this?”
lolo appeared truly puzzled.

“l know nothing about the process, but
Astelleron once told me he used something
called ... magic to give us life and ...
animation.” The golem paused, obviously
conscious of his next thought. “He did not like
his ... solitude. He said he was ... lonely.”

“Astelleron? Who is he?”

“Astelleron made us. He is our master.
“We were ... fashioned ... out of the rock
from the quarry on this small island.” Island?
So that was where we were. No wonder |
didn't recognize any of the surrounding
mountains.

[ continued my questioning. “Tell us more
about Astelleron’s magic.”

“I do not know what ... it is, but there are
many books in his house. I do not ... know
what they are about. Adjhar read them.
Perhaps ... there is something there about ...
magic.”

“You said your master felt lonely.”

“Astelleron said it was how ... a person
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feels when no one is around. He told us how
... happy he felt after we were ... born. He
called me ... a son.”

“Was that why he made you?”

“We were ... created to protect the
Shrines of the Principles. Only the ... Avatar
should use their power. Adjhar and [ were ...
keeping watch ... when the wall fell on
Adjhar. And the loud noise came ... I carried
him here so that I could restore him, but I do
not ... know how.” Slowly the creature raised
its head, taking its blue eyes away from the
other golem.

“How can we help you?”

“My companion ... Adjhar ... He is dying.
Thou must help repair him. Please, I beg ...
thee. I have a book here that Adjhar said told
about ... our ... creation.” It bent down and
picked up a weathered tome. I took it
gingerly. It was evident that the book had
seen much use, for the leather covering was
wearing away to reveal the wood beneath and
the pages were quite dog-eared. “I already set
up five ... rocks to mark a spot for the ...
blood,” said the golem.

“Blood!” said lolo.

“I did not ... understand the book, but I
remember ... blood ...”

“We will help.” I placed a hand upon its
rock shoulder. Though its features never
actually changed, I swear to this day that I
could see its sense of relief.

The hard part now was locating this
Astelleron, or at least finding some way to
learn more about these creatures. We stopped
first at the cabin. No one was home, but the
door was unlocked. Inside, we came across a
few books, including Astelleron’s journal. His
notes, which were not very complete, detailed
a variety of events that had eventually led to
the construction of his golems. From them I
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learned that Adjhar’s companion, the golem
with whom we had been speaking, was
named Bollux. There was also mention of
something he had found called the Stone of
Castambre, apparently the means of giving
golems the power of speech. Another tome
simply described the process for creating
golems—close to what we were searching for,
but, since we actually wanted to repair one
instead of create one, not close enough. An
interesting connection, however, was that this
book also referred to the Stone of Castambre.
Then I remembered the book the golem had
given me. | looked at the title: The Stone of
Castambre, by MacCuth.

Quickly skimming the worn pages, I
learned what | needed. According to the
book, repairing a golem was simple, provided
that one had access to the Stone of
Castambre. All we had to do was cut the Tree
of Life, which was part of the Stone, and
place the blood around the golem’s body as
described in the book. Then read a quick
incantation, do something with a “heart,” and
we were done. Of course, | was unable to
make out some words covered by a smudge,
but I was sure I had the gist of the ceremony.

“Oh, no!” My groan alarmed the others.

“What is it, milord?”

“The scroll, Iolo. The tome says I will find
it at the back, but see”—I helped the book up
on the last page—“it is missing.”

“Is this it?” Spark grabbed a battered
piece of parchment from the floor and
handed it to me.

“Indeed it is!” For the first time ever, I
believe, | wanted to hug the boy.

“Not to destroy this lovely scene, milord,
but we still have that Stone to locate. "Twould
be nice to finish this and get on with our quest
as soon as possible.”
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Behind the cabin we encountered a small
cave full of supplies. Apparently we had come

across Astelleron’s storehouse. We looped
J

around to the other side of the shack and
walked toward a well.

“Excuse me, milord,”—lolo cleared his
throat—"“but I do not expect we will be
speaking with Astelleron any time soon.” He
pointed to a collection of rocks piled together
against the side of a mountain. At the base
was a wooden plaque, upon which were
inscribed the words, “Here lies beloved father
and master.”

“That would explain his absence,” 1 said.
“I had wondered why Bollux did not ask his
creator to repair Adjhar.”

I told Spark to take the bucket from the
well as we passed it. Due east was another
cave. At first, this one seemed as sparsely
supplied as the other, containing only a few
powder kegs here and there. However, we
found an exit that led to a small enclosed area
outside. At the edge of the exit lay a backpack
and a pick. Taking the pick, [ stepped into the
open air. Suddenly, the image changed and
we found ourselves in yet another dungeon,
this one sporting man-made walls. We
followed the corridor into a little glade and
were stunned by the vision before us. I can
remember no setting more idyllic than what
lay before us. A deer picked at the grass a
rabbits hopped playfully beneath its feet; birds
sang love songs to the world; and in the
center of all of this sat what could only have
been the legendary Stone of Castambre.

Five stones had been placed about it like
the five vertices of a pentacle. The Stone itself
pulsed with life and its veins were clearly
visible through the layers of rock. From the
top of the Stone, with roots firmly implanted
within, grew the Tree of Life.
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Despite the benevolent atmosphere, we
tould not forget our task. I placed the bucket
il the base of the Stone, raised the pick, and
sinick the Tree of Life. It did not scream in
pain, as MacCuth’s tome had warned, but it
did bleed. Slowly at first, but by my third blow
we had filled the bucket. Hoping that would
be enough, we headed back to the quarry.

Bollux was still there when we returned.
Silently, 1 dribbled the blood on top of the
- tocks he had set down.

“Stand back, all,” I said, unrolling the
scroll.

“Wait,” said Iolo. “According to the tome,
a ‘heart’ will be necessary to perform this

Bollux, apparently distressed by lolo’s
inferruption, shouted, “I will give him mine!”
We watched in stunned horror as the golem
pierced his chest with his fingers and pulled
forth a heart-shaped stone. With one final
flurry of action, he dropped it on Adjhar’s
chest and fell to the ground, motionless.

“He gave up his heart ... so that Adjhar
may live,” cried lolo. Spark just stood there
with his mouth open.

After a few minutes, Iolo spoke up. “Well,
not to be morbid, but I suppose the
incantation should work now.”

| felt around Adjhar’s chest and found an
indentation, where [ set the “heart.” Solemnly
| read the spell from the scroll. Then,
returning the parchment to my pouch, I
chanted, “In Ylem ... In Grav ... In Mani
...Kal Por ... Vas Flam Uus!”

A clap of thunder sounded. Then each of
the five blood spots changed into a fiery blaze.
lolo tapped me on the shoulder, pulling my
attention from the sky, which I had been
watching. There, slowly rising from the ground,
was Adjhar, miraculously all in one piece.
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“Greetings to thee, honorable one,”
Adjhar said. “I can but assume that my
presence here was thy doing.” It was readily
apparent that this golem possessed a greater
capacity for speech than had his brother. He
stared down at the prone, lifeless body of
Bollux. Quickly he looked up. “Wh-what has
happened?”

I quickly related the details of Bollux’s
death.

“He sacrificed himself by giving me his
heart ... the fool!” Adjhar’'s words were
insulting but his tone was affectionate. “I must
help him, as he helped me! Wilt thou assist?”

“Of course!”

“Very good,” he said, obviously pleased.
“I thank thee in advance.”

“What did you mean when you called
Bollux a fool?”

Adjhar shook his head. “Poor Bollux did
not know of the Stone of Castambre. His
sacrifice was, perhaps, unnecessary. Hast
thou, perchance, come across MacCuth's The
Stone of Castambre?”

“Yes,” | said, offering the book to him.
“We used it to revive you.”

His red eyes seemed to reveal his hope as
he took the book from me. Was it a trick of
my eyes, or was he smiling?

“'Tis as I suspected. Bollux thought he
must sacrifice his own heart to return my life.”
Had I believed it possible, I would have felt
positive I'd just seen a drop of water fall from
the golem'’s right eye. “The poor fool gave his
life for mine. I can only hope I would have
done the same.

“Doing so now, however, would help
nothing, for once I was gone Bollux would
simply repeat his act.” Adjhar sighed.

“I don’t mean to be irreverent,” said lolo,
“but did the matter not involve death, 'twould
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be a humorous sight: the two golems popping
up and down as each one passed the ‘heart’
to the other.”

My glare silenced him. “Go on,” | said to
the golem.

“However, 'tis not necessary, for had
Bollux known what is covered by this smudge,
he could have told thee that a new heart may
be cut from the Tree of Life. Look here,” he
said, pointing to the smudged line in the
tome, which was smeared with dried mud. “I
remember this from before. Thou canst take
the very same pick with which thou didst
collect the blood and procure a ‘heart’ for
Bollux. Of course, after thou dost place the
heart upon Bollux’s body, thou must again
perform the same ritual of blood.”

“I will be right back.”

[ left the others and teleported back to the
glade. I found it more difficult this time to
bring myself to slash the Tree. Now that I
knew what to look for, however, it was easy
to find the heart-shaped lump sticking out
from beneath the bark. One hack and I had it
in my possession. A few more and the bucket
was filled with blood again. As I turned to
leave, I felt a tugging in my gut. I looked back
to see that the Tree had withered, its leaves
changing color in death.

At the quarry, I set the new “heart” in
Bollux and repeated the ceremony. | cannot
explain how, but, during the thunder and fire, I
think I was able to feel power return to the Tree
of Life. As I faced the two golems, I noticed that
they had adopted a stance more traditional for a
sentry—staunch and unmoving. For a brief
instant, I caught Bollux looking at Adjhar,
noticeably pleased to see his brother alive.

I stood before Adjhar, waiting for him to
speak. After a few moments, he said, “I was
created to be one of many protectors to the
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Shrines of the Three Principles. However, my
duty also includes being the keeper of the
Talisman of Love. Dost thou want the
Talisman of Love?”

It took a minute for his words to set in.

“You had the Talisman?”

