Kitiara, of all the days these days are |locked in dark and waiting, in regret.
The cl ouds obscure the city as | wite this, delaying thought and sunlight, as
the streets hang between day and darkness. | have waited past all decision
past the heart of shadows to tell you this.

In absences you grew nore beautiful, nore poisonous. You were an attar of
orchids in the stenmmi ng night, where passion, like a shark having found a

bl oodstream nmurders ot her senses, only taste preserving, buckling into itself,
finding the blood its own, a small wound first, but as the shark unravels the
belly tatters in the long throat's tunnel. And knowi ng this, the night stil
seens a richness, a gauntlet of desires ending in peace, | would still be part
of these allurenents, and to my arns | would take in the darkness, blessed and
renamed by pl easure

But the light,

The light, ny Kitiara, when the sun spangles the rain-gorged sidewal ks and the
oil fromdoused lanps rises in the sunstruck water, splintering the light to
rai nbows! | arise, and though the stormresettles on the city, | think of
Sturm Laurana, and the others, but Sturmthe forenost, who can see the sun
strai ght through the fog and cl oudrack. How could | abandon then?

And so into the shadow, and not your shadow but the eager grayness expecting
light, | ride the storm away.

Tani s Hal f-El ven
Pr ol ogue

"Why, look, Berem Here's a path... how strange. Al the times we' ve been
hunting in these woods and we've never seen it."

"It's not so strange. The fire burned off sone of the brush, that's all
Probably just an aninmal trail."

"Let's followit. If it is an animal trail, maybe we'll find a deer. W' ve
been hunting all day with nothing to show for it. | hate to go hone
enpt y- handed. "

Wthout waiting for ny reply, she turns onto the trail. Shrugging, | follow
her. It is pleasant being outdoors today- the first warmday after the bitter
chill of winter. The sun is warm on ny neck and shoul ders. Wl ki ng through the
fire-ravaged woods is easy. No vines to snag you. No brush to tear at your

cl ot hi ng. Lightning, probably that thunderstormwhich struck late last fall
But we walk for a long tine and finally | begin to grow weary. She is

wrong-this is no animal trail. It is a man-nade path and an old one at that.
W're not likely to find any ganme. Just the sane as it's been all day. The
fire, then the hard winter. The animls dead or gone. There'll be no fresh

nmeat tonight.

More wal king. The sun is high in the sky. I'mtired, hungry. There's been no
sign of any living creature.

"Let's turn back, sister. There's nothing here..."

She stops, sighing. She is hot and tired and di scouraged, | can tell. And too
thin. She works too hard; doing women's work and nen's as well. Qut hunting
when she shoul d be hone, receiving the pledges of suitors. She's pretty, |

t hi nk. People say we | ook alike, but I know they are wong. It is only that we
are so close- closer than other brothers and their sisters. But we've had to
be close. Qur life has been so hard..

"I suppose you're right, Berem 1've seen no sign... Wait, brother... Look
ahead. What's that?"

| see a bright and shining glitter, a nyriad of colors dancing in the
sunlight-as if all the jewels on Krynn were heaped together in a basket.

Her eyes widen. "Perhaps it's the gates of the rainbow"

Ha! Stupid girlish notion. I laugh, but I find myself running forward. It is
hard to catch up with her. Though |I am bigger and stronger, she is fleet as a



deer.

W conme to a clearing in the forest. If lightning did strike this forest, this
nmust have been where the bolt hit. The land around is scorched and bl asted.
There was a building here once, | notice. Ruined, broken colums jut up from

t he bl ackened ground |i ke broken bones sticking through decaying flesh. An
oppressive feeling hangs over the place. Nothing grows here, nor has anything
grown here for nmany springs. | want to | eave, but | cannot..

Before me is the nost beautiful, wonderful sight | have ever seen in ny life,
or in nmy dreanms... A piece of a stone columm, encrusted with jewels! | know
not hi ng about genstones, but | can tell these are val uabl e beyond belief! MW
body begins to shake. Hurrying forward, | kneel down beside the fire-blasted
stone and brush away the dirt and filth.

She kneel s besi de ne.

"Berem How wonderful! Did you ever see anything like it? Such beautiful
jewels in such a horrible place." She | ooks around and | feel her shivering.

"I wonder what this used to be? There's such a solemn feeling about it, a holy
feeling. But an evil feeling, too. It nust have been a tenple before the
Cataclysm A tenple to the evil gods . . . Berenml Wat are you doi ng?"

| have taken out my hunting knife and | begin to chip away the stone around
one of the jewels-a radiant green genstone. It is as big as ny fist and

sparkles nore brilliantly than the sun shining on green | eaves. The rock
around it cones away easily beneath ny knife bl ade.

"Stop it, Berem "Her voice is shrill. "It-it's desecration! This place is
sacred to sone god! | knowit!"

I can feel the genstone's cold crystal, yet it burns with an inner green fire!
| ignore her protests.

"Bah! You said before it was the rainbow s gates! You're right! W' ve found
our fortune, as the old story says. If this place was sacred to the gods, they
nmust have abandoned it years ago. Look round, it's nothing but rubble! If they
wanted it, they should have taken care of it. The gods won't mind if | take a
few of these jewels...

"Berem "

An edge of fear in her voice! She's really frightened! Foolish girl. She's
beginning to irritate me. The genstone is alnost free. | can wiggle it.

"Look, at it, Jas!"™ | amshaking with excitenment. | can barely talk. "W've
nothing to live on, now what with the fire and the hard winter. These jewels
wi Il bring noney enough in the market at Cargath for us to nove away fromthis
wr et ched place. W'll go to a city, maybe Pal anthas! You know you've wanted to
see the wonders there..

"No! Berem | forbid it! You are committing sacrilege!™

Her voice is stern. | have never seen her like this! For a nonent | hesitate.

| draw back, away fromthe broken stone colum with its rainbow of jewels. |
too, am beginning to feel sonething frightening and evil about this place. But
the jewels are so beautiful! Even as | stare at them they glitter and sparkle
in the sunshine. No god is here. No god cares about them No god will mss
them Enbedded in sone old columm that is crumnbling and broken

I reach down to pry the jewel out of stone with ny knife. It is such a rich

green, shining as brilliantly as the spring sun shines through the new | eaves
of the trees.

"Bereml Stop!"

Her hand grasps ny arm and her nails dig into my flesh. It hurts... | grow
angry and, as sonetines happens when | grow angry, a haze dins ny vision and
feel a suffocating swelling inside of ne. My head pounds until it seems ny
eyes must burst fromtheir sockets

"Leave ne be!"™ | hear a roaring voice-mnmy own!

| shove her..

She falls..

It all happens so slowy. She is falling forever. | didn't nean to ... | want
to catch her... But | cannot nove

She falls against the broken col um.



Bl ood. .. bl ood..

"Jas!" | whisper, lifting her in my arns.

But she doesn't answer ne. Bl ood covers the jewels. They don't sparkle
anynore. Just like her eyes. The light is gone...

And then the ground splits apart! Columms rise fromthe bl ackened, bl asted

soil, spiraling into the air! A great darkness cones forth and | feel a
horrible, burning pain in my chest....

"Berem "

Maquesta stood on the foredeck, glaring at her hel msnman.

"Berem | told you. A gale's brewing. | want the ship battened down. \Wat are
you doi ng? Standing there, staring out to sea. Wiat are you practicing to be-a
monurrent ? Get novi ng, you |lubber! | don't pay good wages to statues!"

Berem started. Hi s face paled and he cringed before Maquesta's irritation in
such a pitiful manner that the captain of the Perechon felt as if she were

t aki ng out her anger on a hel pless child.

That's all he is, she remi nded herself wearily. Even though he nust be fifty
or sixty years old, even though he was one of the best hel nsmen she had ever
sailed with-nentally, he was still a child.

"I"'msorry, Berem" Mg said, sighing. "I didn't mean to yell at you. It's
just the storm... it makes me nervous. There, there. Don't |look at nme |ike
that. How | w sh you could talk! I wish | knew what was going on in that head
of yours-if there is anything! Well, never mnd. Attend to your duties, then
go below. Better get used to lying in your berth for a few days until the gale
blows itself out."

Berem snmiled at her-the sinple, guileless smle of a child.

Maquesta smi |l ed back, shaking her head. Then she hurried away, her thoughts
busy with getting her bel oved ship prepared to ride out the gale. Qut of the
corner of her eye, she saw Berem shuffle below, then pronmptly forgot about him
when her first mate cane aboard to report that he had found nmost of the crew
and only about one-third of themwere so drunk as to be usel ess

Beremlay in the hanmock slung in the crew s quarters of the Perechon. The
hamrock swung back and forth violently as the first winds of the gale struck
the Perechon as it rode at anchor in the harbor of Flotsam on the Bl ood Sea of
Istar. Putting his hands-the hands that |ooked too young on the body of a
fifty-year-old human-beneath his head, Berem stared up at the |lanp sw ngi ng
fromthe wooden pl anks above him

"Why, look, Berem Here's a path... How strange! Al the times we' ve been
hunting in these woods and we've never seen it."

"It's not so strange. The fire burned off sone of the brush, that's all
Probably just an aninmal trail."

"Let's followit. If it is an animal trail, maybe we'll find a deer. W' ve
been hunting all day with nothing to show for it. | hate to go hone
enpt y- handed. "

Wthout waiting for ny reply, she turns onto the trail. Shrugging, | follow
her. It is pleasant being outdoors today- the first warmday after the bitter
chill of winter. The sun is warm on ny neck and shoul ders. Wl ki ng through the
fire-ravaged woods is easy. No vines to snag you. No brush to tear at your

cl ot hi ng. Lightning, probably that thunderstorm which struck late last fall..

1
Fl i ght from darkness into darkness.

The dragonarny officer slowy descended the stairs fromthe second fl oor of
the Saltbreeze Inn. It was past mdnight. Modst of the inn's patrons had | ong
since gone to bed. The only sound the officer could hear was the crashing of
waves of Bl ood Bay on the rocks bel ow

The officer paused a nonment on the |anding, casting a quick, sharp glance
around the Commron Roomthat |ay spread out below him It was enpty, except for
a draconi an spraw ed across a table, snoring loudly in a drunken stupor. The



dragon-nman's w ngs shivered with each snort. The wooden tabl e creaked and
swayed beneath it.

The officer smiled bitterly then conti nued down the stairs. He was dressed in
the steel dragonscale arnmor copied fromthe real dragonscale arnor of the
Dragon Highlords. Hi s hel mcovered his head and face, naking it difficult to
see his features. Al that was visible beneath the shadow cast by the hel mwas
a reddi sh brown beard that marked himracially-as human. At the bottom of the
stairs, the officer cane to a sudden halt, apparently nonplussed at the sight
of the innkeeper, still awake and yawni ng over his account books. After a
slight nod, the dragon officer seemed about to go on out of the inn w thout
speaki ng, but the innkeeper stopped himw th a question

"You expecting the Hi ghlord tonight?"

The officer halted and hal f-turned. Keeping his face averted, he pulled out a
pair of gloves and began putting themon. The weather was bitterly chill. The
sea city of Flotsamwas in the grip of a winter stormthe Ilike of which it had
not experienced in its three hundred years of existence on the shores of Bl ood
Bay.

"In this weather?" The dragonarny officer snorted. "Not |ikely! Not even
dragons can outfly these gale w nds!"

"True. It's not a fit night out for man or beast," the innkeeper agreed. He
eyed the dragon officer shrewdly. "Wat business do you have, then, that takes
you out in this stornP"

The dragonarny officer regarded the innkeeper coldly. "I don't see that it's
any of your business where | go or what | do."

"No offense,"” the innkeeper said quickly, raising his hands as if to ward off
a blow "It's just that if the H ghlord cones back and happens to m ss you,
I'd be glad to tell her where you could be found."

"That won't be necessary," the officer nuttered. "I-1've left her a-note
expl ai ning ny absence. Besides, |I'll be back before norning. 1-1 just need a
breath of air. That's all."

"I don't doubt that!"™ The innkeeper sniggered. "You haven't |eft her room for
three days! O should I say three nights! Nowdon't get mad"-this on seeing
the officer flush angrily beneath the helm"|l admire the nan can keep her

sati sfied that |ong! Wiere was she bound for?"

"The Highlord was called to deal with a problemin the east, sonewhere near

Solammi a," the officer replied, scowming. "I wouldn't inquire any further into
her affairs if I were you."
"No, no," replied the innkeeper hastily. "Certainly not. Well, | bid you good

eveni ng- what was your name? She introduced us, but | failed to catch it."
"Tanis," the officer said, his voice nuffled. "Tanis Hal f-El ven. And a good
evening to you."

Noddi ng coldly, the officer gave his gloves a final sharp tug, then, pulling
his cloak around him he opened the door to the inn and stepped out into the
storm The bitter wind swept into the room blow ng out candles and swirling
t he i nnkeeper's papers around. For a nonment, the officer struggled with the
heavy door while the innkeeper cursed fluently and grabbed for his scattered
accounts. Finally the officer succeeded in slaming the door shut behind him
| eaving the inn peaceful, quiet, and warm once nore.