“I was put here to protect the Shrines and
prevent any from acquiring the Talisman. Any
except the Avatar who demonstrated
knowledge and understanding of Love. The
Talisman is thine.” He brought a stone hand
to his heart and opened a small panel on his
chest. Reaching inside with his other hand, he
pulled out a beautiful yellow Talisman and
placed it in my palm.

“Thou hast earned this and the honors
and powers associated with it. Thou art truly
the Avatar.” He fell silent.

Blackness quickly surrounded us and we
were teleported to the Shrine Room. All three
of us were standing in front of the statue of
the beautiful woman.

“My heart is gladdened to learn that Love
is a Principle thou dost hold dear, evident by
thy successful completion of the Test of Love
Now, then, shall a blessing of quickness and
skill be thine.”

With that said, the statue blasted a surge
of energy into my body. Never before hadl
felt so replenished, as if I had spent a long
night luxuriating on a feathered bed, swathet
in silken sheets.

“Now hast thou earnestly experienced al
that is Love. 'Tis a benefit never to be taken:
lightly, for Love is a formidable motivator
Remember always the lessons in Compassion
Sacrifice, and Justice thou hast mastered’
Her compassion never wavered as sl
continued, warning me, “Do have a car
Avatar, for a great evil stirs within Britannia
know not the source.”
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Things were beginning to sound ominous.
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The only Shrine remaining was that of
Courage. The image of the armour-clad
warrior, raising his sword high above his head
in a symbolic gesture of triumph, evoked
within me the same feelings [ experience
following a battle. While afterwards, perhaps,
| feel regret for the lives lost, I find it
impossible to describe the initial sensation of
raw power after seeing my foes fall before my
sweeping blade.

“Dost thou think we will find a gate that
leads to Courage, as we did with Love?”
asked lolo.

“I do not know, my friend. However, we
have no other course but to look.”

We left to begin our search. After a
moment, we found another room behind the
eastern staircase—the room Erethian had
mentioned in reference to the Dark Core of
Exodus! I walked in and was immediately
taken aback by the sight of the large black
cylindrical object set in the middle of the
chamber. Iolo, too, was startled, for I heard
him gasp behind me. Oddly, I could feel the
emanation of an aura coming from it.
Cautiously I approached it. At first I only
thought | felt uneasy, but as I neared the
object, I felt as if my mind were being probed.
It began delicately at first, but then the waves
intensified. Images of long-ago memories
flitted before my eyes and old emotions
resurfaced. Then the images ceased and a
vast wave of power overwhelmed me.
Darkness followed. I awakened to find Iolo
standing over me.

“lolo!” I reached for his helping arm and
stood. “What happened?”

“I know not, milord. It took me a moment
to realize something was wrong. Thou began
to mutter strange things, no longer
responding to my queries. And then thine
eyes rolled upwards and thy knees caved in. |
picked thee up and brought thee out here
scant moments ago.”

I looked around and realized we were
back in the entry room. Iolo seemed deeply
distressed—understandably so—and Spark
appeared more shaken than usual. I turned to
head back to the room with the cylinder.

“Milord,” said Iolo, “art thou not aware of
what just transpired? Surely thou dost not
wish to return to the source of thy collapse.”

“I know this sounds odd, my friend, but I
feel I must go back inside. I suspect, or rather
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[ hope, that I will not be affected so severely a
second time.”

lIolo sent a stern glance my way, but
moved to follow me. Though obviously un-
comfortable, Spark stepped into line as well.

Fortunately, my supposition was correct.
Though 1 still felt the power of the object, I
didn’t lose consciousness. The northwestern
corner of the room was missing, but I could
see another chamber past it. Apparently the
destruction had opened accesses not intended
for most explorers to find.

“Huh? What is this?” asked lolo. “Why,
this mirror reflects not the images from
without, but—dare | say—an image from
within.”

[ turned to look at the mirror. Inside—and
don’t ask me to explain what | mean—I could
see more than just a simple scene. It appeared
as if the very glass were alight. Flames seemed
to lick at the other side of the mirror, yet I
could feel no heat.

“You have a brilliant gift for the
understatement,” | said.

To my surprise, the dancing fire began to
disappear into the background. Developing
slowly in its place was a form. The vision began
to clear and soon | was faced with a most
gruesome set of teeth, just barely fitting inside a
most gruesome maw, set in a most gruesome
face. I'd never been more pleased to have a
pane of glass between me and anything.

“Yes, Master,” said the figure. “How may
[ serve thee?” The wavering visage in the
mirror hesitated for a moment. “Thou art not
my master.” He then continued with a small
bow, saying, “Greetings, Britannian. What
dost thou wish of the great daemon,
Arcadion?”

“What ... what are you doing in this
mirror?”
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Arcadion attempted to smile, but failed
miserably. Instead he gave me a grimace that
could have turned a dragon to stone. “I am
currently in the service of one mage, Erethian
by name.” | got the distinct impression that
Arcadion would have just as soon ripped
Erethian limb from limb as served him.

“You serve the elderly man we met in the
other room?”

“He is my master’—the daemon’s smile
contorted into a poorly disguised scowl of
hatred—"“until other ... arrangements can be
made.”

“l do not understand. How did he
persuade you to serve him? For how long
have you been in there?”

The large daemon’s eyes closed as he
apparently attempted to restrain the force of
horrific emotions. “I have served that blind old
fool for more than two hundred years!”
Arcadion paused, regaining his composure.
Then a thought visibly crossed his darkened
face. “Perhaps thou mightest assist me to free
myself of this unwanted bondage. I could
prove an invaluable ally.” He paused to let his
offer sink in. “Well, mortal. Wilt thou help
me?”

“Don’t do it milord!” said lolo insistently.

“You can’t trust something that ugly,”
offered Spark.

[ silenced them with a glare, then turned
to address the daemon.

“Since | know nothing about the situation,
I cannot agree to help you just yet. Perhaps if
you give me more time to learn the facts—"

Arcadion looked as if he were about to
force his way through the mirror, but then
again mastered his incredible rage. With
considerable determination, he folded his
massive arms across his broad chest and
slowly restored his gruesome smile.
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“l can respect thy cowardice in this
situation. After all, Erethian is a powerful
mage, not the sort that a sheep like thyself
should be trifling with.” His contemptuous
sneer faded as he took his leave, melding with
the flickering fires.

“Milord, didst thou hear that?”

“Yes, lolo, I did. He called me a coward.
Do you think this is the Test of Courage? I
mean, performing the task he was going to
request?”

lolo shrugged, then nodded.

“Then I think 'twould be wise for me to
accept, no?”

“Aye,” nodded lolo.

Again | faced the mirror. “Arcadion, hear
my summons. | wish to speak with you
again!”

Slowly the flames faded and the fearsome
visage returned, the sneer still visible.

“Run along now, little mortal. Do not
pester thy betters with the idle ranting of thy
tongue.” At first he appeared nonchalant, but
then his expression became intense. “That is,
unless thou hast reconsidered mine offer. Hast
thou?”

I took a deep breath. “Yes, I have.”

A wicked look of triumph flickered across
his face, then was quickly replaced by a
ludicrous semblance of gratitude. “Thou art
truly courageous to vow to release me. Mine
eternal thanks are thine. Thou hast made
quite a powerful ally this day, mortal.

“T'll need a special gem in which to house
my essence when thou dost crack this prison
of a mirror. There was one such gem on this
island; that much I know. Find it. Bring it to
me, and together we shall break this mirror
which binds me to that blasted mage.” His
words faded as he did, leaving behind nothing
but the curtain of fire.

Iolo broke the silence. “To where next,
milord?”

I pointed through the shattered wall and
stepped through the opening. The room was
small, more so than any we'd seen so far, but
at the northern end was a blue Moongate.
Glancing back to confirm that my comrades
were following, I stepped through. We
emerged from the gate in a short north-south
tunnel. I had no doubt that we were in the
right place.

As before, I'll condense the events of our
excursion. After the simple manipulation of
some lockpicks, the southern door was open.
What we saw next haunts me to this day.
Outside a circle of burning candles stood a
sorcerer, his arms waving wildly about. Before
him lay an infant, still bloody from the
sacrifice! Piles of bones were strewn about
everywhere, and skeletons and the headless
ambled slowly over to us. Behind the masses
were two red Moongates, though nothing
came through them. Later, in fact, I concluded
that only the wizard could command the gates,
for nothing was able to exit through them
either. As we entered the fray, a clap of
thunder filled the chamber and lightning
flashed. Countless bodies fell, but before we
could wade through the carnage, the wizard
stopped his chanting and turned upon us. In
the center of the circle, surrounded by a fiery
mist, stood an undead master—a liche! Try as |
may, | can’'t remember how we managed to
slay all of our foes. All I can recollect is that we
found the key to the eastern door upon the
lifeless body of the mage.

Moving on, we encountered a variety of
oversized spiders and scorpions, finding in
both their lairs the levers necessary to
continue. In one room we found a crystal ball.
Looking through it, | was able to discover the
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importance of a glass sword, which we found
in the home of a nearby pair of dragons.
Another puzzle involved simply switching two
helmets, each from its chamber to that of the
other. Finally, just past the trolls and the
giant, we found our goal. Well, at least we
found our goal’s guardian.

In a large room there sat, waiting for us
specifically, it seemed, the largest dragon I've
ever laid eyes on. Don'’t laugh at the cliché!
Clutching my sword and shield, I steeled
myself for battle. As she opened her horrific
mouth, I prepared to dart out of the way of
her burning breath. Imagine my surprise when
words, not fire, came from the creature.

“Well met, seeker. | am Dracothraxus.
Thy test and, I fear, thy defeat lies before
thee. For thou shouldst know that | am made
immortal by the Keeper of Courage. "Twould
take a truly powerful artifact to destroy me ...
one that does not exist.”

The great dragon pawed the earth in
expectation of our imminent battle. The stare
she gave us could not be misinterpreted. Now
we were to fight.

The battle was over rather quickly. Both
lolo and Spark lay bleeding on the ground.
Only I remained standing. | was hesitant to
tend to the wounds of my companions just
then, however, because when the terrible
beast fell, it disappeared, leaving no trace of a
corpse. Yet in an instant it was back, this time
to speak again.

“Well done, little human. Thou art as
powerful as thou art courageous. Do not think
that thou hast destroyed me. Thou hast
merely bested me. And for this wondrous feat,
[ think thou dost deserve a reward. I have a
truly magnificent gem that I would give to
thee, if thy courage can but continue for a
bit.” Dracothraxus opened her mouth wide.
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Within, I saw a multitude of teeth, each one
needle-sharp. Near the back, I also spied a
small but brilliant blue gem. Remembering the
words of the daemon, I placed my hand inside
the furnace that was the dragon’s maw,
wondering if such a small gem was worth the
risk. However, the mouth did not close until
after I had the sparkling jewel in my
possession.

“I go now to rest, but I shall return. The
door will not open until thou hast found a way
to best me for good and for all. Farewell, little
mortal.”

Having healed our wounds with spells, |
persuaded the others—quite easily, mind
you—to backtrack and leave. Approaching
the mirror, I called for Arcadion. He was
smiling as he resurfaced.

“Thou hast within thy possession a small
blue gem. It can be used to free me! Crack
this accursed mirror with it! I'll enter it as [ am
freed!” He looked quite prepared to burst
from the mirror. With a quick look at the
others, | held the gem firmly in my hand and
shattered the mirror.

The little gem pulsed with energy.

“Now all Britannia shall feel my wrath. [l
make them all pay for every decade I spent
within that accursed mirror!” The gem glowed
brighter. It seemed as if the world were going
to come apart at the seams. Then—nothing.

“No!” The daemon’s primal scream
sounded a bit crystalline through the medium
of the gem. “This cannot be! That old fool
was right. I'm still trapped!” The daemon's
anguished voice fell silent.

“What do you mean by ‘feel your
wrath?”” | demanded. Maybe this had been
the wrong thing to do.

“Forgive my momentary indiscretion,
master. My bitter emotions overcame my
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reasoning for a brief time. I shall not let it
happen again.” Arcadion sounded pensive as
he responded. “It would seem that Erethian
was correct in his assumption that, should I
enter this gem, my power would not be set
free to use as I wish. Instead, it is at the beck
and call of the one who possesses the gem.
Wouldst thou care to partake of my power?” |
could feel the hesitancy in his voice.

“No.” At least not at the moment, |
thought.

“Perhaps | misjudged thee, master.
Mayhap in time thou canst call me friend as
well as ally.”

“What now?” asked lolo, echoing my
thoughts.

“We still do not have the Talisman of
Courage, so we can assume there is more to
the test. | suppose we should talk to the
mage, Erethian. With luck, he can offer some
advice.”

We found him shuffling about the book
collection in his room. It took him some time
to notice us, though I suspect it had more to
do with his preoccupation with his books than
with his blindness. After a moment, I cleared
my throat to get his attention. I succeeded.

“I'll never get any work done like this!
What dost thou wish of me?” Erethian seemed
a little peevish.

“Our humblest apologies, friend mage.
We need your assistance. | have bound within
this gem a being of tremendous power—or so
he claims. Do you know anything about the
daemon who lived in the mirror?”

“So. Thou hast made a servant of
Arcadion. "Tis good to be rid of his incessant
whining. | hope that thou findest him to be as
useful as I didst.” His words sounded more
like a curse than a warning.

The gem glowed brightly. "Tis good to see

the last of thee, also, old man. Perhaps in
another life, I shall be thy master, and thou the
slave.” The daemon let out a chilling little laugh.

Erethian looked a little shaken at the
sound of the daemon’s voice, but he quickly
recovered his composure. “I think not,
daemon. I am not at all sure that there is a
way for thou to get out of that little gem.”

“Pardon our continued disturbance, but
there is more. I have encountered a terrible foe:
one | can best, but not slay. I believe this to be
a vital aspect of my quest. Will you help us?”

The wizened man stood frowning in deep
thought, his finger on his lip, for several
minutes. Finally he spoke.

“I once attempted to create a sword of
great power. If thou wishest to continue my
work, thou shalt have need of some few
pieces of forging equipment. And a place to
put them. [ know just the spot. Come with me
and I'll see what I can do to help thee.”

With a wave of his hands, he teleported
all four of us from his bedroom to the main
hall, less than twenty feet away. A look of
grim determination came to his lined features.
He pushed up his sleeves like a blacksmith
about to shoe a high-strung horse. “Careful,
now,” the old mage warned solicitously. “The
powers | am about to release are capricious
and fickle. I wouldst not like to see something
untoward happen to thee.”

Another wave of the arms, a few more
incantations, and a well appeared. Near it sat
a warm forge with a bellows beside it, an
anvil, and a water trough. Little beads of
sweat appeared on the elderly mage’s
furrowed brow. “That was a bit harder than I
had expected.” He paused to mop his
forehead with the tip of his sleeve. “I had to
redirect a small underground river for the well
to tap. Now, then. Thou shalt have need of
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some few tools to make use of this
equipment, shan’t thee?” His rhetorical
question went unanswered as he once again
prepared to unleash his will upon the world.

Atop the heated coals a hand mirror
appeared, while the well lip became covered
with flowers. Erethian was extremely
displeased. Amidst muttered curses detailing
the uselessness of ether and bothersome inter-
dimensional beings, Erethian intoned the
magical words, “An Vas Ailem! Kal Bet
Ailem!” The mirror and flowers were replaced
by a hammer and a bucket.

Erethian’s face took on an ashen pallor.
Despite that, he looked contented with a job
well done. “As [ have said, I myself once
attempted to create an artifact of great power.
[ crafted the hilt from a dark substance that is
immutable, save by magical means. The
blade, however, is cast of an alloy of this
substance and the purest metals known to
Britannia. My artistic skills served me well
enough to fashion the hilt but, alas, the
strength was not in my arm to beat a good
temper into the blade. Perhaps thou canst
finish this great artifact for me.” He pulled a
poorly worked unfinished blade, with a fine
hilt, out of thin air. “Fear not to touch the hilt
when the blade is hot, for heat apparently
does not travel well across the medium of the
pure black substance. | wish thee good luck.”
He placed the sword upon the fire pit and
wearily turned away.

From watching others in the land I'd
learned enough to forge a respectable blade. I
filled the trough with water, heated the forge
with the bellows, then hammered an edge
onto the blade. I was forced to do this more
than once, each time dunking the blade in the
water to harden the edge. | was amazed at
how quickly the steam evaporated. Hours
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later, I felt I could work no more on the
sword. It seemed that I would never perfect
the heft of the weapon.

I spoke again with the wizard. His mood
was no better than the last time, but he
became calm when I mentioned my dilemma
with the sword.

“Yes, I can see how the blade would be too
clumsy to swing in combat. However, if thou
were to bind a magical source of power into
the hilt of the blade, thou mightest be able to
counteract the unwieldy nature of the sword.”

The little gem sparked up at this turn of
the conversation. “I believe that in my current
form, I could serve perfectly well as the
blade’s stabilizing force. In truth, this would
allow me to give thee access to some of my
more dramatic powers.” The daemon
sounded excited at this prospect—perhaps a
little too much so, I thought.

Erethian’s voice was quiet as he said,
“Consider well before thou bindest Arcadion
into the sword. It is true that he will be able fo
solve the sword’s problem of balance, but wil
he be able to solve his own problems as well?

“This is thy choice to make. Apparently
thou hast need to make this sword function,
but if the daemon is thy only recourse, I pify
thee. For as surely as Arcadion will be bound
within the sword, thou wilt be bound to
possess it. | can tell thee no more.”

I was mystified by Erethian’s warning, &
was lolo. However, realizing the daemon
might be my only hope against the dragon!
clasped the gem to the hilt of the sword. A
thunderous noise echoed and a flash d
brilliant lightning filled the room. Instantly!
knew it had succeeded. I lifted the blade. Itf
good—I mean, really good—in my hand.

“Now,” | said to lolo and Spark, “let
complete our third test.”
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Easily traversing the dungeon corridors,

~ we shortly found ourselves again in the

thamber of Dracothraxus. As we entered, she
sniffed the air distastefully.

‘l sense my doom nearby,” said the
dragon. “Perhaps | am to be released at long
last. | wish thee good luck, mortal. Defend
thyself!” With that, Dracothraxus leaped at us,
claws first.

“Arcadion!” I shouted.

“Yes, master!” The vibrancy of the
daemon’s voice disturbed me as it poured
fom the sword. “What dost thou seek of thy

 servant?”
“I need thy power.”
“Which of my powers dost thou seek?”
‘Death! Death to the dragon,

Dracothraxus!” 1 was filled with both awe and
rage.
“Ah, Dracothraxus. We meet once again.
Tis a pity thou shan'’t survive our meeting this
time. Perhaps if thou hadst given the gem to
me when first I asked, none of this
unpleasantness would be necessary.”

The dragon responded with great
resignation. “My will is not mine own in this
matter, Arcadion. Mayhap thou art finding,
100, that thy will is not thine own.”

As if in response to the stinging words,
the sword, more of its own volition than mine,
sliced through Dracothraxus’ large head.
Wasting no time worrying about the terrible
force | now wielded with ease, we opened the
door and jumped through the blue gate. At
the other end, we found a blue Talisman.
Placing the Talisman in my pack, I found
myself teleported before the statue of the
stone fighter.

‘Well done, mighty warrior! The
unsurpassed Courage which flows through thy
veins could be none other than that of the
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Avatar. Thou hast proven thyself worthy of
the reward of Courage with Valor, Sacrifice,
Honor, and Spirituality. Receive it now in
Humility.”

For a third time I was overcome by the
sensation of power coursing throughout my
body, as if every muscle in my body had
tensed but never released. Courage spoke
again, this time in an urgent tone.

“I lay upon thee a geas, and as thou art
the Avatar, thou art bound to respond. Thy
quest is to seek the Talisman of Infinity.
Within this castle there lies a scroll which can
tell thee of its use. Go now, for time grows
short.”