Staring out after him the innkeeper saw the officer wal k past the front

wi ndow, his head bent down agai nst the wind, his cloak billow ng out behind
hi m

One other figure watched the officer as well. The instant the door shut, the
drunken draconian raised its head, its black, reptilian eyes glittering.
Stealthily it rose fromthe table, its steps quick and certain. Paddi ng
lightly on its clawed feet, it crept to the wi ndow and peered outside. For a
few nonents, the draconian waited, then it too flung open the door and

di sappeared into the storm

Through the wi ndow, the innkeeper saw the draconi an head in the same direction
as the dragonarny officer. Wl king over, the innkeeper peered out through the
glass. It was wild and dark outside, the tall iron braziers of flanming pitch



that lit the night streets sputtering and flickering in the wind and the
driving rain. But the innkeeper thought he saw the dragonarmy officer turn
down a street leading to the main part of town. Creeping al ong behind him
keeping to the shadows, cane the draconi an. Shaking his head, the innkeeper
woke the night clerk, who was dozing in a chair behind the desk.

"I"'ve a feeling the Hghlord will be in tonight, stormor no storm" the

i nnkeeper told the sleepy clerk. "Wake me if she cones."

Shivering, he glanced outside into the night once nore, seeing in his mnd s
eye the dragonarmny officer wal king the enpty streets of Flotsam the shadowy
figure of the draconian slinking after him

"On second thought,"” the innkeeper nmuttered, "let ne sleep.”

The storm shut down Fl otsamtonight. The bars that nornmally stayed open unti

t he dawn straggl ed through their griny windows were | ocked up and shuttered
agai nst the gale. The streets were deserted, no one venturing out into the

wi nds that could knock a man down and pierce even the warnest clothing with
biting col d.

Tani s wal ked swiftly, his head bowed, keeping near the darkened buil di ngs that
broke the full force of the gale. H s beard was soon rimed with ice. Sleet
stung his face painfully. The half-elf shook with the cold, cursing the
dragonarnor's cold netal against his skin. d ancing behind himoccasionally,
he watched to see if anyone had taken an unusual interest in his |leaving the
inn. But the visibility was reduced to al nost nothing. Sleet and rain swirled
around himso that he could barely see tall buildings |ooming up in the

dar kness, much less anything else. After a while, he realized he better
concentrate on finding his way through town. Soon he was so nunmb with cold
that he didn't much care if anyone was foll owi ng himor not.

He hadn't been in the town of Flotsamlong-only four days to be precise. And
nost of those days had been spent with her

Tani s bl ocked the thought fromhis mnd as he stared through the rain at the
street signs. He knew only vaguely where he was going. His friends were in an
i nn somewhere on the edge of town, away fromthe wharf, away fromthe bars and
brothels. For a nonent he wondered in despair what he would do if he got |ost.
He dared not ask about them..

And then he found it. Stunmbling through the deserted streets, slipping on the
ice, he alnost sobbed in relief when he saw the sign swinging wildly in the

wi nd. He hadn't even been able to remenber the name, but now he recognized
it-the Jetties.

Stupid nane for an inn, he thought, shaking so with the cold he could barely
grasp the door handle. Pulling the door open, he was blown inside by the force
of the wind, and it was with an effort that he nanaged to shove the door shut
behi nd hi m

There was no night clerk on duty-not at this shabby place. By the light of a
snoking fire in the filthy grate, Tanis saw a stub of a candle sitting on the
desk, apparently for the conveni ence of guests who staggered in after hours.
H s hands shook so he could barely strike the flint. After a noment he forced
his cold-stiffened fingers to work, lit the candle, and nade his way upstairs
by its feeble |ight.

If he had turned around and gl anced out the w ndow, he woul d have seen a
shadowy figure huddle in a doorway across the street. But Tanis did not | ook
out the w ndow behind him his eyes were on the stairs.

" Car anon! "

The big warrior instantly sat bolt upright, his hand reaching reflexively for
his sword, even before he turned to | ook questioningly at his brother

"I heard a noise outside," Raistlin whispered. 'The sound of a scabbard

cl anki ng agai nst arnor."

Caranon shook his head, trying to clear the sleep away, and clinbed out of



bed, sword in hand. He crept toward the door until he, too, could hear the

noi se that had wakened his |ight-sleeping brother. A man dressed in arnor was
wal ki ng stealthily down the hall outside their roonms. Then Caranon coul d see
the faint gl ow of candl elight beneath the door. The sound of clanking arnor
cane to halt, right outside their room

Gi pping his sword, Caranon notioned to his brother. Raistlin nodded and
nmelted back into the shadows. H s eyes were abstracted. He was calling to m nd
a magi c spell. The twin brothers worked well together, effectively conbining
magi ¢ and steel to defeat their foes.

The candl el i ght beneath the door wavered. The man must be shifting the candle
to his other hand, freeing his sword hand. Reaching out, Caramon slowy and
silently slid the bolt on the door. He waited a nonent. Not hing happened. The
man was hesitating, perhaps wondering if this was the right room He'll find
out soon enough, Caranon thought to hinself.

Caranon flung open the door with a sudden jerk. Lunging around it, he grasped
hol d of the dark figure and dragged himinside. Wth all the strength of his
brawny arnms, the warrior flung the arnor-clad man to the floor. The candl e
dropped, its flame extinguishing in nelted wax. Raistlin began to chant a
magi ¢ spell that would entrap their victimin a sticky web-Iike substance.
"Hol d! Raistlin, stop!" the man shouted. Recognizing the voice, Caranon
grabbed hold of his brother, shaking himto break the concentration of his
spel | casti ng.

"Raist! It's Tanis!"

Shuddering, Raistlin cane out of his trance, arns dropped linply to his sides.
Then he began to cough, clutching his chest.

Caranon cast an anxious glance at his twin, but Raistlin warded himaway with
a wave of the hand. Turning, Caranon reached down to help the half-elf to his
feet.

"Tanis!" he cried, nearly squeezing the breath out of himw th an enthusiastic
enbrace. "Were have you been? W were sick with worry. By all the gods,
you're freezing! Here, 1'Il poke up the fire. Raist"-Caranon turned to his
brother-"are you sure you're all right?"

"Don't concern yourself with me!" Raistlin whispered. The nmage sank back down
on his bed, gasping for breath. His eyes glittered gold in the flaring
firelight as he stared at the half-elf, who huddl ed thankfully beside the

bl aze. "You better get the others."

"Right." Caranpn started out the door

"I"d put some clothes on first," Raistlin remarked caustically.

Bl ushi ng, Caranon hurried back to his bed and grabbed a pair of |eather
breeches. Pulling these on, he slipped a shirt over his head, then went out
into the hallway, softly closing the door behind him Tanis and Raistlin could
hear hi m knocki ng gently on the Plainsmen's door. They could hear Riverw nd's
stern reply and Caranon's hurried, excited explanation.

Tani s gl anced at Raistlin-saw the mage's strange hourgl ass eyes focused on him
with a piercing stare-and turned unconfortably back to gaze into the fire.
"\Where have you been, Half-Elf?" Raistlin asked in his soft, whispering voice.
Tani s swal | owed nervously. "I was captured by a Dragon Highlord," he said,
reciting the answer he had prepared. "The Highlord thought I was one of his

of ficers, naturally, and asked ne to escort himto his troops, who are
stationed outside of town. O course | had to do as he asked or nake him
suspicious. Finally, tonight, | was able to get away."

"Interesting."” Raistlin coughed the word.

Tani s gl anced at himsharply. "Wat's interesting?"

"I"ve never heard you lie before, Half-Elf," Raistlin said softly. "I find
it... quite... fascinating."

Tani s opened his nouth, but, before he could reply, Caranon returned, followed
by Ri verwi nd and CGol dnoon and Ti ka, yawni ng sl eepily.

Hurrying to him Gol dmoon enbraced Tanis swiftly. "My friend!" she said
brokenly, holding onto himtightly. "W've been so worried-"

Ri verwi nd cl asped Tanis by the hand, his usually stern face relaxed in a



smle. Gently he took hold of his wife and renoved her from Tanis's enbrace,
but it was only to take her place.

"My brother!" Riverwind said in Que-shu, the dialect of the Plains people
hugging the half-elf tightly. "W feared you were captured! Dead! W didn't
know "

"What happened? Where were you?" Tika asked eagerly, com ng forward to hug
Tani s.

Tani s | ooked over at Raistlin, but he was |ying back on his hard pillow, his
strange eyes fixed on the ceiling, seem ngly uninterested in anything being
sai d.

Clearing his throat self-consciously, intensely aware of Raistlin |istening,
Tani s repeated his story. The others followed it with expressions of interest
and synpathy. Cccasionally they asked questions. Who was this Hi ghlord? How
big was the army? Where was it |ocated? What were the draconians doing in

Fl ot san?? Were they really searching for then? How had Tanis escaped?

Tani s answered all of their questions glibly. As for the H ghlord, he hadn't
seen much of him He didn't know who he was. The arny was not large. It was

| ocated outside of town. The draconi ans were searching for soneone, but it was
not them They were |ooking for a human naned Berem or something strange |ike
t hat .

At this Tanis shot a quick | ook at Caranon, but the big man's face registered
no recognition. Tanis breathed easier. Good, Caranon didn't remenber the man
they had seen patching the sail on the Perechon. He didn't remenber or he
hadn't caught the man's nanme. Either way was fine.

The ot hers nodded, absorbed in his story. Tanis sighed in relief. As for
Raistlin... well, it didn't really nmatter what the nage thought or said. The
others woul d believe Tanis over Raistlin even if the half-elf clained day was
ni ght. Undoubtedly Raistlin knew this, which was why he didn't cast any doubts
on Tanis's story. Feeling wetched, hoping no one would ask hi manything el se
and force himto mre hinmself deeper and deeper in lies; Tanis yawned and
groaned as if exhausted past endurance.

ol dnoon inmedi ately rose to her feet, her face soft with concern. "I'msorry,
Tanis," she said gently. "W ve been selfish. You are cold and weary and we've
kept you up talking. And we rmust be up early in the norning to board the
ship."

"Dam it, Goldnmoon! Don't be a fool! W won't board any ship in this gale!"
Tani s snarl ed.

Everyone stared at himin astoni shment, even Raistlin sat up. Gol dnoon's eyes
were dark with pain, her face set inrigid lines, remnding the half-elf that
no one spoke to her in that tone. Riverw nd stood beside her, a troubled | ook
on his face.

The silence grew unconfortable. Finally Caranon cleared his throat with a
runble. "If we can't |eave tonorrow, we'll try the next day," he said
confortably. "Don't worry about it, Tanis. The draconians won't be out in this
weat her. W're safe-"

"I know. I"'msorry," he muttered. "I didn't nmean to snap at you, Col dnoon.
It's been-nerve-racking-these last few days. I'mso tired | can't think
straight. 1'll go to ny room"

"The i nnkeeper gave it to soneone else," Caranmpn said, then added hurriedly,
"but you can sleep here, Tanis. Take ny bed-"

"No, I'll just lie down on the floor." Avoiding Gol dnoon's gaze, Tanis began
unbuckl i ng the dragonarmor, his eyes fixed firmy on his shaking fingers.
"Sleep well, ny friend," Col dnoon said softly.

Hearing the concern in her voice, he could inmagi ne her exchangi ng

conpassi onate glances with Riverwi nd. There was the Plainsman's hand on his
shoul der, giving hima synpathetic pat. Then they were gone. Tika left, too,
cl osing the door behind her after a rmurmured goodni ght.

"Here, let me help you," Carampon offered, know ng that Tanis-unaccustomnmed to
wearing plate arnor-found the intricate buckles and straps difficult to
manage. "Can | get you something to eat? Drink? Some mulled w ne?"



"No," Tanis said wearily, divesting hinself thankfully of the arnmor, trying
not to remenber that in a few hours he would have to put it on again. "l just
need sl eep."

"Here-at |east take ny bl anket,'
was shivering with the cold.
Tani s accepted the blanket gratefully, although he was not certain whether he
was shaking with the chill or the violence of his turbulent enotions. Lying
down, he wapped hinself in both the blanket and his cloak. Then he closed his
eyes and concentrated on making his breathing even and regul ar, know ng t hat

t he not her-hen, Caranon, would never sleep until he was certain Tanis was
resting confortably. Soon he heard Caranon get into bed. The fire burned | ow,
darkness fell. After a nonent, he heard Caranon's runbling snore. In the other
bed, he could hear Raistlin's fitful cough

When he was certain both the twins were asleep, Tanis stretched out, putting
hi s hands beneath his head. He |ay awake, staring into the darkness.

Caranon insisted, seeing that the half-elf

It was near norning when the Dragon Hi ghlord arrived back at the Saltbreeze
Inn. The night clerk could see immediately that the H ghlord was in a foul
tenmper. Flinging open the door with nore force than the gale w nds, she glared
angrily into the inn, as if its warnth and confort were of fensive. |ndeed, she
seenmed to be at one with the stormoutside. It was she who caused the candl es
to flicker, rather than the howing wind. It was she who brought the darkness
i ndoors. The clerk stunbled fearfully to his feet, but the Highlord s eyes
were not on him Kitiara was staring at a draconian, who sat at a table and
who signal ed, by an al nost inperceptible flicker in the dark reptilian eyes,

t hat sonet hi ng was awy.

Behi nd the hi deous dragonmask, the Hi ghlord' s eyes narrowed alarmngly, their
expression grew cold. For a noment she stood in the doorway, ignoring the
chill wind that blew through the inn, whipping her cloak around her

"Come upstairs," she said finally, ungraciously, to the draconian

The creature nodded and followed after her, its clawed feet clicking on the
wooden fl oors.