B R R

“Erethian,” | called. Again I sought the mage’s
advice, for the things told to me by the
Shrines were quite disturbing. A cursory
search of the castle indicated that he could
only be in his bedroom.

“Erethian!”

“Will I ever be without these accursed
distractions? What dost thou wish now?” He
called through his closed door.

“I have news that will be of great interest
to you.”

“I doubt that, young one.”

“Think not? 'Tis about the Dark Core.”

“Why didst thou not say so sooner. Please
come in.”

He folded his book in his lap as we
entered, holding one hand between the pages
to mark his place.

“I believe,” I said, “that the Psyche might
be returning.”

“Could this possibly be true?” Erethian's
blind eyes lit up with unabashed glee. “What
an opportunity I have here!” For an instant,
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his mind left us as his imagination ran free.
Then he noticed our presence again. “Now,
do not let any strange ideas of destruction
enter thy mind, Avatar. I shan't let thee
deprive me of this chance to experience a true
wonder of the world. Run along now. Is there
not a wrong to be righted, somewhere else?”

“I have also been warned of a great evil
here on the island.” It was difficult to control
my impatience.

The elderly mage frowned. “I sense no
great evil, but then I never did quite get the
knack of cosmic awareness. Nevertheless,
don’t worry thyself overmuch. These things
tend to work themselves out.” I felt as if I'd
just been patted on the head and asked to go
play elsewhere.

“Fine, old man,” I sighed. “At least tell
me what you know about the Talisman of
Infinity.”

“Ah, yes. | once had a scroll that told of a
Talisman by that name. If only I could
remember where | put it. Dost thou by chance
have the parchment entitled Scroll of Infinity
with thee?”

Embarrassed for having ransacked his
abode, I removed the scroll from my pack and
handed it to him.

“Here we are. Now, then, it appears to
be written in a strange format. One might
even say a code of sorts ... I have it!
Apparently, the Talisman currently resides in
the Great Void. A plane somewhat removed
from ours. If thou wishest to gain access to
this Void, thou shalt need to craft two lenses:
one concave, the other convex. Light focused
through the properly enchanted lenses will
open a conduit between our realm and the
Void. I believe this treatise speaks of three
Talismans of Principle that send out a call to
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the Infinity Talisman and bring it here. Once
here, it would seem that its sole purpose is to
coerce a powerful force into the Void.” A
thought was made visible by the concern on
Erethian’s face. “Oh no, Avatar ... thou
shan’t gain any more aid from me. I may be
blind, but I see through thy sham. I'll not help
thee send the Core into the Void.” With that,
he turned away and shooed us out the door.

Arcadion’s voice whispered to me like a
ripple crossing a still pond. “Fear not, my
master. | have some knowledge of these
matters.”

“Tell me!”

His voice was smug; he realized my
request for assistance acknowledged his
power. “Yes, I can help thee if thou wishest to
exile what remains of Exodus to the Void.
Firstly, thou shalt have need of the lenses of
which the doddering old fool spoke. Next
thou must needs have the Talismans of the
Three Principles. And finally, make sure that
there are lit torches upon the walls to either
side of the pedestal upon which the Dark
Core rests.

“Where can I find lenses such as Erethian
described?”

“The concave and convex lenses which
thou used to place the Codex of Infinite
Wisdom within the Void, 1 believe, now si
forgotten in the Museum of Britannia. They
must be placed between the Dark Core and
the torches on either side of the pedestal. And
the Talismans of the Principles must be placed
upon the Dark Core like wedges in a pie.”

As you can guess, we departed from the
island and quickly returned to Britain. Strang
though it may seem, no one even stopped fi
question us when we lifted the lenses from thet
resting place and carried them out the door.
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Back on the island, we headed directly for
the door to the room that housed the Dark
Core. In spite of the wave of uneasiness rising
within me, [ placed the three Talismans on the
Dark Core. I can'’t begin to describe the feeling
inside me when [ actually touched the cylinder.
Next [ set a lens on each side of the Core, so
that the torches could shine through. Before
our very eyes, a fourth Talisman, the Talisman
of Infinity, appeared, completing the circle.

Suddenly there was a flash of light. Then,
appearing from the nothingness where the
light had been, Erethian stood.

“No! Thou must not do this!” His voice
was full of anguish. He raised his arms and
began a powerful spell. “Vas Ort Rel Tym
..." He stopped mid-spell and began another,
pointing toward the Talisman of Infinity. “Vas
An Ort Ailem!” 1 immediately recognized the
resonance of a spell gone awry. Apparently so
did Erethian. A look of horror came to his
wrinkled features, which appeared to become
more lined by the second.

The noise of the Dark Core’s explosion
was beyond deafening, and the force of the
blast threw all of us to the floor. When the
smoke cleared, however, only three of us
remained in the room. Both the Dark Core
and Erethian had been destroyed.

Cautiously, Iolo rose to his feet. “I am
sure that Lord British even now awaits news
of Exodus’ exile. It is time to leave this barren
island behind.”

“Old friend, I could not agree with you
more.”

® R ®

Lord British was, as usual, seated on his
throne. His mood had altered since our last

encounter, back before we had left for the Isle
of Fire; this time his spirits were high.

“l felt the passing of the remains of
Exodus from this realm. It has lifted a great
weight from my shoulders. And so, Avatar, |
cannot let this accomplishment go
unrewarded. Please kneel, my friend.” He
held out his hand as [ obeyed.

“My memory is clouded about what
happened next. [ do remember experiencing a
sensation very much similar to what the three
Shrines had given me, only this time all at
once. The strength, the cunning, the speed,
all these gifts bestowed by Lord British, I still
carry to this day. In here.” As the Avatar said
this, he touched his chest and his forehead.
“And never will | treasure another gift so
highly.”

“Not even the daemon sword?” | asked
coyly.

“No, dear Carlotta. Not even the daemon
sword.”

BRRE

But what happened next?”

“Better I should tell you what happened
before,” said the Avatar.

“Oh, yes, I do want to hear about your
travails in the Stygian Abyss, but what
happened to the Guardian? How will you get
home? Where have you been?”

The Avatar held up his hands and began
laughing. “Too many questions. Too little
time. Which would like next? The Abyss, or
where I've been—on Serpent Isle?”

“The Abyss first. Then the other.”

“Very well,” he said. “I was at home on
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Town Plots

Britain

: ”'_ here are several short quests to be completed in Britain. None of them
B is required to solve the game, but each one adds a bit of interesting
IO insight into the lives of those who live in Britannia’s largest city.
In the Roval Prison, Weston will tell a tale of woe, explaining that his incarceration
resulted from his need to feed his starving family in Paws. Retelling the story to Lord
British will lead to Weston'’s freedom. Miranda, in the castle, could use some help turning
a bill, concerning waste products and Lock Lake, into a law. Take the bill to Lord
Heather in Cove and have him sign it. Miranda will be extremely pleased when you
present her with the signed document.

Although Patterson speaks of his home life, it’s his wife Judith who is truly troubled.
Following Patterson to Candice’s house after a Fellowship meeting will prove Judith’s
suspicions to be true. Confront Patterson and Candice while they're together.

Try your hand at acting while you're in the city. Find Raymundo and ask him for an
audition. Before the actual audition, have Gaye make a costume for you. Once that’s
done, return to the theater and show Raymundo the best performance ever!

A few people will want goods from another part of Britannia. Kessler will buy vials of
serpent venom, which can be procured at Morfin's or from Garritt in Paws, and also
from the mines in Minoc and Vesper. Also, Boots, the royal cook, can always use some
mutton. The butcher in Paws, Morfin, sells such meats. Have any gems? Sell those to
Sean, the jeweler.

It's also possible to obtain gainful employment in Britannia. Willy the Baker offers his
oven for use. Use some flour and water to make dough, then set that in the hearth.
Once the bread has risen, Willy will pay gold for it. If farming seems a more suitable
occupation, ask Mack for a job gathering eggs from the chicken coop. Every day the
chickens lay more eggs. Finally, Brownie needs help picking pumpkins from the patch at
the north end of his farm.

111



Buccaneer's Den

Though Mole and Blacktooth were once
friends, it seems that The Fellowship has
driven a wedge between them. However, it’s
quite easy to soothe hurt feelings by acting as
a go-between, relaying each pirate’s desire to
restore his friendship with the other.

Cove

The quest in Cove will actually lead all the way
across the continent. When Lord Heather
mentions Nastassia and her lack of lovers, he
will also recommend that you hear De Maria’s
tale of Nastassia’'s sorrow. Find Nastassia at
the Shrine of Compassion, where she waits for
the Avatar to help unravel a family mystery—
what happened to her father, Julius. Her one
clue leads to the Emps, creatures who live in
the eastern part of the Deep Forest. The Emp
who knows of her father is named Trellek, but
you must first offer honey before he’ll speak.
Back in Cove, Nastassia will be overjoyed to
learn that, though her father is dead, he died
for a very honorable reason.

Jhelom

Though duels at noon are the norm in this
town, Sprellic, the innkeeper, is no fighter. Of
course, facing three such challenges has left
him scared witless. His story about the
swindler who claimed to be the Avatar rings
true, especially since the Honor Flag of the
Library of Scars is indeed missing. Sprellic is
happy for any help, including Kliftin’s
suggestion that another banner be woven. On
the battlefield at noon, the three fighters will
accept either the false Honor Flag or you as
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Sprellic’s champion. In the latter case,
however, be sure to make a bet with Ophelia
or Daphne on the outcome of the duel.

M¥inoc

Though all the townspeople have their own
opinions about the situation, virtually
everyone knows that Owen, the shipbuilder, is
having a monument built in his honor. Mayor
Burnside will claim that The Fellowship has
used its influence to aid in the construction of
the statue. Gladstone, head of the Artisan’s
Guild will reveal his concerns about the
monument. Speaking with Jakher leads to
information about a ship in Owen'’s past that
sank, taking with it the brother of a nearby
hermit, Karl. Karl lives in a small house
southeast of Minoc proper. Persist until you
hear his story and discover that he once stole
plans for a ship from Owen, hiding them in
his house.

With the ship plans in hand, visit Julia
and let her give you a tinker’s perspective.
Upon close inspection, she’ll discover a major
flaw in the design. Show the flaw to Mayor
Burnside and he’ll cancel any remaining work
on the monument, making Gladstone and the
other artisans quite pleased. Should Owen
learn of the errors in the plans for the ship, he
will kill himself.

Moonglow

Moonglow is one of the larger centers of
population, which increases its tendency fo
attract unusual residents. One interesting:
individual is actually two: the twins Brion anl
Nelson. When the bartender, Phearcy, offes
free food and drink to anyone who has gossip



about Zelda, start by speaking to the Lycaeum
adviser herself. Zelda will admit to an
attraction for Brion, but a conversation with
him reveals that the feeling is not mutual.
Ironically, it is his brother, the Lycaeum Head,
who carries a torch for Zelda, something only
Nelson knows. Though Zelda will be broken
up about her unrequited love, she will, given
the opportunity, settle for Nelson's affections.

While visiting with Brion, accept his offer
of the orrery viewer. You will have to pay
Addom 20 gold to purchase the necessary
crystal, but once you do, Brion will give you
the viewer free of charge. Addom is currently
staying with Elad, the healer, but spends most
of the day at Phearcy’s tavern.

Since The Fellowship is fairly new to
Moonglow, it presence has led to some
fascinating situations. Cubolt, a farmer, is
distraught about his brother’s recent initiation
into The Fellowship. Not only does he want
Tolemac to withdraw, but he also hopes to
discourage their long-time friend, Morz, from
making a similar decision. While lectures to
Tolemac fall on deaf ears, the advice you pass
on from Cubolt will be readily heeded by Morz!

Other seeds of discontent lie within the
walls of the Fellowship hall itself. Balayna, the
clerk, distrusts the new branch head, but will
reveal this only to other Fellowship members.
Should Rankin, the branch head, be told of
her accusations, he’ll dismiss them, even
asking for assistance in delivering to her a vial
of liqueur sent from afar. If you refuse,
Balayna will mysteriously disappear. If the vial
is delivered, however, she will drink it, falling
prey to the deadly poison within. Later you
can confront Rankin about his clerk.
Depending on whether she died or
disappeared, he’ll offer detailed explanations
of plausible causes for her misfortunes.
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Because New Magincia is a secluded island,
news travels quickly. Speak with just about
anyone in town and learn that three
strangers—shipwreck survivors—recently
happened ashore. The local shipwright knows
of the ship, which was built by Owen of
Minoc, and knows of the storm that sank it.

Eventually, Henry will whine about his lost
locket, with which he had hoped to declare
his love for Constance, the water carrier. Sam
the Flower Man, who in his leisure is witness
to many events on the island, remembers
having seen the three strangers following
Henry shortly after he acquired the locket
from his childhood friend, Katrina. Sadly,
Constance believes Henry to be a liar, and has
developed an attraction for Robin, one of the
survivors. Robin admits to having owned a
locket, but, like poor Henry, has since lost it.
He is far more interested in getting off the
island with his two companions, and is
desperate for assistance. However, Robin’s
friends are far less subtle than he, and fail to
disguise their nefarious ways, hinting that
Robin lost “his” locket after a night’s revel at
the local tavern.

Approached about a missing locket, Boris
will admit that he filched it while serving
drinks to the three strangers, planning to give
it to Constance himself. However, his wife,
Mayor Magenta, happened upon the locket in
its hiding place and assumed it was a gift from
Boris. Once she is told about Henry’s
misfortune, she agrees to give up the jewelry.
Woe to Boris, however!

With the locket in hand, you can persuade
Robin to divulge his true plans—to kidnap
Constance and sell her to the Baths in
Buccaneer’s Den. Once he has confessed,
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Robin and his cronies will attack you. By
returning the locket to Henry, you provide
him with the opportunity to capture fair
Constance’s heart.

Paws

The lower economic level of this town has
brought about some rather unpleasant events
recently. The buzz around town is of the silver
serpent venom stolen from a local merchant.
The victim, a rude fellow named Morfin who
sells his venom to the apothecary in Britain,
would be very appreciative of any help in
catching the thief. Feridwyn, who heads the
Fellowship shelter, has a lot of useful
information about the townsfolk, as does his
precocious son, Garritt.

Near the shelter you can find the widow
Camille. She is a friendly sort, who makes her
living tending a garden and growing wheat to
sell to the mill. She will ask you to deliver a
sack at this time, because her son, Tobias, is
too busy with chores and such. On your way
back from the miller’s, Feridwyn will stop you
to relate an interesting development.
Apparently the missing venom has been
found in Tobias’ room. Of course, Camille
insists upon her son’s innocence, and two
beggars who live in the shelter vouch for his
character. Tobias, too, declares he is
innocent, claiming Garritt framed him.

Andrew, the dairy owner, mentions that
Morfin leaves his shop at unusual hours and
has always been particularly concerned with
locking his storeroom. Morfin keeps the key
somewhere in his home. A search of the
slaughterhouse reveals a surplus of venom and
a ledger detailing illegal sales to the Britannian
Mining Company. Morfin confesses to the
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sales, and also suggests that Garritt shows
signs of venom use. In addition, he gives you
a key that Garritt dropped near the
slaughterhouse.

Using the key to gain access to Garritt's
belongings, you will find a vial of venom inside
a bag within a locked chest beside his bed.
Once accosted, Garritt confesses to the crime
and to the frame-up.

oerpent’s Hold

Lord John-Paul runs a tight keep, and his
fellow knights show him great respect.
Apparently this respect has worn thin. Lord
John-Paul will request assistance in solving a
mysterious case of vandalism. Be sure to
agree the first time, because it will be very
difficult to persuade him to ask a second time.
John-Paul suggests speaking with Sir Denton,
who is often considered the eyes and ears of
Serpent Hold. Throughout the investigation,
Denton will act as the focal point, helping to
move things along when you find yourself
stumped. Initially, Denton will mention that
Sir Richter is officially in charge of
determining who defaced the statue of Lord
British, and that you should talk with him first.

The only thing Richter has found so faris
a few chips taken from the base of the statue.
Denton will recommend taking the chips to
Lady Leigh, the healer, for analysis. Upon
inspection, the healer will notice something
odd about the chips. Apparently there ar
traces of Gargoyle blood on them. There is
only one Gargoyle in Serpent’s Hold—Sir
Horffe, the captain of the guard! If Lord Johr
Paul is apprised of the current situation, he
will chastise and punish his captain. You cai
also accuse Sir Horffe directly.
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It will take some prodding to get Horffe to
talk, but eventually he admits that he was at
the statue on the night of the vandal’s attack.
In addition, he mentions that there was
another present, who he assumes was the
vandal, but that he was unable to identify the
criminal. The lead does not die there,
however, because Lady Tory, the druid,
points out that she has noticed Sir Jordan
acting unusual.

Jordan has only one comment about the
incident. On the night of the desecration, he
heard a woman’s scream coming from the
commons area. He's uncertain, but believes it
sounded much like the voice of the Lady
Jehanne. Sure enough, the scream came from
the lovely provisioner; it was her reaction to
learning that her lord, Sir Pendaran was the
vandal. Confronted, Sir Pendaran, will
apologize and explain the motivation for his
actions. If Horffe has already been accused,
Lord John-Paul will apologize to him.

Sadly, the mystery has upset many of the
residents, and security has temporarily fallen
by the wayside. Lady Tory’s son, lan, has
been kidnapped. She suspects that the
harpies inhabiting the area around the Shrine
of Honor are responsible. A visit to the Shrine
confirms her belief, and, once lan is
recovered, she's quite grateful to have her son
back.

Terfin

Terfin is the only community that has no
human residents. However, even Gargoyles
have their disagreements. Take a moment to
talk with Teregus at the Hall of Knowledge.
He will speak of the conflicts The Fellowship
has brought to the Gargoyles. Forbrak, the

bartender, can provide even more details.
Obviously, both sides of the issue must be
examined. Find the healer, Inmanilem, and
ask him what he knows about his kin. He’ll
suggest a visit with Silamo, the gardener,
whose attitude he seems to have changed for
the worse recently.

Silamo knows nothing about the
discontent of the town, but shares plenty of
his own. He is far too aware of the greater
respect granted to the winged Gargoyles. The
one exception, he will note, is the wingless
Quaeven, who seems to have benefited from
his status as a Fellowship member. Neither
Quaeven nor Quan, the Fellowship leader,
has heard of the conflicts. In fact, Quaeven
has been planning on bringing in another
convert—Betra, the provisioner.

A conversation with Betra reveals that he
has no intention of joining The Fellowship.
However, he has heard of a plot to destroy
the Altars of Singularity, and offers that only
he and the other provisioner, Sarpling, would
have the materials necessary for such a deed.
Although Sarpling will deny any accusations, a
search of his store turns up a scroll that
implicates him and Runeb, the Fellowship
clerk. Sarpling confesses if confronted with
this evidence, but Runeb turns violent and
attacks you.

Vesper

Though it is not the only city in which
humans and Gargoyles live and work
together. Vesper is the only community
where the races do not coexist peacefully.
Yongi, the bartender, tells a story about an
unprovoked attack on one of his customers.
Blorn, the victim, confirms the report, asking
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for help in achieving vengeance. He
mentions that his attacker, Lap-Lem, would
be very hostile if the encounter were to be
brought up, and suggests you make a simple
surprise attack.

If you ignore Blorn’s advice and question
Lap-Lem, the Gargoyle will reveal the true
motivation for his behavior. Apparently Blorn
is in the wrong, because he was attacked
while stealing a locket from the Gargoyle!
When you make this point to Blorn, he admits
his guilt and grudgingly returns the locket.