"I's there anything-" the night clerk began, cringing as the door blew shut
with a shattering crash.

"No!" Kitiara snarled. Hand on the hilt of her sword, she stal ked past the
qui vering man without a glance and clinbed the stairs to her suite of roons,

| eaving the man to sink back, shaken, into his chair.

Fumbling with her key, Kitiara threw open the door. She gave the room a quick
sweepi ng gl ance.

It was enpty.

The draconi an waited behind her, standing patiently and in silence.

Furious, Kitiara tugged viciously at the hinges on the dragonmask and yanked
it off. Tossing it on the bed, she spoke over her shoul der

"Cone inside and shut the door!"

The draconian did as it was commanded, closing the door softly.

Kitiara did not turn to face the creature. Hands on her hips, she stared
grimy at the runpl ed bed.

"So-he's gone." It was a statenment, not a question

"Yes, Highlord," lisped the draconian in its hissing voice.

"You followed him as | ordered?"

"OfF course, Highlord." The draconi an bowed.

"Where did he go?"

Kitiara ran a hand t hrough her dark, curly hair. She still had not turned
around. The draconi an coul d not see her face and he had no idea what
enotions-if any-she was keepi ng hi dden

"An inn, Hi ghlord. Near the edge of town. Called the Jetties.”

"Anot her woman?" The Hi ghl ord's voi ce was tense.

"I think not, Highlord." The draconian concealed a smle. "I believe he has
friends there. We had reports of strangers staying in the inn, but since they



did not match the description of the G een Genstone Man, we did not

i nvestigate them"

"Someone is there now, watching hinP"

"Certainly, Hghlord. You will be inforned i mediately if he-or any

i nsi de-1 eaves the building."

The Highlord stood in silence for a nonent, then she turned around. Her face
was cold and calm although extremely pale. But there were a nunber of factors
that coul d have accounted for her pallor, the draconian thought. It was a | ong
flight fromthe High erist's Tower-runor had it her arm es had been badly
defeated there-the | egendary dragonl ance had reappeared, along with the dragon
orbs. Then there was her failure to find the G een CGenstone Man, so
desperately sought by the Queen of Darkness, and who was reported to have been
seen in Flotsam The Hi ghlord had a great many things to worry about, the
draconi an t hought w th amusenent. Wy concern herself over one man? She had

| overs aplenty, nost of them nuch nore charning, much nore eager to pl ease
than that nmoody half-elf. Bakaris, for exanple

"You have done well," Kitiara said finally, breaking in on the draconian's
musi ngs. Stripping off her arnor with a carel ess |ack of npbdesty, she waved a
negl i gent hand. She al nost seemed herself again. "You will be rewarded. Now

| eave ne."

The draconi an bowed again and |left, eyes staring at the floor. The creature
was not fooled. As it left, the dragonman saw the Highlord' s gaze fall upon a
scrap of parchnent resting on the table. The draconi an had seen that parchment
upon entering. It was, the creature noted, covered with witing in a delicate
el vish script. As the draconian shut the door, there cane a crashi ng sound-the
sound of a piece of dragonarnor being hurled full force against a wall.

2
Pur sui t

The gale blewitself out toward norning. The sound of water dripping

nmonot onously fromthe eaves thudded in Tanis's aching head, al nost making him
wi sh for a return of the shrieking wind. The sky was gray and lowering. Its

| eaden wei ght pressed down upon the half-elf. "The seas will be running high,"
Caranon said sagely. Having listened eagerly to the sea stories told them by
WIlliam the innkeeper of the Pig and Wiistle in Port Balif or, Caranon

consi dered hinmsel f somewhat of an expert on nautical matters. None of the

ot hers di sputed him know ng not hi ng about the sea thenselves. Only Raistlin
regarded Caranon with a sneering smle when his brother-who had been on small
boats only a fewtinmes in his |life-began talking |like an old seadog.

"Maybe we shouldn't even risk going out-" Tika began

"We're going. Today." Tanis said grimy. "If we have to swm we're |eaving

FI ot sam'

The others glanced at each other, then | ooked back at Tanis. Standing, staring
out the window, he did not see their raised eyebrows or their shruggi ng

shoul ders, though he was aware of themall the sane.

The conpani ons were gathered in the brothers' room It would not be dawn for
anot her hour, but Tanis had awakened them as soon as he heard the w nd cease
its savage how .

He drew a deep breath, then turned to face them "lI'msorry. | know | sound
arbitrary," he said, "but there are dangers | know about that | can't explain
right now There isn't time. All | can tell you is this-we have never in our

lives been in nore dire peril than we are at this monment in this town. W nust
| eave and we nust | eave now " He heard a hysterical note creep into his voice
and broke off.

There was silence, then, "Sure, Tanis," Caranon said uneasily.

"We're all packed," CGol dnmoon added. "We can | eave whenever you're ready."
"Let's go then," Tanis said.

"I"ve got to get nmy things," Tika faltered.

"Go on. Be quick," Tanis told her.



“I-1'"1l help her," Caranon offered in a | ow voi ce.

The big man, dressed, like Tanis, in the stolen arnor of a dragonarny officer
and Tika left quickly, probably hoping to snatch time enough for a last few
m nutes al one, Tanis thought, fuming in inpatience. CGol dnoon and Ri verw nd
left to gather their things as well. Raistlin remained in the room not

novi ng. He had all he needed to carry with himhis pouches with his precious
spel | components, the Staff of Magius, and the precious marble of the dragon
orb, tucked away inside its nondescript bag.

Tanis could feel Raistlin's strange eyes boring into him It was as if

Rai stlin could penetrate the darkness of the half-elf's soul with the
glittering light fromthose gol den eyes. But still the nage said nothing. Wy?
Tani s thought angrily. He woul d al nost have wel coned Raistlin's questioning,
hi s accusati ons.

He woul d al nost wel cone a chance to unburden hinmself and tell the truth-even
t hough he knew what consequences would result.

But Raistlin was silent, except for his incessant cough.

Wthin a few mnutes, the others cane back inside the room

"We're ready, Tanis," CGoldnoon said in a subdued voice.

For a nonent, Tanis couldn't speak. 1'll tell them he resolved. Taking a deep
breath, he turned around. He saw their faces, he saw trust, a belief in him
They were follow ng himw thout question. He couldn't let them down. He
couldn't shake this faith. It was all they had to cling to. Sighing, he
swal | owed the words he had been about to speak

"Right," he said gruffly and started toward the door

Maquest a Kar- Thon was awakened from a sound sl eep by a banging on her cabin
door. Accustomed to having her sleep interrupted at all hours, she was al nost
i medi atel y awake and reaching for her boots.

"What is it?" she called out.

Bef ore the answer came, she was already getting the feel of the ship,
assessing the situation. A glance through the porthole showed her the gale

wi nds had died, but she could tell fromthe notion of the ship itself that the
seas were runni ng high

"The passengers are here," called out a voice she recogni zed as that of her
first nate.

Landl ubbers, she thought bitterly, sighing and droppi ng the boot she had been
draggi ng on. "Send 'em back," she ordered, |ying down again. "W're not

sai ling today."

There seened to be sone sort of altercation going on outside, for she heard
her first mate's voice raised in anger and another voice shouting back
Wearily Magquesta struggled to her feet. Her first mate, Bas Chn-Koraf, was a
M notaur-a race not noted for its easy-going tenper. He was exceptionally
strong and was known to kill w thout provocation-one reason he had taken to
the sea. On a ship like the Perechon, no one asked questions about the past.
Throwi ng open the door to her cabin, Maqg hurried up onto deck

"What's goi ng on?" she demanded in her sternest voice as her eyes went from
the bestial head of her first mate to the bearded face of what appeared to be
a dragonarny officer. But she recognized the slightly slanted brown eyes of

t he bearded man and fixed himwith a cold stare. "I said we're not sailing
today, Half-EIf, and | neant-"
"Maquesta," Tanis said quickly, "I've got to talk to you!" He started to push

his way past the minotaur to reach her, but Koraf grabbed hold of him and
yanked hi m backwards. Behind Tanis, a larger dragonarmny officer grow ed and
took a step forward. The minotaur's eyes glistened eagerly as he deftly
slipped a dirk fromthe w de, bright-colored sash around his wai st.

The crew above decks gat hered around i medi ately, hoping for a fight.
"Caramon-" Tani s warned, holding out his hand restrainingly.

"Kof-!1" Maquesta snapped with an angry | ook neant to rem nd her first mate



that these were paying custoners and were not to be handl ed roughly, at |east
while in sight of Iand.

The m notaur scow ed, but the dirk disappeared as quickly as it had flashed
into the open. Kof turned and wal ked away disdainfully, the crew nmuttering in
di sappoi ntnment, but still cheerful. It pronised already to be an interesting
voyage.

Maquesta hel ped Tanis to his feet, studying the half-elf with the sanme intense
scrutiny she fixed on a man wanting to sign on as a crewrenber. She saw at
once that the half-elf had changed drastically since she had seen himonly
four days before, when he and the big man behind himcl osed the bargain for
passage aboard the Perechon

He | ooks |Iike he's been through the Abyss and back. Probably in sonme sort of
troubl e, she decided ruefully. Well I'mnot getting himout of it |I Not at the
risk of nmy ship. Still, he and his friends had paid for half their passage.
And she needed the noney. It was hard these days for a pirate to conpete with
t he Hi ghl ords. .

"Come to ny cabin,"” Mg said ungraciously, |eading the way bel ow

"Stay with the others, Caranon," the half-elf told his conpanion. The big nman
nodded. d ancing darkly at the m notaur, Caranpn went back over to stand wth
the rest of the compani ons who stood silently, huddl ed around their neager

bel ongi ngs.

Tanis foll owed Maqg down to her cabin and squeezed inside. Even two people in
the small cabin were a tight fit. The Perechon was a trimvessel, designed for
swift sailing and qui ck maneuvers. |deal for Maquesta's trade, where it was
necessary to slip in and out of harbors quickly, unloading or picking up cargo
that wasn't necessarily hers either to pick up or deliver. On occasion, she

m ght enhance her income by catching a fat nerchant ship sailing out of

Pal anthas or Tarsis and slip up on it before it knew what was happeni ng. Then
board it quickly, loot it, and nmake good her escape.

She was adept at outrunning the massive ships of the Dragon Highlords, too,

al t hough she made it a point to |l eave themstrictly alone. Too often now,

t hough, the Highlords' ships were seen "escorting"” the nmerchant vessels.
Maquesta had | ost noney on her |ast two voyages, one reason why she had

dei gned to carry passengers-somnet hing she woul d never do under nor nal

ci rcunst ances.

Removing his helm the half-elf sat down at the table-or rather fell down,
since he was unaccustoned to the notion of the rocking ship. Maquesta remai ned
st andi ng, bal anci ng easily.

"Well, what is it you want?" she demanded, yawning. "I told you we can't sail
The seas are-"

"W have to," Tanis said abruptly.

"Look," Maquesta said patiently (rem nding herself he was a paying custoner),
"if you're in some kind of trouble, it's not ny concern! |I'mnot risking ny
ship or my crew"

"Not me," Tanis interrupted, |ooking at Maquesta intently, "you."

"Me?" Maquesta said, drawi ng back, amazed.

Tani s fol ded his hands on the table and gazed down at them The pitching and
tossing of the vessel at anchor, conbined with his exhaustion fromthe past
few days, made hi m nauseous. Seeing the faint green tinge of his skin beneath
his beard and the dark shadows under his holl ow eyes, Maquesta thought she'd
seen corpses that | ooked better than this half-elf.

"What do you nean?" she asked tightly.

"I-1 was captured by a Dragon Highlord . . . three days ago," Tanis began
speaking in a | ow voice, staring at his hands. "No, | guess 'captured is the
wrong word. H He saw ne dressed like this and assunmed | was one of his nmen. |
had to accompany h-himback to his canp. |'ve been there-in canp-the |ast few
days, and I-1 found out sonething. | know why the Hi ghlord and the draconi ans
are searching Flotsam | know what-who-they're | ooking for."

"Yes?" Maquesta pronpted, feeling his fear creep over her |ike a contagious

di sease. "Not the Perechon-"



"Your helnmsman." Tanis finally | ooked up at her. "Berem™

"Berem " Maquesta repeated, stunned. "What for? The man's a nute! A half-wit!
A good hel msman, maybe, but not hing nmore. What could he have done that the
Dragon Hi ghl ords are | ooking for hinf"

"I don't know," Tanis said wearily, fighting his nausea. "I wasn't able to
find out. 1'mnot sure they know But they're under orders to find himat al
costs and bring himalive to"-he closed his eyes to shut out the swaying

| anps-"the Dark Queen..."

The breaking light of dawn threw slanted red beans across the sea's rough
surface. For an instant it shone on Maq's glistening black skin, a flash |ike
fire came from her golden earrings that dangled nearly to her shoul ders.
Nervously she ran her fingers through her closely cropped black hair.
Maquesta felt her throat close. "We'll get rid of him" she nmuttered tightly,
pushi ng herself up fromthe table. "W'Ill put himashore. |I can find another
hel msman-"

"Listen!" Catching hold of Maguesta's arm Tanis gripped her lightly, forcing
her to stop. "They may al ready know he's here!l Even if they don't and they
catch him it won't nmake any difference. Once they find out he was here, on

this vessel-and they will find out, believe ne; there are ways of making even
a mute talk-they'll arrest you and everyone on this ship. Arrest you or get
rid of you."