Blorn and Yongi are not the only two
with troubles. Yvella is concerned about her
daughter Catherine, who disappears from
around the house each day at noon. Follow
Catherine and learn that she is visiting a
Gargoyle across the oasis. The Gargoyle, For-
Lem, is doing nothing more than reading
stories to her from the legends of his culture.
He asks for silence, promising that no harm
will come to the little girl. If you honor his
request, nothing happens to him or to
Catherine. If, however, Yvella is told where
her daughter goes, she passes on the
information to her husband, who eventually
slays the Gargoyle historian.

Be wary when venturing into the
Gargoyles’ tavern, for there are two
disgruntled brothers who are jobless. Blaming
humans for their lack of money, they will
attack if you dare disturb their drinking.

Yew

Yew is actually another collection of subplots,
rather than a single mini-quest. The first one
involves Reyna, the healer. Whether she is
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encountered in her shop or while visiting the
cemetery early in the morning, she will tell the
sad story of her mother’s death. In addition,
she will express a wish to see more flowers
brightening her mother’s grave. Aimi, who
tends a garden at the monastery, is known for
selling beautiful flowers, and will even give
them away if you mention your reason for
wanting them. Reyna will be thrilled to receive
the flowers, offering her healing services for
half-price the next time such services are
required. You can earn additional discounted
healing by bringing more flowers to her. In
addition, should you ever need healing after
normal working hours, regardless of whether
you have ever brought flowers for her mother,
Reyna will inspect your wounds and cure
them if they prove serious enough. She is the
only healer—other than Jaana when she is in
your party—who will offer her services in such
an emergency.

Inside the walls of Empath Abbey, youll
find a researcher named Kreg who is
attempting to make a potion of silence. To
further his studies, he’ll request a potion of
invisibility, commenting that one can be
purchased from Nicodemus, who lives nearby.
The other monks know nothing of Kreg or of
his experiments, and a glance at the High
Court’s record book will reveal his true
identity. If he is given the potion, Kreg wil
accept it. However, he’ll consume it
immediately, disappearing from view. If you
instead ask him for the truth about his
situation, Kreg will become violent and attack.

After you help the Emps by persuading
Ben to stop cutting down Silverleaf trees,
none of the taverns receives any more of the
material to use in making Silverleaf meal.




Down and Dirty
WalRthrough

he path to solving Ultima VII: The Black Gate is remarkably
_1 straightforward. There are very few splits in the plot, and those few
SWrad converge before the end of the game. One of your best assets from the
previous games, the Orb of the Moons, does not function for most of the game.
However, you can still greatly reduce your travel time by collecting a few special items
after leaving Trinsic. The first is a magic carpet, which makes it possible to cross any
terrain except the highest peaks. You can find this item in a small cove within the
Serpent’s Spine mountains, located northwest of Britain. In Britain’s museum, you'll see
eight colored stones, representing the eight Virtues. These stones will be very useful
when you cast the Mark and Recall spell. Set a stone in Lord British’s castle, one in
Rudyom'’s house in Cove, and another in Yew, near the home of Nicodemus. Place the
others wherever you wish, though locations inside some of the dungeons are
recommended.

Trinsic

Priority one is to is get out of Trinsic. The first thing to do is to take the key from the site
of Christopher’s murder. Answer Finnigan's questions and learn all the details of the
murder. Find Christopher’s son, Spark, at his house in the northwest corner of the town.
Spark will talk about The Fellowship and about his dream. While you're at the house, be
sure to take the gold, the scroll, and the medallion from the chest, and then ask Spark
about these items. Then visit Gilberto, the dock guard, at the healer’s to talk about what
he saw the night Christopher was killed. Before reporting to Finnigan for the password
to leave, speak with the Fellowship leader to find out what The Fellowship’s connection
is to the blacksmith.
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Britain

As with most games in the Ultima series, it's
always best to find and talk to Lord British in
Britain as early as possible. Though he’ll be
surprised to see the Avatar in Britannia, he'll
mention many things, including the problems
with magic and the mysterious substance
called blackrock. He will also be interested in
having you go to Cove and contact Rudyom.
As usual, he has placed within the castle a few
items for the Avatar’s use. Take the key in his
study and find the storeroom; make sure to
take at least the spellbook and the reagents.
Outside the castle, Chuckles will be his usual
annoying self. Solve his scroll game by
flipping the scroll a third time, which will
produce a hint that you should contact
Margareta of Minoc fairly soon.

Don't forgot to investigate the Britannian
branch of The Fellowship. Batlin will offer a lot
of useful information and will also administer
the Fellowship test to you, if you desire. Accept
his request to deliver the package to Elynor in
Minoc. Search the locked chest if the
opportunity arises, because the scroll inside it is
very informative. There are a few others in
Britain—Millie, Patterson, Gordon, and Clint—
who have helpful clues. Speak with them if it is
convenient. Also, feel free to open the sealed
package for Elynor, though you should be
prepared to accept her wrath if you do.

Cove

While it’s not necessary to visit Cove
immediately, its location makes it a
convenient stop on the way to Minoc.
Rudyom will have much to say about magic
and blackrock. Be sure to take his transmuter
wand.
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Minoc

Here, in Minoc, is the only true split in the
clue path. Is it best to follow Elizabeth and
Abraham, the two travelers mentioned by
Klog, or should you seek out Margareta's
wisdom, as suggested by Chuckles’ scroll? The
choice is actually irrelevant, because you'll
eventually cover both paths. For simplicity’s
sake, the path tracking the two Fellowship
members will be discussed first.

Minoc has recently experienced a
tragedy—a murder. This one seems to have
been performed very similar to the one in
Trinsic. Be sure to take the serpentine dagger
lying near the body. Find Elynor and give her
the package. From her, learn that Elizabeth
and Abraham have headed off to Paws. Visit
the Britannian Mining Company’s
headquarters and read their ledger, noting the
references to blackrock.

Paws and Jhelom

Follow the two Fellowship members to Paus
and ask Feridwyn about them. He'll explain
that they've already left for Jhelom. Tracking
them to Jhelom, learn that their lead has not
been shortened—they’'re on their way to
Britain. Before leaving Jhelom, ask the
trainer, De Snel, about the serpentine dagger
His response will be quite telling, as will hi
violent reaction!

DacRk to Britain

Returning to Britain, speak again with Batin
and agree to find the chest in the dungeo
Destard. Inside the dungeon, be prepared i
face many dragons. You'll find the chest iné



- chamber southeast of the entrance. The

' chest, however, will be empty. Report back to

~ Batlin and be inducted into The Fellowship.
Since, as you're told, Elizabeth and Abraham
are in Vesper, follow them there.

The Chase

In Vesper, Auston will tell you that they have
come and gone and are already on their way
to Moonglow. The Fellowship leader, Rankin,
suggests going to Terfin, where Quan claims
that they've gone to the Meditation Retreat.
At the Retreat, pump lan for as much
information as possible, since it's not worth
following the duo to Buccaneer’s Den.

The Alternate Path

Some time while you’re in Minoc, find
Margareta and learn your fortune. Before
leaving for Yew, ask the bartender at the
Chequered Cork about his missing arm.

Yew

Visit Empath Abbey and speak with Taylor
about the Emps, honey, and the Wisps. The
smoke bomb he offers may become useful.
Take a moment to search the High Court.
You should not only speak with both
prisoners, but also read the ledger in the
courtroom.

The Bee Cave

The are several ways to get honey from the
bees. The most direct—and the least
recommended—is to fight the bees. Two
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better ways are either to use Taylor’'s bomb to
put the bees to sleep, or to enlist the aid of the
ranger, Tseramed, who lives just south of the
caves. However, if you're already a member of
The Fellowship, keep that fact from him!

The Forest

Find the Emp named Trellek and offer him the
honey. That will persuade him to speak with
you. Before agreeing to join the party, he'll
want you to get permission from his wife. In
turn, she will want you to consult with
Salamon, the Emps’ wizened advisor. She’ll
send to the western edge of the forest in search
of the logger, Ben. He'll agree to fell no more
Silverleaf trees, and his signature will convince
Salamon to let Trellek accompany you.
Saralek, however, will change her mind. Tell
her your reasons for wanting Trellek’s
company and she’ll send you back to him. Be
sure to tell him the same reasons and to take
the whistle he gives you. Locate the abandoned
building in the middle of the forest and use the
whistle. The Wisps will offer you information
about the mage Alagner and his notebook.

Rew [{Tagincia

Alagner acknowledges his notes, but will
not give them to you until you agree to travel
to Skara Brae and learn the answer to the
questions of Life and Death.

oRkara Braec

You'll need the Seance spell to speak with all
of Skara Brae’s ghostly residents, so be sure
you have it in your spell book. The Tortured
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One, also named Caine, will agree to answer
your questions if you free the townsfolk from
the terrible liche, Horance. Your best ally here
will be Mordra, because she is most aware of
what has befallen the town. Visit Trent and
hear his tale of woe, making sure to take the
music box resting nearby. Play the box for
Rowena in the liche’s Dark Tower and she'll
give you her wedding band. Present the band
to Trent and he'll break away from his task
long enough to tell you how to make the Soul
Cage. Take one of the iron bars from the
cemetery to help the blacksmith finish the
cage’s construction. Ask Mordra for the list of
ingredients for the magical formula, all of
which can be found in her house. With
Caine’s assistance, assemble the laboratory
apparatus and mix the magical formula. Go to
the Dark Tower and find the Well of Souls
behind the secret door under the stairs. The
Soul Cage must be dipped into the Well of
Souls before you place it on the liche.

Place the cage over the prone liche during
the Black Mass and use the formula on him.
After he returns to his former self, take
Rowena to Trent and reunite them. You still
need to destroy the Well of Souls, but doing so
will require one of the spectres to sacrifice his
or her soul. Although it’s the Mayor who will
ultimately agree to be destroyed along with the
well, you must first make the request to every
other resident. Once the well is destroyed,
Caine will tell you what you need to know.

BacR to Rew [fTagincia

When you pass on Caine’s wisdom to
Alagner, he gives you the key to his
storehouse, where his notebook is kept. He
will stress the importance of returning the
book to him.
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The Wisp Again

In exchange for the information in the
notebook, the Wisp talks about the Time Lord
and the Guardian. Unfortunately, when you
go to return Alagner’s notes, you find him
dead. Use his crystal ball to witness his death.

The Shrine of Spirituality

You'll need the Orb of the Moons, activated
by the Wisp, to reach the Shrine. The Time
Lord will send you to the dungeon Despise to
find out what force is keeping him trapped. A
search of the dungeon vields the discovery of
a large generator, spherical in shape, located
near the western edge. When you tell this to
the Time Lord, he requests you to retrieve an
hourglass from the mage Nicodemus.

The Hourglass

Nicodemus barely remembers the artifact,
claiming that he once sold it to a vendor in
Paws. A quick trip to Beverlea’s House of
Items in Paws gets you the hourglass.
However, Nicodemus can’t enchant it until
the ether that controls magic is restored. The
Time Lord will suggest consulting the
slumbering mage Penumbra in Moonglow.

[ffoonglow

To gain entrance to Penumbra’s house, youll
need a hammer, a gold ring, a lockpick, a
spindle of thread, and some form of gold
currency. Place each item next to the
appropriate plaque as it appears. Make sure
you have an orange potion to awaken




Penumbra. When she wakes up, she’ll talk
about the pain that the affected ether is
causing her. Gather four chunks of blackrock,
each one to be placed on a separate pedestal
in her room. (You can use a mining machine
from the mine in Minoc or Vesper, or get the
pieces from Rudyom’s in Cove.) Once she’s
able to concentrate again, Penumbra will
direct you to the dungeon Deceit. There you'll
find another generator, this one in the shape
of a Tetrahedron.

The Ethereal Ring

Penumbra will send you in search of the
Ethereal Ring, which is necessary to enter the
Tetrahedron. Despite her suggestion,
Draxinusom will no longer have the ring.
However, he knows about it, including who
does have it—Martingo, who lives on the
island of Spektran. Possessing the greatest
disdain for you, Martingo offers the rings
freely, assuming you can best his guardian, a
stone harpy, to get the key to his vault.

The Tetrahedron

Penumbra enchants the ring, allowing you to
enter the Tetrahedron. You must have a
magical weapon or a glass sword to slay the
beast within. Be sure to take the miniature
Tetrahedron that remains when the larger one
is destroyed.

The Sphere

Now that the ether is back to normal,
Nicodemus can enchant the hourglass, which
you will need to enter the Sphere in Despise.
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There is no monster here, but you do have to
follow a set pattern for the Moongates. Red,
blue, blue, red will do the trick. As you did
with the Tetrahedron, take the little Sphere
you find. Once this has happened, the Time
Lord will contact you, asking you to return to
The Fellowship’s Meditation Retreat.

The Meditation Retreat

By now you must already be a member of The
Fellowship. Being one gets you into the
Retreat. You must enter the dungeon there
and locate the Cube generator. Use the
hourglass to speak with the Time Lord, who
will mention the need for the mineral called
Caddellite.

The DHhelmets

Back in Moonglow, talk to Brion about
Caddellite. He will tell you about Ambrosia,
where you're most likely to find the rare
mineral, and about Zorn, the blacksmith in
Minoc who can fashion helmets for you and
your companions. Nelson knows even more
about Ambrosia, including its possible
location. The Caddellite is hoarded by a three-
headed hydra, with which you may want to
chat before slaying it. As expected, Zorn can
construct the helmets.

The Cube

Getting inside is simple with the helmets.
However, getting the smaller Cube is much
trickier. Follow the diagram carefully. The
Time Lord will provide instructions for the
little Cube’s use.
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Buccaneer's Den

Keep the little Cube handy while speaking to
the residents of this town, for it increases
considerably the amount of information you
get. Speak to Danag and ask about Elizabeth
and Abraham, Hook, and a special project.
Talk to any of the consorts—Roberto, Wench,
or Martine—at the Baths and learn about the
secret passages that populate the mountains.
Sintag at the House of Games will have the
key to the door leading to the passages. Inside
the tunnels, you'll come across Hook’s
dwelling. There you'll find the Black Gate key,
a scroll listing Fellowship assassination targets,
and the navigation notes for the Crown
Jewel. Should you meet them, the denizens of
the dungeons have a few ancillary tidbits of
advice. You can exit the passages via the
Baths or the Fellowship hall.

[TAS] TAS] TAS] FAS] FAS] FAS] FAS] A
Ultima Vi1
N AT S AT S AT S A S A S A S AT A

122

The JIsle of the Avatar

Use the Black Gate key to pass the barrier.
Enter the dungeon and discover the Black
Gate. Be prepared, because Hook, Forskis,
Elizabeth, and Abraham will be there to stop
you, as will Batlin. Once they're defeated,
place the smaller generators in the pedestals
around the gate to neutralize the barriers.
Using Rudyom’s transmuter wand, destroy the
Black Gate.
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Start
Cube Puzzle
Number in black circles indicate temporary bridges. Fire field

Numbers in white circles mark triggers to create the
identically numbered temporary bridge.

Numbers without circles mark triggers to destroy the
identically numbered temporary bridge.
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Invisible barrier
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Jtems Tables

Britain
fipothecary Fred:
Kessler: Beel ™t oo v b e 20
BAENING .......coovevn oo 30 | v A e T O SN S e e Y. 20
IR e e e 150 o, RARRRORRNE WERS T . o S 3
RO 150 MUBON ... 3
BRIINAHON .....v o vveenissnrensinsnsrassssnnes 50 Meat on a spit........coovvemniiniiicinnn, 3
BRSO ... ...covcovnenvesserneonsosecss 100 Divied meat.... . .5 une g M. 2
L AR e b 15 Flounder ..., 7
I 150 IR e e e S L e 5
o R EEE RS T N M R | 15 Kelly:
Silver serpent venom ....................... 50 Eqas (dozen).c..ovs v e 2 Sl ) 12
APDIE s Lol B g S B i | 3
firmourer BARANEL .5y R sl 3
Grayson: o S RS SRR T S 3
T T e RN 20 Grapes. ............................................. 3
ey Rt R e e 20 Pumpkin. ..o, 4
R SR B 20 Willy:
S o A S, T A5 ol K 25 2402 PR s s gty | 1" 4
SR L S Lo e L b e S 100 BT e W Lot b I 3
HRTOWING BX .--5s oot sonses tons sasanaring 25 | 2T e SRR, el b B mietah S 3
Two-handed sword ........................ 250 I740| e R L e 4
TWO‘handed s R R NI vy I 1 100 Gordon:
Leather armour .............cccooovvninnee. 50 T T R 8
i T 0D e e e 150
RR AEMOMT L., v e Senmpiepnenyess 300 THealer
IO ORIVBE. .. ...cvovn 5 sssiansdansons saon 20 Csil:
sl Wolm ™ ... T o ok 75 Heal.ing 40
BiRiked shieldSe- .. oo 0 ot 60 P T S A g 30
Foodstuffs Restrrection;:, sz el sleledite. 150, 450
Figg:
R D e e ol el SR ot iyt oo 5
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[ANZ4] IANZ4] N4 ] IANZ4] [NZ4] NZ4] N4 [Nz4)

Jdnn
Wavlarer's Inf e ta oo 10
Provisioners
Greg:
Backpacle S sl o¢ o oot 15
Bag . vt i e 8
BHCKET. i fo. B S L o e AT 8
HOG o/ 2 e A L 0% o 20
LocRPIek. qua ol o o Clrnamm s 10
Oil flasleldozen) b e ol 72
Powderikeanl & .. ol At i S 35
Shovelt S, el B St e 20
TOLCh L. 5 Fo s R R IO ok - By 5
Gaye:
] =0 o B S L6 30
Kidneybelte ... haitini . 20
LeathetlBoots: .55 . cou.. . i s st 40
Bants. vt Bt ines TN 30
5! 3T oA P, o | R e, 20
SWathp DoOLS .o mimasineinameiie 50
T iy R S AL VLR N 30
Spells
Nystul:
AR e R i ST . 10
BlaotMOss  ihnt 6
B DTS 8 Jor A EE E K  )1 4
Mandiake ROok ... .. ...dvesossissiresrnass 10
S Ve A s Lo SO e 8
1. [35] Create Food, Great Douse,
Light, Locate
2. [55] Enchant, Mass Cure,
Protection, Telekinesis
3. [85] Heal, Protect All, Sleep, Swarm
4. [95] Conijure, Mass Curse, Reveal,
Unlock Magic
5. [125] Dispel Field, Fire Field, Great

Heal, Invisibility
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Taverns

Training

6. [145] Cause Fear, Fire Ring, Flame
Strike, Sleep Field

7. [165] Death Bolt, Energy Field,
Energy Mist, Mass Might

8. [195] Death Vortex, Invisibility All,
Mass Death, Time Stop

The Blue Boar, Lucy:
|37 e e et ool eclon. W1 N L

Denby:
Dexterity, Intelligence, Magic............
Sentri:

Dexterity’ . ... conwbi i

Zella:
Dexterity, Combat ...
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Transport Miscellaneous

Clint: Mint:

Ship deed, the Beast ..................... 800 Pays 10 gold per nugget, 100 per bar

Oy | o S B 100 Jeweler:

Diane: Jat gl 1y O NN SRS S NS N 200

T A e s ey 120 BTy L e RIS RN S A v, * L 75
GOIIMARG oo st i s 100
Wedding band /... st 150

Lord British's Castle
Mint

Music Hall

Roval Theatre
Amusement area
Fellowship hall
Baker (Willy)
Brownie

The Blue Boar
Wayfarer’s Inn
Shipwright (Clint)
Trainer (Sentri)
Provisions (Gaye)
Provisions (Greg)
Trainer (Zella)
Jeweler (Sean)
Armourer (Grayson)
lolo’s Bows
Apothecary (Kessler)
Healer (Csil)

Fish & chips (Gordon)
Carts (Diane)

Rovyal orchard (Figg)
Farmers’ market
Trainer (Denby)

To egg farm (Mack)

N<XXE<CCH IO VOZErXRe ~IOmMmMOOwW»
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Buccaneer's Den