He dropped his hand fromher arm realizing he hadn't the strength to hold
her. "It's what they've done in the past. | know. The H ghlord told nme. \Wole
vill ages destroyed. People tortured, nmurdered. Anyone this man cones in
contact with is doonmed. They fear whatever deadly secret he carries will be

passed on, and they can't allow that."

Magquest a sat down. "BerenP" she whispered softly, unbelievingly.

"They coul dn't do anything because of the storm" Tanis said wearily, "and the
H ghl ord was called away to Sol ami a, sone battle there. But sh-the H ghlord
wi |l be back today. And then-" He couldn't go on. His head sank into his hands
as a shudder racked his body.

Maquesta eyed himwarily. Could this be true? O was he making all this up to
force her to take himaway from some danger? Watching him slunp mserably over
the table. Maquesta swore softly. The ship's captain was a shrewd judge of
men. She needed to be, in order to control her rough-and-ready crew. And she
knew the half-elf wasn't lying. At |east, not much. She suspected there were
things he wasn't telling, but this story about Beremas strange as it

seened- had the ring of truth.

It all made sense, she thought uneasily, cursing herself. She prided herself
on her judgment, her good sense. Yet she had turned a blind eye to Berenis
strangeness. Why? Her lip curled in derision. She liked himadmt it. He was
like a child, cheerful, guileless. And so she had overl ooked his unw | |ingness
to go ashore, his fear of strangers, his eagerness to work for a pirate when
he refused to share in the | oot they captured. Maguesta sat a nmonent, getting
the feel of her ship. dancing outside, she watched the golden sun glint off
the white caps, then the sun vani shed, swallowed by the | owering gray clouds.
It woul d be dangerous, taking the ship out, but if the wind was right-

"I"d rather be out on the open sea," she murnured, nore to herself than to
Tanis, "than trapped like a rat on shore."

Maki ng up her nmind, Mag rose quickly and started for the door. Then she heard
Tani s groan. Turning around, she regarded himpityingly.

"Come on, Half-Elf," Maquesta said, not unkindly. She put her arms around him
and hel ped himstand. "You'll feel better above deck in the fresh air.

Besides, you'll need to tell your friends that this isn't going to be what you
m ght call a 'relaxing ocean voyage.' Do you know the risk you're taking?"
Tani s nodded. Leaning heavily on Maquesta, he wal ked across the heaving deck
"You're not telling ne everything, that's for certain,"” Maquesta sai d under
her breath as she kicked open the cabin door and hel ped Tanis struggle up the
stairs to the main deck. "I'Il wager Beremis not the only one the Hi ghlord's

| ooking for. But | have a feeling this isn't the first bad weat her you and



your crew have ridden out. | just hope your luck holds!"

The Perechon wallowed in the high seas. R ding under short sail, the ship
seened to make little headway, fighting for every inch it gained. Fortunately,
the wi nd backed. Blowing steadily fromthe southwest, it was taking them
straight into the Blood Sea of Istar. Since they were heading for Kal aman,
nort hwest of Flotsam around the cape of Nordnmar, this was a little out of
their way. But Maquesta didn't nmind. She wanted to avoid | and as nuch as
possi bl e.

There was even the possibility, she told Tanis, that they could sail northeast
and arrive in Mthras, honeland of the m notaurs. Although a few m notaurs
fought in the armies of the Highlords, the mnotaurs in general had not yet
sworn allegiance to the Dark Queen. According to Koraf, the m notaurs wanted
control of eastern Ansalon in return for their services. And control of the
east had just been handed over to a new Dragon Hi ghl ord, a hobgoblin called
Toede. The minotaurs had no | ove for humans or elves, but-at this point in

ti me- neither had they any use for the Highlords. Maq and her crew had
sheltered in Mthras before. They would be safe there again, at least for a
little while.

Tani s was not happy at this delay, but his fate was no | onger in his hands.

Thi nking of this, the half-elf glanced over at the man who stood al one at the
center of a whirlwind of blood and flame. Beremwas at the helm guiding the
wheel with firm sure hands, his vacant face unconcerned, unworri ed.

Tanis, staring hard at the helnsman's shirtfront, thought perhaps he could
detect a faint glinmer of green. What dark secret beat in the chest where,
nmont hs ago at Pax Tharkas, he had seen the green glow ng jewel enbedded in the
man's flesh? Why were hundreds of draconians wasting their tine, searching for
this one man when the war still hung in bal ance? Wiy was Kitiara so desperate
to find Beremthat she had given up command of her forces in Solammia to
supervi se the search of Flotsamon just a runor that he had been seen there?
"He is the key!" Tanis renenbered Kitiara's words. " If we capture him Krynn
will fall to the mght of the Dark Queen. There will be no force in the |and
able to defeat us then!"

Shivering, his stomach heaving, Tanis stared at the nan in awe. Berem seened
so-so apart from everything, beyond everything-as if the problenms of the world
affected himnot at all. Was he half-witted, as Maquesta sai d? Tani s wondered.
He renenbered Berem as he had seen himfor those few brief seconds in the

m dst of the horror of Pax Tharkas. He renenbered the | ook on the man's face
as he allowed the traitor Eben to lead himaway in a desperate attenpt to
escape. The | ook on his face had not been fearful or dull or uncaring. It had
been-what ? Resigned! That was it! As if he knew the fate that awaited hi m and
went ahead anyway. Sure enough, just as Berem and Eben reached the gates,
hundreds of tons of rocks had cascaded down from the gate-bl ocki ng mechani sm
buryi ng t hem beneath boulders it would take a dragon to lift. Both bodies were
| ost, of course.

O at least Eben's body was lost. Only weeks later, during the cel ebration of
t he weddi ng of Gol dmoon and Ri verw nd, Tanis and Sturm had seen Berem

agai n-alive! Before they could catch him the man had vani shed into the crowd.
And they had not seen himagain. Not until Tanis found himthree-no, four-days
ago, calmy sewing a sail on this ship.

Berem steered the ship on its course, his face filled with peace. Tanis | eaned
over the ship's side and retched.

Maquesta said nothing to the crew about Berem |n explanation of their sudden
departure, she said only that she had received word that the Dragon Hi ghlord
was a bit too interested in their ship-it would be wise to head for the open
seas. None of the crew questioned her. They had no | ove for the Highlords, and
nost had been in Flotsamlong enough to lose all their noney anyway.

Nor did Tanis reveal to his friends the reason for their haste. The conpani ons
had all heard the story of the man with the green genstone and, though they
were too polite to say so (with the exception of Caranon), Tanis knew they

t hought he and Sturm had drunk one too many toasts at the wedding. They did



not ask for reasons why they were risking their lives in the rough seas. Their
faith in himwas conpl ete.

Suffering frombouts of seasickness and torn by gnawi ng guilt, Tanis hunched

m serably upon the deck, staring out to sea. Goldmoon's healing powers had

hel ped hi mrecover sonewhat, though there was apparently little even clerics
could do for the turnmoil in his stomach. But the turnoil in his soul was
beyond her hel p.

He sat upon the deck, staring out to sea, fearing always to see the sails of a
ship on the horizon. The others, perhaps because they were better rested, were
little affected by the erratic notion of the ship as it swooped through the
choppy water, except that all were wet to the skin from an occasi onal high
wave breaki ng over the side.

Even Rai stlin-Caranon was astoni shed to see-appeared quite confortable. The
mage sat apart fromthe others, crouched beneath a sail one of the sailors had
rigged to hel p keep the passengers as dry as possible. The mage was not sick
He did not even cough nuch. He just seemed |ost in thought, his gol den eyes
glittering brighter than the nmorning sun that flickered in and out of view
behi nd the racing storm cl ouds.

Maquest a shrugged when Tanis nentioned his fears of pursuit. The Perechon was
faster than the Hi ghlords' massive ships. They'd been able to sneak out of the
harbor safely-the only other ships aware of their going were pirate ships like
t hensel ves. I n that brotherhood, no one asked questions.

The seas grew calner, flattening out beneath the steady breeze. Al day, the
storm cl ouds | owered threateningly, only to be finally blown to shreds by the
fresheni ng wi nd. The night was clear and starlit. Maquesta was able to add
nore sail. The ship flew over the water. By norning, the conpani ons awakened
to one of the nost dreadful sights in all of Krynn

They were on the outer edge of the Blood Sea of Istar

The sun was a huge, gol den ball bal anced upon the eastern horizon when the
Perechon first sailed into the water that was red as the robes the nmage wore,
red as the blood that flecked his |lips when he coughed.

"It is well-named," Tanis said to Riverwind as they stood on deck, staring out
into the red, murky water. They could not see far ahead. A perpetual storm
hung fromthe sky, shrouding the water in a curtain of |eaden gray.

"I did not believe it," Riverwind said solemly, shaking his head. "I heard
Wliliamtell of it and | listened as | listened to his tales of sea dragons

t hat swal | ow ships and wonen with the tails of fish instead of |egs. But
this-" The barbarian Pl ai nsman shook his head, eyeing the bl ood-col ored water
uneasily.

"Do you suppose it's true that this is the blood of all those who died in

I star when the fiery mountain struck the Kingpriest's tenple?" Col dnoon asked
softly, com ng to stand besi de her husband.

"What nonsense!" Maquesta snorted. WAl king across the deck to join them her
eyes flicked constantly around to nake certain that she was getting the npst
out of her ship and her crew

"You' ve been listening to Pig-faced WIlliamagain!" She | aughed. "He loves to
frighten | ubbers. The water gets its color fromsoil washed up fromthe

bottom Renenber, this is not sand we're sailing over, like the bottom of the
ocean. This used to be dry land-the capital city of Istar and the rich
countryside around it. Wen the fiery mountain fell, it split the land apart.

The waters fromthe ocean rushed in, creating a new sea. Now the wealth of
Istar lies far beneath the waves."

Maquesta stared over the railing with dreany eyes, as if she could penetrate
t he choppy water and see the runpored wealth of the glittering lost city bel ow
She sighed |ongingly. Cold-nmoon glanced at the swarthy ship's captain in

di sgust, her own eyes filled with sadness and horror at the thought of the
terrible destruction and |loss of life.

"What keeps the soil stirred up?" Riverwi nd asked, frowning down at the

bl ood-red water. "Even with the notion of the waves and the tides, the heavy
soi|l should settle nmore than it appears to have."



"Truly spoken, barbarian." Maquesta | ooked at the tall, handsonme Pl ai nsman
with admiration. "But then, your people are farmers, or so |I've heard, and
know a | ot about soil. If you put your hand into the water, you can feel the

grit of the dirt. Supposedly there is a maelstromin the center of the Bl ood
Sea that whirls with such force it drags the soil up fromthe bottom But

whet her that is true or another one of Pig-face's stories, | cannot say. |
have never seen it, nor have any |'ve sailed with and |I've sail ed these waters
since | was a child, learning ny craft fromny father. No one | ever knew was
foolish enough to sail into the stormthat hangs over the center of the sea.”
"How do we get to Mthras, then?" Tanis growmed. "It lies on the other side of
the Bl ood Sea, if your charts are correct.”

"W can reach Mthras by sailing south, if we are pursued. If not, we can
circle the western edge of the Sea and sail up the coast north to Nordmmar.
Don't worry, Half-Elven." Mag waved her hand grandly. "At |east you can say
you' ve seen the Bl ood Sea. One of the wonders of Krynn." Turning to walk aft,
Magquesta was hailed fromthe crow s nest.

"Deck ho! Sail to the west!" the | ookout call ed.

Instantly Maquesta and Koraf both pulled out spyglasses and trai ned them upon
the western horizon. The conpani ons exchanged worried gl ances and drew
together. Even Raistlin left his place beneath the shielding sail and wal ked
across the deck, peering westward with his gol den eyes.

"A shi p?" Maquesta muttered to Koraf.

"No," the minotaur grunted in his corrupt form of Comon.

"A cloud, nebbe. But it go fast, very fast. Faster any cloud | ever see."

Now they all could nake out the specks of darkness on the horizon, specks that
grew | arger even as they watched.

Then Tanis felt a wenching pain inside of him as if he'd been pierced by a
sword. The pain was so swift and so real he gasped, clutching hold of Caranobn
to keep fromfalling. The rest stared at himin concern, Caranmon w apping his
big armaround his friend to support him

Tani s knew what flew towards them

And he knew who | ed them

Gat heri ng darkness.

"Flight of dragons," said Raistlin, coming to stand beside his brother. "Five,
| believe."

"Dragons!" Maquesta breathed. For a nonment, she clutched the rail wth
trenbling hands, then she whirled around. "Set all sail!" she commuanded.

The crew stared westward, their eyes and m nds | ocked onto the approaching
terror. Maquesta rai sed her voice and shouted her order again, her only

t hought s on her bel oved ship. The strength and cal mess in her voice
penetrated the first faint feelings of dragonfear creeping over the crew.
Instinctively a few sprang to carry out their orders, then nore foll owed.
Koraf with his whip helped as well, striking briskly at any man who didn't
nmove qui ckly enough to suit him Wthin nonents, the great sails billowed out.
Li nes creaked omi nously, the rigging sang a whining tune.

"Keep her near the edge of the storm ™ Maq yelled to Berem The man nodded
slowy, but it was hard to tell fromthe vacant expression on his face if he
heard or not.

Apparently he did, for the Perechon hovered close to the perpetual stormthat
shrouded the Bl ood Sea, skiming along on the surface of the waves, propelled
by the stormis fog-gray w nd.

It was reckless sailing, and Mag knew it. Let a spar be bl own away, a sai
split, a line break, and they would be hel pl ess. But she had to take the risk.

"Usel ess,” Raistlin remarked coolly. "You cannot outsail dragons. Look, see
how fast they gain on us. You were followed, Half-EIf." He turned to Tanis.
"You were foll owed when you left the canp . . . either that"-the mage's voice
hi ssed- "or you led themto us!"

"No! | swear-" Tanis stopped.

The drunken draconian!... Tanis shut his eyes, cursing hinself. O course Kit

woul d have had hi m watched! She didn't trust himany nore than she trusted the



ot her men who shared her bed. What a danmm egotistical fool he was! Believing
he was sonething special to her, believing she |oved him She | oved no one.
She was i ncapabl e of | oving-

"I was followed!" Tanis said through clenched teeth. "You nust believe ne. |-1
may have been a fool. | didn't think they'd follow nme in that storm But |
didn't betray you! | swear!"

"W believe you, Tanis," Goldmoon said, conming to stand beside him gl ancing
at Raistlin angrily out of the comer of her eyes.

Rai stlin said nothing, but his lip curled in a sneer. Tanis avoi ded his gaze,
turning instead to watch the dragons. They could see the creatures clearly
now. They coul d see the enornmous w ngspans, the long tails snaking out behind,
the cruel taloned feet hangi ng beneath the huge bl ue bodies.

"One has a rider," Maquesta reported grimy, the spyglass to her eye. "A rider
with a homed mask."

"A Dragon Highlord," Caranon stated unnecessarily, all of them know ng wel |
enough what that description nmeant. The big man turned a sonber gaze to Tanis.
"You better tell us what's going on, Tanis. If this H ghlord thought you were
a soldier under his own conmand, why has he taken the trouble to have you

foll omed and cone out after you?"

Tanis started to speak, but his faltering words were submerged in an agoni zed,
inarticulate roar; a roar of mngled fear and terror and rage that was so
beastlike, it wenched everyone's thoughts fromthe dragons. It cane from near
the ship's helm Hands on their weapons, the conpanions turned. The
crewnenbers halted their frantic |abors, Koraf came to a dead stop, his
bestial face twisted in amazenent as the roaring sound grew | ouder and nore
fearful

Only Mag kept her senses. "Berem" she called, starting to run across the
deck, her fear giving her sudden horrifying insight into his mnd. She |eaped
across the deck, but it was too |ate.

A look of insane terror on his face, Beremfell silent, staring at the
approachi ng dragons. Then he roared again, a garbled how of fear that chilled
even the mnotaur's blood. Above him the sails were tight in the wind, the
rigging stretched taut. The ship, under all the sail it could bear, seened to
| eap over the waves, leaving a trail of white foam behind. But still the

dr agons gai ned.

Mag had nearly reached hi mwhen, shaking his head |like a wounded ani mal, Berem
spun t he wheel

"No! Berem " Maquesta shrieked.

Berem s sudden nove brought the small ship around so fast he nearly sent it
under. The m zzenmast snapped with the strain as the ship heel ed. Rigging,
shrouds, sails, and nen plumeted to the deck or fell into the Bl ood Sea.
Grabbi ng hold of Mag, Koraf dragged her clear of the falling mast. Caranon
caught his brother in his arns and hurled himto the deck, covering Raistlin's
frail body with his owmn as the tangle of rope and splintered wood crashed over
them Sailors tunbled to the deck or slammed up agai nst the bul kheads. From
down bel ow, they could hear the sound of cargo breaking free. The conpani ons
clung to the ropes or whatever they could grab, hanging on desperately as it
seened Berem would run the ship under. Sails flapped horribly, Iike dead
bird' s wings, the rigging went slack, the ship floundered hel pl essly.

But the skilled hel nsman, though seemngly nmad with panic, was a sailor still.
Instinctively he held the wheel in a firmgrip when it would have spun free.
Slow y, he nursed the ship back into the wind with the care of a nother
hovering over a deathly sick child. Slowy the Perechon righted herself. Sails
that had been linp and lifeless caught the wind and filled. The Perechon cane
about and headed on her new course.

It was only then that everyone on board realized that sinking into the sea

m ght have been a quicker and easier death as a gray shroud of w nd-swept m st
engul fed the ship.

"He's mad! He's steering us into the stormover the Blood Sea!" Maquesta said
in a cracked, nearly inaudible voice as she pulled herself to her feet. Koraf



started toward Berem his face twisted in a snarl, a belaying pin in his hand.
"No! Kof!" Maquesta gasped, grabbing hold of him "Maybe Berem s right! This
could be our only chance! The dragons won't dare follow us into the storm
Beremgot us into this, he's the only hel msnan we've got with a chance of
getting us out! If we can just keep on the outskirts-"

A jagged flash of lightning tore through the gray curtain. The mists parted,
reveal ing a gruesone sight. Black clouds swirled in the roaring wi nd, green
lightning cracked, charging the air with the acrid snmell of sul phur. The red
wat er heaved and tossed. Wiite caps bubbled on the surface, like froth on the
mout h of a dying man. No one could nove for an instant. They could only stare,
feeling petty and small agai nst the awesone forces of nature. Then the w nd
hit them The ship pitched and tossed, dragged over by the trailing, broken
mast. Sudden rain slashed down, hail clattered on the wooden deck, the gray
curtain closed around them once nore.

Under Maquesta's orders, men scranbled aloft to reef the remaining sails.

Anot her parry worked desperately to clear the broken mast that was sw ngi ng
around wildly. The sailors attacked it with axes, cutting away the ropes,

letting it fall into the blood-red water. Free of the mast's draggi ng weight,
the ship slowy righted itself. Though still tossed by the w nd, under
shortened sail, the Perechon seemed capable of riding out the storm even wth

one mast gone.

The i medi ate peril had nearly driven all thoughts of dragons fromtheir

m nds. Now that it seemed they might live a few nonents | onger, the conpanions
turned to stare through the driving, |eaden gray rain.

"Do you think we've | ost thenP" Caranon asked. The big warrior was bl eeding
froma savage cut on his head. H's eyes showed the pain. But his concern was
all for his brother. Raistlin staggered beside him uninjured, but coughing so
he coul d barely stand.

Tani s shook his head grimy. d ancing around quickly to see if anyone was
hurt, he notioned the group to keep together. One by one, they stunbled
through the rain, clinging to the ropes until they were gathered around the
half-elf. Al of them stared back out over the tossing seas.

At first they saw nothing; it was hard to see the bow of the ship through the
rain and wi nd-tossed seas. Sone of the sailors even raised a ragged cheer

t hi nki ng they had | ost them

But Tanis, his eyes |looking to the west, knew that nothing short of death
itself would stop the Highlord' s pursuit. Sure enough, the sailor's cheers
changed to cries of shock when the head of a blue dragon suddenly cleaved the
gray clouds, its fiery eyes blazing red with hatred, its fanged nmouth gapi ng
open.

The dragon flew closer still, its great w ngs hol ding steady even though

buf feted by gusts of wind and rain and hail. A Dragon Hi ghlord sat upon the

bl ue dragon's back. The Highlord held no weapon, Tanis saw bitterly. She
needed no weapon. She woul d take Berem then her dragon woul d destroy the rest
of them Tanis bowed his head, sick with the know edge of what woul d cone,
sick with the know edge that he was responsible.

Then he | ooked up. There was a chance, he thought frantically. Maybe she won't
recogni ze Berem. . . and she wouldn't dare destroy themall for fear of
harmi ng him Turning to ook at the hel msman, Tanis's wild hope died at birth.
It seened the gods were conspiring against them

The wi nd had bl own Berem s shirt open. Even through the gray curtain of rain,
Tani s could see the green jewel enbedded in the man's chest gl ow nore
brilliantly than the green lightning, a terrible beacon shining through the
storm Beremdid not notice. He did not even see the dragon. H s eyes stared
with fixed intensity into the stormas he steered the ship farther and farther
into the Blood Sea of Istar.

Only two people saw that glittering jewel. Everyone else was held in thrall by
t he dragonfear, unable to | ook away fromthe huge blue creature soaring above
them Tanis saw the genstone-as he had seen it before, nonths ago. And the
Dragon Highlord saw it. The eyes behind the netal mask were drawn to the



glowing jewel, then the Highlord' s eyes nmet Tanis's eyes as the half-elf stood
upon the stormtossed deck

A sudden gust of w nd caught the blue dragon. It veered slightly, but the

H ghl ord's gaze never wavered. Tanis saw the horrifying future in those brown
eyes. The dragon woul d swoop down upon them and snatch Beremup in its claws.
The Highlord would exult in her victory for a |ong agoni zi ng nmonent, then she
woul d order the dragon to destroy themall....

Tanis saw this in her eyes as clearly as he had seen the passion in themonly
days before when he held her in his arns.

Never taking her eyes fromhim the Dragon Hi ghlord raised a gloved hand. It
m ght have been a signal to the dragon to dive down upon them it m ght have
been a farewell to Tanis. He never knew, because at that noment a shattered
voi ce shouted above the roar of the stormw th unbelievabl e power.

"Kitiara!" Raistlin cried.

Shovi ng Caranon aside, the mage ran toward the dragon. Slipping on the wet
deck, his red robes whi pped about himin the wind that was bl owi ng stronger
every nmoment. A sudden gust tore the hood fromhis head. Rain glistened on his
nmetal | i c-col ored skin, his hourglass eyes gl eanmed gol den through the gathering
darkness of the storm

The Dragon Hi ghl ord grabbed her nmount by the spi key nane al ong his blue neck
pul ling the dragon up so sharply that Skie roared in protest. She stiffened in
shock, her brown eyes grew wi de behind the dragonhel mas she stared down at
the frail half-brother she had raised froma baby. Her gaze shifted slightly
as Caranon canme to stand beside his twn.

"Kitiara?" Caranon whispered in a strangled voice, his face pale with horror
as he watched the dragon hovering above them riding the winds of the storm
The Highlord turned the masked head once nore to | ook at Tanis, then her eyes
went to Berem Tanis caught his breath. He saw the turnoil in her soul
reflected in those eyes.

To get Berem she would have to kill the little brother who had | earned all of
what he knew about swordsmanship from her. She would have to kill his frai
twin. She would have to kill a man she had-once-1oved. Then Tanis saw her eyes
grow col d, and he shook his head in despair. It didn't nmatter. She would kil
her brothers, she would kill him Tanis renenbered her words, "Capture Berem
and we will have all Krynn at our feet. The Dark Queen will reward us beyond
anyt hi ng we ever dreaned!"

Kitiara pointed at Berem and | oosed her hold upon the dragon. Wth a crue
shriek, Skie prepared to dive. But Kitiara's nonment of hesitation proved

di sastrous. Steadfastly ignoring her, Berem had steered the ship deeper and
deeper into the heart of the storm The wi nd how ed, snapping the rigging.
Waves crashed over the bows. The rain slashed down |ike knives and hail stones
began to pile up on the deck, coating it with ice.

Suddenly the dragon was in trouble. A gust of wind hit him then another
Skie's wings beat frantically as gust after gust pumeled him The hai

drumed upon his head and threatened to tear through the |eathery wings. Only
the suprene will of his master kept Skie fromfleeing this perilous storm and
flying to the safety of cal mer skies.

Tanis saw Kitiara gesture furiously toward Berem He saw Skie nake a vali ant
effort to fly closer to the hel msman.

Then a gust of wind hit the ship. A wave broke over them Water cascaded
around them foam ng white, knocking nmen off their feet and sendi ng t hem

ski ddi ng across the deck. The ship listed. Everyone grabbed what they

coul d-ropes, netting, anything-to keep from bei ng washed overboard.
Berem f ought the wheel, which was like a living thing, |eaping in his hands.
Sails split in two, nen disappeared into the Blood Sea with terrifying
screans. Then, slowy, the ship righted itself again, the wood creaking wth
the strain. Tanis | ooked up quickly.

The dragon-and Kitiara-were gone.

Freed fromthe dragonfear, Maquesta sprang into action, determ ned once nore
to save her dying ship. Shouting orders, she ran forward and stunbled into



Ti ka.
"Cet bel ow, you |l ubbers!" Maquesta shouted furiously to Tanis above the storm
wi nd. ' Take your friends and get below You're in our way! Use ny cabin.”
Numbl y, Tani s nodded. Acting by instinct, feeling as if he were in a sensel ess
dreamfilled with how ing darkness, he | ed everyone bel ow

The haunted | ook in Caranon's eyes pierced his heart as the big man staggered
past him carrying his brother. Raistlin's golden eyes swept over himlike
flame, burning his soul. Then they were past him stunbling with the others
into the small cabin that shivered and rocked, tossing them about l|ike rag
dol | s.