Armourer
Budo:
270, TSR NN (LRI 1" . 40
CNIR) come ool ), Tk, e 85 TR 20
BDAGACT . ivsoisvevissniss srsisnsnsonsmrmmabasing 20
511570 0 LA~ S e S 250
ST e L SR S 100
AYTOWS (AOZeN) ......comvviomcisvemsssssisssins 25
Bollsideazen)t o ey e 30
Platc arO 2. o ciaescs menomesim sensisadbale 325
Plate leaings . .....svopcovemseersmssssins 200
Scale: AIOUY .. :.oorsssomsssosivsssiosssins 100
INEICES s e e s s 25
0T e S el e L 40
Great heli ... cnrsnanensssssmssnsons 200
dnn
The Fallen Virgin.. i cooooviiiivosanses 10
Provisioner
Budo:
)57 o) 1 e e RO OR NS, oo 10
D178 T s st A [N O S W, 5

Tavern

The Fallen Virgin:
VIO . R ML e s s o S

Training

Lucky:
Intelliganca s bl L et v

Transport

Budo:
Ship deed, the Lusty Wench

Miscellaneous
The Baths:

. House of Games
. Baths

. Fellowship hall

. Budo’s

. The Fallen Virgin
. Trainer (Lucky)
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[ANZ4] ANZ4] W41 IANZ4] N4 IANZ4] N4 [Nz4)

fealer
Jaana:
LT L PP RO | - 30
VNG POISOM «vosisvaiesineih sivsssamttacns 15
RESUITECHON ..o oivsisivisneissiannnonss 400
dnn
B 111 o e e et 8
opells
Rudyom:
e R T T O T 5
BIOOH MOSS. - ..oonvoneiiinmsvsnssimessrsnsnsssnss 3
TSR i A R SRR £ 2
Mandrale ROOL ......ooeisemiacnsneensannsonsin 5
BRITOUS SN o os teonsvunis bamsmaiscnaniss 4
1. [25] Awaken All, Cure, Detect Trap,
Light
2. [45] Destroy Trap, Fire Blast, Great
Light, Telekinesis
3. [65] Curse, Heal, Paralyze, Poison
4. [85] Lightning, Mark, Recall, Seance

5. [115] Charm, Dance, Explosion,
Great Heal

6. [135] Clone, Magic Storm, Poison
Field, Sleep Field

7. [155] Create Cold, Delayed Blast,
Mass Charm, Restoration

8. [185] Armageddon, Resurrect,
Summon, Swordstrike

Tavern
The Emerald:
T R S T g 3
BGITIES . ..o o e T L . N e AN 3
T (A N A ol B S 2

CBRKE - os.vv o et vt s vwsnsie p B S0 o 2
A R DR ek, Ul NI L 2
VGO it s v rehiinns s e o r TR, 74
T o ot TR e S o i 3
Silverleat, . - oiot i s s TR 30
Training
Rayburt:
Strength, Dexterity, Combat............. 60

Townhall

Rudyom

Trainer (Rayburt)

To the Shrine of Compassion
The Emerald

. The Out'N'Inn

. Healer (Jaana)

OmmUOw»
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Jhelom

Armourer
Kliftin:
(S T e X I W 5
JB7ETs 1o o g R o 10
15952102100 Ireunee R S O o s B 150
MBCO . it e sieninirs SR TP 15
Main gauche .........cccoeeeevvivviirnnnnnnnn.. 20
3 (o35 711 07e ] 72 S et P b ¢ e L 15
Sr 7o) oo AR L AN M AL S el MO R0t 7" 60
Seale GIMIONT. .., 52 s is ittt e 120
CIOYaotamm i, o s 30
o (2 U (2 e e 150
dnn
The Bunk and Stool.............cccoeevee.... 5

Tavern
The Bunk and Stool:
LN e o g s st B 10
2§ o e R 25
D e Sh 3
P T e R e S 2
Moot e s 5
MRRaRT e o 2
SHIVRHIEAL: . .o vie 0 o rines st S e 20
Training
De Snel: Combat (x2) .........-e.omiiboe 40

A. Commons

B. The Bunk and Stool

C. The Library of Scars (De Snel)
D. Townhall

E. Armourer (Kliftin)
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Armourer
Zorn:
AT e S O R N P 12
DS e S SRS 1. 15
PO tess T by it s s e i T 70
BTOWINGIAK o 2c e ssvneavnin s mosinabseiis 20
Two-handed sword ........................ 125
o handed ax. .......cccosivmtnisitie, 70
TG by et TSP .| - ) 80
ERAIN AYINIOUT cv oo vsss svivonsrrsshis bl 100
BRAIICAGINGS - oo oo snshardoes siitoesboninns 50
P11 1810 0 N 0L D 300
BIRIC egaings. ... . ooocissonstssssmasasiones 120
T S S o 20
777 BTl v (R SRR 60
T T e pe R 150

dnn
fibeiChequerad Cork.....iveue s binabocires 8

[rEAS] IPAST NS /NS] FANS] F/ANST TS /NS

Jtems Tables
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minoc

Tavern
The Chequered Cork:
| 572 e bt Ly e e ey 3
(O TS L I e O B T i
(IO o #2. 0 0ua S o oo ok 2
o il W Sy ST IR o 3
Iy 273 L o i B e o ol el 10
L e R e 5,
L o) e N W L . 1o 4 35
Training
Karenna:
Bexteriy Combaty . i e vrmsisss 20
Jakher:
Strength, Intelligence....................... 20
Transport
Owen:
Ship deed, the Excellencia.......... 1,000
SORTATIT. - L o o S B LA 150

Artisans’ guild

Townhall

Shipwright (Owen)

The Checquered Cork
Fellowship hall

Trainers (Karenna and Jakher)
Armourer (Zorn)

Sawmill

ZTOmmOOw»
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{fToonglow

Apothecary BIGS.... coivevssnivmssiinsss R MR

Mariah:
1500 = 12 1) 14 g e este 15
91315 Lo e e R e 90

Spells

Mariah:

Elad; Black Pearl.. ... ..o 88 il v sl
HEBHNG " o an s oisnsanissmaiamcs v ionii® i 25 Garlic

Curing PoiSON ........ovvevviiniiniinniinines 10 KRS o oo o ssisinnenn LRGSR
Resurtection -......-cccuiieens e 425 Mandrake Root .......... coimnieiit

Nightshade. .. .ot c-ve e s i S

1. Create Food .o i nn
Carlyn: 2. Destroy Trap ..o s
Heavy cloak........ ik ssbmmsnssria 50 Cure

Healer

Provisioner

Detect TYAD ....ounsesmmvivserssacasitios 100
TeleKiNesiS ... crvvvisicsvissssnssaseacits
Light e veasis et Rt vt

ST 0T g s g ORI L BN |

Lycaeum (apothecary, Mariah and Jillian)
Fellowship hall

The Freindly Knave
Farmers

Carlyn’s

Penumbra

Trainer (Chad)
Observatory
Healer (Elad)

~ L OmMmOOwW>
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[ANZ4] INZ4] 4] ANZ4] 4] NZ4] [NZ4) [N4

BRCAUEC FOAT . .ivivvnssmmssscsnnes iamensnsres 80 T i
MIBTICE 5o i nmssmnsmsins s erns ssnenons 100 Rew magln‘:Ia
RBIGNIE ..o cnvwss s s Soguannes susbipaiites 40
Fire Field ........ooorveeereeeressreens go | dnn
Magic Storm ........c.eeeeveverenen. 100 The Modest Damsel.............cccceennnn. 3
RVISIBHIT . - oo it comnmesatanmensa st 40
Sleep Field...........coooverreererrrenne. 40 Tavern

EEEncray Field. ... oo ity 100 The Modest Damsel:

CETTE S| RN 100 T o TN A S e ] T 12
BHEEGUIVHSE. o v vcovvscsossonasen i s otbos s 60 | EiE Ve e R B RN T b
ST 3 oy R Sy S M, 3 3 40 ety e L S W e My 2
1 EETENG £ o7 SN e - o 40 14 (2727 [ SR RN Ry oo 5
SWOTASHIIIE ..o i r e sniairarassssennss 80 Votd v e NS S e 1
Restoration ........ccoeesveressons consobabs 80
I SHOD . ..covvs cossrdonapins i samaid 60 Transport

Russell:
pevern Ship deed, the Nymphet ................ 600

The Friendly Knave: ST | e e L S RO 40

T R o e S PR T 10

BRRION YAHONS . ..o vionvscrssinasinseriinn 12 Miscellaneous

U ey e s OO .. 8 2 Flower bouquet ...........cccveveveeennnnn. 12

T ST . | 2

T e R e 3

T, L N e M 4

SREE A s ol o Tt T 25

Training

Chad:

Pexterity, Combat.......coivmeiommussons 45

dillian:

Intelligence, Magic...............cocvuven... 35

A. The Modest Damsel
B. Alagner’s

C. Flower shop

D. Townhall

E. Shipwright (Russell)

133



[FAS] EAS] FAS] AN FAS] AS] FAS] TAS]
dltima VI
[ANZ4] N4 IANZ4] IANZ4] INZ4) N4 N4 N4

Paws
Foodstufl Provisioner
Thurston: Beverlea:
Sacloaliflour ... o e e T v 12 Ballbes . i ol S K 6
Morfin: Gl ok e i B i o8 10
Boel oo LM EBiig SEaae. SN 2 Hourglass .........ccocoevniiiiiniinnnnn. 5
| R e G, 4 7] (NI D T e T A 20
B s T bt sl e e RO 3 AT s i SN 2 B 20
Rocking horse. ... esesvssditaribos sivanshns 12
Andrew -
R e, o s - e A 3 SR, vt MR 1
L T e AN R e UM Rrecoli o 2 Tavern
Camille:
(5T TS e S S S MG tel 1 The Salty Dog:
L E e B S T S L 12
Inn S50 Lt e P el TSR R e 2
CHeese ... coibasmmi. Aol 4
The Salty DOg....