Tanis waited until everyone was safely inside the tiny cabin, then he sl unped
agai nst the wooden door, unable to turn around, unable to face them He had
seen the haunted | ook in Caranon's eyes as the big man staggered past, he had
seen the exultant gleamin Raistlin's eyes. He heard CGol dnoon weeping quietly
and he wi shed he mght die on this spot before he had to face her

But that was not to be. Slowy he turned around. Riverw nd stood next to

ol dnoon, his face dark and broodi ng as he braced hinsel f between ceiling and
deck. Tika bit her lip, tears sliding down her cheeks. Tanis stayed by the
door, his back against it, staring at his friends nutely. For |ong nonents, no
one said a word. Al that could be heard was the storm the waves crashing
onto the deck. Water trickled down on them They were wet and cold and shaki ng
with fear and sorrow and shock.

"I-1"msorry," Tanis began, licking his salt-coated lips. His throat hurt, he
could barely speak. "I-I wanted to tell you-"

"So that's where you were these four days," Caranmon said in a soft, |ow voice.
"Wth our sister. Qur sister, the Dragon Highlord!"

Tani s hung his head. The ship listed beneath his feet, sending himstaggering
i nto Maquesta's desk, which was bolted to the floor. He caught hinself and
slow y pushed hinmsel f back to face them The half-elf had endured much pain in
his life-pain of prejudice, pain of |oss, pain of knives, arrows, swords. But
he did not think he could endure this pain. The | ook of betrayal in their eyes
ran straight through his soul
"Pl ease, you nust believe ne...

What a stupid thing to say! he thought

savagel y. Wiy should they believe me! |I've done nothing but lie to them ever
since | returned. "Al'l right," he began again, "I know you don't have any
reason to believe ne, but at least listen to ne! | was wal ki ng through Fl ot sam

when an elf attacked nme. Seeing ne in this get-up"-Tanis gestured at his
dragonar nor - "he thought | was a dragon officer. Kitiara saved nmy life, then
she recogni zed nme. She thought | had joined the dragonarny! \Wat could | say?
She"-Tani s swal | owed and wi ped his hand across his face-"she took ne back to
the inn and-and-" He choked, unable to continue.

"And you spent four days and nights in the |oving enbrace of a Dragon

H ghl ord!" Caranon said, his voice rising in fury. Lurching to his feet, he
st abbed an accusing finger at Tanis. "Then after four days, you needed a
little rest! So you remenbered us and you cane calling to make certain we were
still waiting for you! And we were! Just |like the bunch of trusting

| ame- br ai ns-"

"All right, so |l was with Kitiaral" Tanis shouted, suddenly angry. "Yes,

| oved her! | don't expect you to understand-any of you! But | never betrayed
you! | swear by the gods! When she left for Solamia, it was the first chance
| had to escape and | took it. A draconian followed nme, apparently under Kit's
orders. | may be a fool. But I"'mnot a traitor!"

"Pah!" Raistlin spit on the floor

"Listen, mage!" Tanis snarled. "If | had betrayed you, why was she so shocked
to see you two-her brothers! If | had betrayed you, why didn't | just send a
few draconians to the inn to pick you up? | could have, any tine. | could have
sent themto pick up Berem too. He's the one she wants. He's the one the
draconi ans are searching for in Flotsam | knew he was on this ship. Kitiara

offered me the rulership of Krynn if 1'd tell her. That's how inportant he is.
All 1 would ve had to do was lead Kit to himand the Queen of Darkness herself



woul d have rewarded me!"

"Don't tell us you didn't consider it!" Raistlin hissed

Tani s opened his nouth, then fell silent. He knew his guilt was as plain on
his face as the beard no true elf could grow. He choked, then put his hand
over his eyes to block out their faces. "lI-1 loved her," he said brokenly.

"Al'l these years. | refused to see what she was. And even when | knew- |
couldn't help nyself. You love"-his eyes went to Riverw nd-"and you"- turning
to Caramon. The boat pitched again. Tanis gripped the side of the desk as he
felt the deck cant away beneath his feet. "What would you have done? For five
years, she's been in ny dreans!" He stopped. They were quiet. Caranon's face
was unusual ly thoughtful. R verw nd' s eyes were on Gol dnoon.

"When she was gone,"” Tanis continued, his voice soft and filled with pain. "I
lay in her bed and | hated nmysel f. You may hate ne now, but you cannot hate ne
as much as | | oathe and despi se what | have becone! | thought of Laurana and-"
Tanis fell silent, raising his head. Even as he tal ked, he had becone aware of
the notion of the ship changing. The rest glanced around, too. It did not take
an experienced seaman to notice that they were no | onger pitching around
wildly. Now they were running in a smooth forward notion, a notion sonmehow
nore om nous because it was so unnatural. Before anyone could wonder what it
meant, a crashing knock nearly split the cabin door

"Maguest a she say get up here!" shouted Koraf hoarsely.

Tani s cast one swift glance around at his friends. Riverwind s face was dark
his eyes nmet Tanis's and held them but there was no light in them The

Pl ai nsman had | ong distrusted all who were not human. Only after weeks of
danger faced together had he cone to love and trust Tanis as a brother. Had
all that been shattered? Tanis | ooked at himsteadily. R verwind | owered his
gaze and, without a word, started to wal k past Tanis, then he stopped.

"You are right, my friend," he said, glancing at CGol dnbon who was rising to
her feet. "I have |loved." Wthout another word, he turned abruptly and went up
on deck.

ol dnoon gazed nutely as Tanis as she foll owed her husband, and he saw
conpassi on and understanding in that silent |ook. He wi shed he understood,

that he could be so forgiving.

Caranon hesitated, then wal ked past himw t hout speaking or |ooking at him
Raistlin followed silently, his head turning, keeping his gol den eyes on Tanis
every step of the way. Was there a hint of glee in those gol den eyes? Long

m strusted by the others, was Raistlin happy to have conmpany in ignom ny at
last? The half-elf had no i dea what the nage m ght be thinking. Then Tika went
past him giving hima gentle pat on the arm She knew what it was to |ove.

Tani s stood a nonment alone in the cabin, lost in his own darkness. Then, with
a sigh, he followed his friends.

As soon as he set foot on the deck, Tanis realized what had happened. The
others were staring over the side, their faces pale and strained. Maquesta
paced the foredeck, shaking her head and swearing fluently in her own

| anguage.

Heari ng Tani s approach, she | ooked up, hatred in her black flashing eyes.
"You have destroyed us," she said venonmously. "You and the god-cursed

hel msman! "

Maquesta's words seemed redundant, a repetition of words resounding in his own
m nd. Tanis began to wonder if she had even spoken, or if it was hinself he
was heari ng.

"W are caught in the maelstrom"”

4
"My brother..."

The Perechon hurtled forward, skinmng along on top of the water as lightly as
a bird, but it was a bird with its wings clipped, riding the swirling tide of
a watery cyclone into a bl ood-red darkness. The terrible force of the vortex



pul l ed the seawaters snmooth, until they |ooked |ike painted glass, as a
hol I ow, eternal roar swelled fromthe black depths. Even the storm cl ouds
circled endlessly above it, as if all nature were caught in the mael strom
hurtling to its own destruction. Tanis gripped the rail w th hands that ached
fromthe tension. Staring into the dark heart of the whirlpool, he felt no
fear, no terror-only a strange nunb sensation. It didn't natter anynore. Death
woul d be swift and wel cone.

Everyone on board the doonmed ship stood silently, their eyes wide with the

horror of what they saw. They were still some distance fromthe center; the
whirl pool was nmiles and mles in diameter. Snmoothly and swiftly, the water
fl owed. Above them and around themthe winds still how ed, the rain still beat

upon their faces. But it didn't matter. They didn't notice it anynore. Al

they saw was that they were being carried relentlessly into the center of the
dar kness.

This fearsone sight was enough to wake Beremfromhis | ethargy. After the
first shock, Maquesta began shouting frantic orders. Dazedly, the nen carried
themout, but their efforts were useless. Sails rigged against the whirling

wi nd tore apart; ropes snapped, flinging men screaming into the water. Try as
he m ght, Beremcould not turn the ship or break it free of the water's
fearsone grip. Koraf added his strength to the handling of the wheel, but they
m ght as well have been trying to stop the world fromrevol vi ng.

Then Berem quit. Hi s shoul ders sagged. He stood staring out into the swirling
dept hs, ignoring Maquesta, ignoring Koraf. H s face was calm Tanis saw, the
same cal m Tanis remenbered seeing on Berenls face at Pax Tharkas when he took
Eben's hand and ran with himinto that deadly wall of cascadi ng boul ders. The
green jewel in his chest glowed with an eerie light, reflecting the bl ood red
of the water.

Tanis felt a strong hand clutch his shoul der, shaking himout of his rapt
horror.

" Tani s! Where's Raistlin?"

Tani s turned. For a nonent he stared at Caranon w thout recognition, then he
shrugged.

"What does it matter?" he nuttered bitterly. "Let himdie where he chooses-"
"Tani s!'" Caramon took him by the shoul ders and shook him ' Tanis! The dragon
orb! Hs magic! Maybe it can hel p-"

Tani s came awake. "By all the gods! You're right, Caranon!"

The hal f-elf | ooked around swiftly, but he saw no sign of the mage. A cold
chill crept over him Raistlin was capabl e either of hel ping them or of

hel ping hinself! Dimy Tanis remenbered the el ven princess, Al hana, saying the
dragon orbs had been inmbued by their magical creators with a strong sense of
sel f-preservati on.

"Below " Tanis yelled. Leaping for the hatch, he heard Caranon poundi ng al ong
behi nd.

"What is it?" called Riverwind fromthe rail.

Tani s shouted over his shoulder. "Raistlin. The dragon orb. Don't cone. Let
Caranon and | handle this. You stay here, with them"

"Caramon-" Tika yelled, starting to run after until Riverw nd caught her and
held her. Gving the warrior an angui shed | ook, she fell silent, slunping back
against the rail.

Caranon did not notice. He plunged ahead of Tanis, his huge body novi ng
remarkably fast. Tunbling down the stairway bel ow decks after him Tanis saw
the door to Maquesta's cabin open, swinging on its hinges with the notion of
the ship. The half-elf dashed in and canme to a sudden stop, just inside the
door, as if he had run headlong into a wall.

Rai stlin stood in the center of the small cabin. He had lit a candle in a |lanp
cl anped to the bul kheads. The flame nade the mage's face glisten like a netal
mask, his eyes flared with golden fire. In his hands, Raistlin held the dragon
orb, their prize fromSilvanesti. It had grown, Tanis saw. It was now the size
of child' s ball, a nyriad of colors swirling withinit. Tanis grew dizzy

wat chi ng and wenched his gaze away.



In front of Raistlin stood Caranmon, the big warrior's face as white as Tanis
had seen his corpse in the Silvanesti dream when the warrior |lay dead at his
feet.

Rai stlin coughed, clutching at his chest with one hand. Tanis started forward,
but the nage | ooked up quickly.

"Don't cone near ne, Tanis!" Raistlin gasped through bl oodstained I|ips.

"What are you doi ng?"

"I amfleeing certain death, Half-Ef!" The mage | aughed unpl easantly, the
strange | aughter Tanis had heard only twi ce before. "Wat do you think I am
doi ng?"

"How?" Tanis asked, feeling a strange fear creep over himas he | ooked into
the mage's gol den eyes and saw themreflect the swirling light of the orb
"Using ny magic. And the magic of the dragon orb. It is quite sinple, though

probably beyond your weak m nd. | now have the power to harness the energy of
nmy corporeal body and the energy of ny spirit into one. I will becone pure
energy-light, if you want to think of it that way. And, becomi ng light, | can

travel through the heavens like the rays of the sun, returning to this

physi cal world whenever and wherever | choose!"

Tani s shook his head. Raistlin was right-the thought was beyond him He could
not grasp it, but hope sprang into his heart.

"Can the orb do this for all of us?" he demanded

"Possibly," Raistlin answered, coughing, "but | amnot certain. I wll not
chance it. | know | can escape. The others are not my concern. You led them
into this blood-red death, Half-Ef. You get themout!"

Anger surged through Tanis, replacing his fear. "At |east, your brother-" he
began hotly.

"No one," Raistlin said, his eyes narrowi ng. "Stand back."

I nsane, desperate rage twi sted Tanis's mind. Sonmehow he'd make Raistlin listen
to reason! Sonmehow they would all use this strange magic to escape! Tanis knew
enough about magic to realize that Raistlin dared not cast a spell now He
woul d need all his strength to control the dragon orb. Tanis started forward,
then saw silver flash in the mage's hand. From nowhere-seemn ngly-had cone a
smal | silver dagger, |ong concealed on the mage's wist by a

cunni ngl y- desi gned | eat her thong. Tanis stopped, his eyes neeting Raistlin's.
"Al'l right," Tanis said, breathing heavily. "You'd kill nme w thout a second

t hought. But you won't harm your brother. Caranon, stop him"

Caranon took a step toward his twin. Raistlin raised the silver dagger
war ni ngl y.

"Don't do it, nmy brother," he said softly. "Come no closer."

Car anon hesi t at ed.

"Go ahead, Caranon!" Tanis said firmy. "He won't hurt you."

"Tell him Caranon,"” Raistlin whispered. The nage's eyes never left his
brother's. Their hourglass pupils dilated, the golden light flickered
dangerously. "Tell Tanis what | am capabl e of doing. You remenber. So do I. It
is in our thoughts every tinme we | ook at one another, isn't it, ny dear

br ot her ?"

"What's he tal king about?" Tanis demanded, only half listening. If he could
distract Raistlin... jump him..

Caranon bl anched. "The Towers of High Sorcery..." He faltered. "But we are
forbidden to speak of it! Par-Salian said-"

"That doesn't matter now," Raistlin interrupted in his shattered voice. "There
is nothing Par-Salian can do to ne. Once | have what has been prom sed nme, not
even the great Par-Salian will have the power to face me! But that's none of
your concern. This is."

Raistlin drew a deep breath, then began to speak, his strange eyes still on
his twin. Only half-listening, Tanis crept closer, his heart pounding in his
throat. One swift nmovenent and the frail nmage would crunble.... Then Tanis
found himsel f caught and held by Raistlin's voice, conpelled to stop for a
monent and listen, alnpst as if Raistlin was weaving a spell around him

"The last test in the Tower of H gh Sorcery, Tanis, was agai nst nyself. And



failed. | killed him Tanis. | killed ny brother"-Raistlin's voice was
calm"or at least | thought it was Caranon." The mage shrugged. "As it turned
out, it was an illusion created to teach ne to learn the depths of ny hatred
and j eal ousy. Thus they thought to purge nmy soul of darkness. Wat | truly

| earned was that | |acked self-control. Still, since it was not part of the
true Test, ny failure did not count against ne-except with one person.”

"I watched himkill ne!" Carampn cried wetchedly. 'They made nme watch so that
| woul d understand him" The big man's head dropped in his hands, his body
convul sed with a shudder. "I do understand!" he sobbed. "I understood then!
I"msorry! Just don't go without ne, Raist! You're so weak! You need ne-"

"No | onger, Caranon," Raistlin whispered with a soft sigh. "I need you no

| onger!"

Tanis stared at themboth, sick with horror. He couldn't believe this! Not
even of Raistlin! "Caranon, go ahead!" he commanded hoarsely.

"Don't nake himconme near ne, Tanis," Raistlin said, his voice gentle, as if

he read the half-elf's thoughts. "I assure you-lI am capable of this. \Wat I
have sought all nmy life is within ny grasp. | will let nothing stop nme. Look
at Caranon's face, Tanis. He knows! | killed himonce. |I can do it again.
Farewel |, my brother."

The mage put both hands upon the dragon orb and held it up to the light of the
flam ng candle. The colors swirled madly in the orb, flaring brilliantly. A

power ful magi cal aura surrounded the mage.

Fighting his fear, Tanis tensed his body to make a | ast desperate attenpt to
stop Raistlin. But he could not nove. He heard Raistlin chanting strange
words. The glaring, whirling light grew so bright it pierced his head. He
covered his eyes with his hands, but the light burned right through his flesh,
searing his brain. The pain was intolerable. He stunbl ed back agai nst the
doorfrane, hearing Caranon cry out in agony beside him He heard the big man's
body fall to the floor with a thud.

Then all was still, the cabin plunged into darkness. Trenbling, Tanis opened
his eyes. For a nonent he could see nothing but the afteri mage of a giant red
gl obe inprinted on his brain. Then his eyes becane accustoned to the chil

dark. The candl e guttered, hot wax dripping onto the wooden fl oor of the cabin
to forma white puddl e near where Caranon |l ay, cold and unnovi ng. The
warrior's eyes were wi de open, staring blankly into nothingness.

Rai stlin was gone.

Ti ka Wayl an stood on the deck of the Perechon staring into the blood-red sea
and trying very hard to keep fromcrying. You nust be brave, she told herself
over and over. You've learned to fight bravely in battle. Caranon said so. Now
you rmust be brave about this. W'Il be together, at |east, at the end. He
mustn't see ne cry.

But the | ast four days had been unnerving for all of them Fearful of

di scovery by the draconi ans swarm ng over Flotsam the conpani ons had remai ned
hidden in the filthy inn. Tanis's strange di sappearance had been terrifying.
They were hel pl ess, they dared do nothing, not even inquire about him So for

| ong days they had been forced to stay in their roons and Ti ka had been forced
to be around Caranon. The tension of their strong attraction to each other-an
attraction they were not able to express-was torture. She wanted to put her
arms around Caramon, to feel his arms around her, his strong, muscul ar body
pressed agai nst hers.

Caranon wanted the same thing, she was certain. He | ooked at her, sonetines,
with so nuch tenderness in his eyes that she longed to nestle close to himand
share the |l ove that she knew was in the big man's heart.

It could never be, not as long as Raistlin hovered near his tw n brother
clinging to Caramon |like a frail shadow. Over and over she repeated Caranon's
wor ds, spoken to her before they reached Fl otsam

"My coomitnment is to my brother. They told nme, in the Tower of H gh Sorcery,
that his strength would help save the world. | amhis strength-his physica
strength. He needs nme. My first duty is to himand, until that changes, |



can't make any other conmitments. You deserve sonmeone who puts you first,

Tika. And so I'll leave you free to find someone |ike that."
But | don't want anyone el se, Tika thought sadly. And then the tears did start
to fall. Turning quickly, she tried to hide them from Gol dmoon and Ri verwi nd.

They woul d m sunderstand, think she was crying fromfear. No, fear of dying
was sonet hi ng she had conquered | ong ago. Her biggest fear was fear of dying
al one.

What are they doing? she wondered frantically, w ping her eyes with the back
of her hand. The ship was being carried closer and closer into that dreadful
dark eye. Where was Caramon? 1'l1 go find them she decided. Tanis or no

Tani s.

Then she saw Tanis conme slowy up out of the hatchway, half-dragging,

hal f - supporting Caranon. One | ook at the big warrior's pale face and Tika's
heart stopped beati ng.

She tried to call out, but she couldn't speak. At her inarticulate scream
however, Col dnobon and Ri verwi nd both turned around from where they had been
wat chi ng the awesone mael strom Seeing Tanis stagger beneath his burden
Riverwind ran forward to hel p. Caranon wal ked |ike a man in drunken stupor
his eyes gl azed and sightless. Riverw nd caught hold of Caranon just as
Tanis's | egs gave way conpletely.

"I"'mall right," Tanis said softly in answer to Riverwind s | ook of concern
"ol dnmoon, Caranon needs your hel p."

"What is it, Tanis?" Tika's fear gave her a voice. "What's the matter? \Were's
Rai stlin? Is he-" She stopped. The half-elf's eyes were dark with the nenory
of what he had seen and heard bel ow

"Raistlin's gone," Tanis said briefly.

"Gone? \Were?" Tika asked, staring wildly around as if expecting to see his
body in the swirling bl ood-col ored water.

"He lied to us," Tanis answered, helping R verw nd ease Caranon down onto a
mass of coiled rope. The big warrior said nothing. He didn't seemto see them
or anything for that matter; he just stared sightlessly out over the bl ood-red
sea. "Remenber how he kept insisting we had to go to Pal anthas, to | earn how
to use the dragon orb? He knows how to use the orb already. And now he's
gone-to Pal anthas, perhaps. | don't suppose it matters." Looking at Caranon,
he shook his head in sorrow, then turned away abruptly and wal ked to the rail
ol dnoon | aid her gentle hands upon the big man, nmurnuring his name so softly
the others could not hear it above the rush of the wind. At her touch
however, Caranon shivered, then began to shake violently. Tika knelt beside
him holding his hand in hers. Still staring straight ahead, Caranon began to
cry silently, tears spilling down his cheeks fromw de open, staring eyes.

ol dnoon' s eyes glimered with her own tears, but she stroked his forehead and
kept calling to himas a mother calls a lost child.

Ri verwi nd, his face stern and dark with anger, joined Tanis.

"\What happened?" the Plai nsman asked grinly.

"Raistlin said he- | can't talk about it. Not now " Tanis shook his head,
shuddering. Leaning over the rail, he stared into the rmurky water bel ow.
Swearing softly in elven-a | anguage the half-elf rarely used-he clutched his
head with his hands.

Saddened by his friend' s angui sh, Riverwind laid his hand confortingly on the
hal f-el f's slunped shoul ders.

"So at the end it comes to this,"” the Plainsnman said. "As we foresaw in the
dream the nmage has gone, leaving his brother to die."

"And as we saw in the dream | have failed you," Tanis nunbl ed, his voice | ow
and trenbling. "Wt have | done? This is ny fault! | have brought this horror
upon us!"

"My friend," R verwind said, nmoved by the sight of Tanis's suffering. "It is

not ours to question the ways of the gods-"

"Dam the gods!" Tanis cried viciously. Lifting his head to stare at his
friend, he struck his clenched fist on the ship's rail. "It was me! My
choosi ng! How often during those nights when she and | were together and



held her in nmy arnms, how often did | tell nyself it would be so easy to stay
there, with her, forever! | can't condemm Raistlin! W're very nuch alike, he
and |I. Both destroyed by an all-consuning passion!"

"You haven't been destroyed, Tanis," Riverwind said. Gipping the half-elf's
shoul ders in his strong hands, the stern-faced Plainsman forced Tanis to face
him "You did not fall victimto your passion, as did the mage. If you had,
you woul d have stayed with Kitiara. You left her, Tanis-"

"I left her," Tanis said bitterly. "I sneaked out like a thief! | should have
confronted her. | should have told her the truth about nyself! She would have
killed me then, but you woul d have been safe. You and the others could have
escaped. How much easier ny death would have been- But | didn't have the
courage. Now |'ve brought us to this,"” the half-elf said, wenching hinself

free of Riverwind' s grip. "I have failed-not only mnmyself, but all of you."
He gl anced around the deck. Beremstill stood at the helm gripping the
usel ess wheel in his hands, that strange | ook of resignation on his face.
Maquesta still fought to save her ship, shrieking commands above the wind' s

how and the deep-throated roaring that issued fromthe depths of the

mael strom But her crew, stunned by terror, no |onger obeyed. Sone wept. Sone
cursed. Most made no sound, but stared in horrid fascination at the gigantic
swirl that was pulling theminexorably into the vast darkness of the deep
Tanis felt Riverwi nd s hand once again touch his shoul der. A nmpost angrily, he
tried to withdraw, but the Plainsman was firm

"Tanis, my brother, you made your choice to walk this road in the Inn of the
Last Home in Sol ace, when you cane to Gold-noon's aid. In ny pride, | would
have refused your help, and both she and | woul d have di ed. Because you could
not turn fromus in our need, we brought the knowl edge of the ancient gods
into the world. W brought healing. W brought hope. Renmenber what the

Forestmaster told us? W do not grieve for those who fulfill their purpose in
life. W have fulfilled our purpose, ny friend. Who knows how many |ives we
have touched? Who knows but that this hope will lead to a great victory? For

us, it seens, the battle has ended. So be it. W lay down our swords, only
that others may pick themup and fight on."

"Your words are pretty, Plainsman," Tanis snapped, "but tell ne truthfully.
Can you | ook on death and not feel bitterness? You have everything to live
for-Gol dnmoon, the children not yet born to you-"

A swift spasm of pain crossed Riverwind' s face. He turned his head to hide it,
but Tani s, watching himclosely, saw the pain and suddenly understood. So he
was destroying that, too! The half-elf shut his eyes in despair.

"CGol dmoon and | weren't going to tell you. You had enough to worry about."

Ri verwi nd sighed. "Qur baby woul d have been born in the autumm,"” he nurnmnured,
"in the time when the | eaves on the vall enwods turn red and gol den as they
were when Col dnmoon and | cane into Sol ace that day, carrying the blue crysta
staff. That day the knight, Sturm Brightblade, found us and brought us to the
Inn of the Last Home-"

Tani s began to sob, deep racking sobs that tore through his body Iike knives.
Ri verwi nd put his arms around his friend and held himtightly.

"The val | enwoods we know are dead now, Tanis,"” he continued in a hushed voice.
"W coul d have shown the child only burned and rotted stunps. But now the
child will see the vallenwods as the gods neant themto be, in a land where
the trees live forever. Do not grieve, my friend, my brother. You hel ped bring
know edge of the gods back to the people. You nmust have faith in those gods."
Gently Tanis pushed Riverwi nd away. He could not neet the Pl ainsman's eyes.
Looking into his own soul, Tanis saw it twist and withe Iike the tortured
trees of Silvanesti. Faith? He had no faith. Wat were the gods to hin? He had
made t he decisions. He had thrown away everything he ever had of value in his
life-his elven honel and, Laurana's |ove. He had cone close to throw ng away
friendship, too. Only Riverwind's strong loyalty-a loyalty that was badly

m spl aced- kept the Plai nsman from denounci ng him

Suicide is forbidden to the elves. They consider it blasphemny, the gift of
life being the nost precious of all gifts. But Tanis stared into the bl ood-red



sea with anticipation and | ongi ng.

Let death come swiftly, he prayed. Let these bl oodstai ned waters cl ose over ny
head. Let ne hide in their depths. And if there are gods, if you are |istening
to ne, | ask only one thing: keep the knowl edge of nmy shane from Laurana.

have brought pain to too many..

But even as his soul breathed this prayer he hoped would be his |ast upon
Krynn, a shadow darker than the stormclouds fell across him Tanis heard

Ri verwi nd cry out and Gol dmoon scream but their voices were lost in the roar
of the water as the ship began to sink into the heart of the mael strom Dully,
Tanis | ooked up to see the fiery red eyes of a blue dragon shining through the
bl ack swirling clouds. Upon the dragon's back was Kitiara.

Uwi lling to give up the prize that would win themglorious victory. Kit and
Ski e had fought their way through the storm and now t he dragon-w cked tal ons
ext ended- dove straight for Berem The man's feet m ght have been nailed to the
deck. In dream|like hel pl essness he stared at the diving dragon

Jolted to action, Tanis flung hinmsel f across the heaving deck as the bl ood-red
water swirled around him He hit Beremfull in the stonmach, knocking the man
backward just as a wave broke over them Tanis grabbed hold of sonething; he
wasn't sure what, and clung to the deck as it canted away beneath him Then
the ship righted itself. Wen he | ooked up, Berem was gone. Above him he
heard the dragon shriek in anger

And then Kitiara was shouting above the storm pointing at Tanis. Skie's fiery
gaze turned on him Raising his armas if he could ward off the dragon, Tanis
| ooked up into the enraged eyes of the beast that was fighting madly to
control his flight in the whipping w nds.

This is life, the half-elf found hinself thinking, seeing the dragon's claws
above him This is lifel To live, to be carried out of this horror! For an
instant Tanis felt hinself suspended in nid-air as the bottom dropped out of
his world. He was conscious only of shaking his head wildly, scream ng

i ncoherently. The dragon and the water hit himat the sane tine. Al he could
see was bl ood..

Ti ka crouched beside Caranon, her fear of death lost in her concern for him
But Caranon wasn't even aware of her presence. He stared out into the

dar kness, tears coursing down his face, his hands clenched into fists,
repeating two words over and over in a silent litany.

I n agoni zi ng dream i ke sl owness, the ship bal anced on the edge of the swirling
water, as if the very wood of the vessel itself hesitated in fear. Mquesta
joined her frail ship inits final desperate struggle for life, |ending her
own inner strength, trying to change the laws of nature by force of will
alone. But it was useless. Wth a final, heartbreaki ng shudder, the Perechon
slipped over the edge into the swirling, roaring darkness.

Ti mber cracked. Masts fell. Men were flung, screaming, fromthe listing decks
as the bl ood-red bl ackness sucked the Perechon down into its gapi ng maw.
After all was gone, two words lingered |ike a benediction

"My brother..."

5
The Chronicler and the Mge

Astinus of Palanthas sat in his study. H s hand guided the quill pen he held
in firm even strokes. The bold, crisp witing flowing fromthat pen could be
read clearly, even at a distance. Astinus filled a sheet of parchment quickly,
rarely pausing to think. Watching him one had the inpression that his

t houghts flowed fromhis head straight into the pen and out onto the paper, so
rapidly did he wite. The flow was interrupted only when he dipped the quil
inink, but this, too, had becone such an automatic notion to Astinus that it
interrupted himas little as the dotting of an "i" or the crossing of a "t.
The door to his study creaked opened. Astinus did not |ook up fromhis
writing, though the door did not often open while he was engaged in his work.



The historian could count the nunmber of times on his fingers. One of those

ti mes had been during the Cataclysm That had disturbed his witing, he
recal l ed, remenbering with disgust the spilled ink that had rui ned a page.
The door opened and a shadow fell across his desk. But there cane no sound,

t hough the body bel onging to the shadow drew in a breath as though about to
speak. The shadow wavered, the sheer enormty of its of fense causing the body
to trenble

It is Bertrem Astinus noted, as he noted everything, filing the infornmation
for future reference in one of the many conpartnments of his nind

Thi s day, as above Afterwatch Hour falling 29, Bertrementered ny study.

The pen continued its steady advance over the paper. Reaching the end of a
page, Astinus lifted it snmoothly and placed it on top of simlar pieces of
parchnent stacked neatly at the end of his desk. Later that night, when the
hi storian had finished his work and retired, the Aesthetics would enter the
study reverently, as clerics enter a shrine, and gather up the stacks of
paper. Carefully they would take theminto the great library. Here the pieces
of parchment covered with the bold, firmhandwiting, were sorted,
categorized, and filed in the giant books | abeled Chronicles, A History of
Krynn by Astinus of Pal ant has.

"Master . . ." spoke Bertremin a shivering voice.

Thi s day, as above Afterwatch Hour falling 30, Bertrem spoke, Astinus noted in
the text.

"I regret disturbing you, Master," said Bertremfaintly, "but a young man is
dyi ng on your doorstep."

Thi s day, as above Restful Hour clinmbing 29, a young man di ed on our doorstep
"CGet his nanme," Astinus said wthout |ooking up or pausing in his witing, "so
that | may record it. Be certain as to the spelling. And find out where he's
fromand his age, if he's not too far gone."

"I have his name. Master," Bertremreplied. "It is Raistlin. He cones from
Sol ace township in the | and of Abanasinia.”

Thi s day, as above Restful Hour clinbing 28, Raistlin of Solace died-

Astinus stopped witing. He | ooked up

"Raistlin ... of Solace?"

"Yes, Master," Bertremreplied, bowing at this great honor. It was the first
time Astinus had ever |ooked directly at him though Bertrem had been with the
Order of Aesthetics who lived in the great library for over a decade. "Do you
know him Master? That was why | took the liberty of disturbing your work. He
has asked to see you."

"Raistlin., . . ."

A drop of ink fell fromAstinus's pen onto the paper

"Where is he?"

"On the steps, Master, where we found him W thought, perhaps, one of these
new heal ers we have heard about, the ones who worship the Goddess M shakal

m ght aid him "

The historian glared at the blot of ink in annoyance. Taking a pinch of fine,
white sand, he carefully sprinkled it over the ink to dry it so that it would
not stain other sheets that would | ater be set upon it. Then, |owering his
gaze, Astinus returned to his work.

"No heal er can cure this young nman's mal ady,"” the historian remarked in a

voi ce that m ght have cone fromthe depths of tine. "But bring himinside.
Gve hima room"

"Bring himinside the library?" Bertremrepeated in profound astoni shnent.
"Master, no one has ever been admtted except those of our order-"

"I will see him if |I have tinme at the end of the day," Astinus continued as
if he had not heard the Aesthetic's words. "If he is still alive, that is."
The pen noved rapidly across the paper

"Yes, Master," Bertrem nurnured and backed out of the room

Shutting the door to the study, the Aesthetic hurried through the cool and
silent marble halls of the ancient library, his eyes wide with the wonder of
this occurrence. His thick, heavy robes swept the floor behind him his shaved



head glistened with sweat as he ran, unaccustonmed to such strenuous exertion
The others of his order gazed at himin astoni shment as he swept into the
library's front entryway. d ancing quickly through the glass pane set in the
door, he could see the young man's body upon the stairs.

"We are commanded to bring himinside," Bertremtold the others. "Astinus will
see the young man tonight, if the mage is still alive."

One by one, the Aesthetics regarded each other in shocked sil ence, wondering
what doom this portended.

| am dyi ng.

The know edge was bitter to the mage. Lying in the bed in the cold, white cel
where the Aesthetics had placed him Raistlin cursed his frail and fragile
body, he cursed the Tests that shattered it, he cursed the gods who had
inflicted it upon him He cursed until he had no nore words to hurl, until he
was too exhausted even to think. And then he lay beneath the white |inen
sheets that were like winding cloths and felt his heart flutter inside his
breast like a trapped bird.

For the second time in his life, Raistlin was alone and frightened. He had
been al one only once before, and that had been during those three torturous
days of Testing in the Tower of H gh Sorcery. Even then, had he been al one? He

didn't think so, although he couldn't remenber clearly. The voice ... the
voi ce that spoke to him sonetines, the voice he could never identify, yet
seened to know ... He always connected the voice with the Tower. It had hel ped

himthere, as it had hel ped himsince. Because of that voice he had survived
t he ordeal.

But he wouldn't survive this, he knew. The nmagical transformation he had
undergone had placed too great a strain on his frail body. He had succeeded,
but at what a cost!

The Aesthetics found himhuddled in his red robes, vomiting bl ood upon their
stairs. He managed to gasp out the name of Astinus and his own nane when they
asked. Then he | ost consci ousness. \Wen he awoke, he was here, in this cold,
narrow nonk's cell. And wi th waking came the know edge that he was dying. He
had asked nore of his body than it was capable of giving. The dragon orb m ght
save him but he had no nore strength to work his magic. The words to draw
upon its enchantnent were gone fromhis mnd

I amtoo weak to control its trenendous power anyway, he realized. Let it once
know | have lost nmy strength and it woul d devour ne.

No, there was only one chance remaining to hi mthe books inside the great
library. The dragon orb had prom sed himthat these books held the secrets of
t he anci ent ones, great and powerful mages whose |ike would never be seen
again on Krynn. Perhaps there he could find the means to extend his life. He
had to talk to Astinus! He had to gain adnmittance to the great library, he had
shrieked at the conplacent Aesthetics. But they only nodded.

"Astinus will see you," they said, "this evening, if he has tine."

If he has time! Raistlin swore viciously. If | have tine! He could feel the
sands of his life running through his fingers and, grasp at them as he night,
he could not stop them

Gazing at himwith pitying eyes, not knowing what to do for him the

Aest hetics brought Raistlin food, but he could not eat. He could not even
swal  ow the bitter herbal mnedicine that eased his cough. Furious, he sent the
idiots away fromhim Then he lay back on his hard pillow, watching the sun's
light creep across his cell. Exerting all his effort to cling to life,
Raistlin forced hinmself to relax, knowi ng that this feverish anger would burn
himup. H s thoughts went to his brother

Cosing his eyes wearily, Raistlin imgined Caranmpon sitting beside him He
could alnost feel Caranmon's arms around him lifting himup so that he could
breathe nore easily. He could snell his brother's famliar scent of sweat and
| eat her and steel. Caranon woul d take care of him Caranmon would not |et him



die. .

No, Raistlin thought dream|ly. Caranon is dead now. They are all dead, the
fools. | nust |ook after nyself. Suddenly he realized he was | osing

consci ousness agai n. Desperately he fought, but it was a losing battle. Mking
a final, supreme effort, he thrust his shaking hand into a pocket in his robe.
H s fingers closed around the dragon orb-shrunk to the size of a child's

mar bl e-even as he sank into darkness.

He woke to the sound of voices and the know edge that someone was in the cel
with him Fighting through | ayers of blackness, Raistlin struggled to the
surface of his consciousness and opened his eyes.

It was evening. Lunitari's red light glanced through his wi ndow, a shinmering
bl oodstai n upon the wall. A candle burned beside his bed and, by its light, he
saw two men standing over him One he recognized as the Aesthetic who had

di scovered him The other? He seened faniliar.

"He wakes. Master," said the Aesthetic.

"So he does," remarked the man inperturbably. Bending down, he studied the
young mage's face, then smled and nodded to hinself, alnost as if sonmeone he
had | ong expected had finally arrived. It was a peculiar |ook, and it did not
go unnoticed by either Raistlin or the Aesthetic.

"I am Astinus," the man spoke. "You are Raistlin of Solace."

"I am" Raistlin's nouth forned the words, his voice was little nore than a
croak. Gazing up at Astinus, Raistlin's anger returned as he renenbered the
man's callous remark that he would see himif he had time. As Raistlin stared
at the man, he felt suddenly chilled. He had never seen a face so cold and
unfeeling, totally devoid of human enotion and human passi on. A face untouched
by ti me-

Rai stlin gasped. Struggling to sit up-with the Aesthetic's hel p-he stared at
Ast i nus.

Noticing Raistlin's reaction, Astinus remarked, "You | ook at me strangely,
young mage. What do you see with those hourglass eyes of yours?"

"I see ... aman . . . who is not dying. " Raistlin could speak only

t hr ough pai nful struggles to draw breath.

"OfF course, what did you expect?" the Aesthetic chided, gently propping the
dyi ng man against the pillows of his bed. "The Master was here to chronicle
the birth of the first upon Krynn and so he will be here to chronicle the
death of the last. So we are taught by G lean, God of the Book."

"I's that true?" Raistlin whispered.

Astinus shrugged slightly. "My personal history is of no consequence conpared
to the history of the world. Now speak, Raistlin of Solace. Wat do you want
of me? Whol e volunes are passing as | waste ny time inidle talk with you."

"I ask... | beg... a favor!" The words were torn fromRaistlin's chest and
cane out stained with blood. "My life ... is nmeasured... in hours. Let ne...
spend them.. in study... inthe ... great library!"

Bertram s tongue clicked agai nst the roof of his nmouth in shock at this young
mage's tenmerity. G ancing at Astinus fearfully, the Aesthetic waited for the
scathing refusal that, he felt certain, nmust flail this rash young man's skin
from his bones.

Long nmonments of silenced passed, broken only by Raistlin's | abored breat hing.
The expression on Astinus's face did not change. Finally he answered col dly.
"Do what you will."

I gnoring Bertrem s shocked | ook, Astinus turned and began to wal k toward the
door.

"Wait!" Raistlin's voice rasped. The mage reached out a trenbling hand as
Astinus slowy canme to a halt. "You asked nme what | saw when | | ooked at you.
Now | ask you the same thing. | saw that | ook upon your face when you bent
over me. You recogni zed nme! You know ne! Who am | ? What do you see?"

Astinus | ooked back, his face cold, blank, and inpenetrable as marble.

"You said you saw a nman who was not dying," the historian told the mage
softly. Hesitating a nonment, he shrugged and once again turned away. "l see a
man who is."



And, with that, he wal ked out the door.

It is assumed that You who hold this Book in your Hands have successfully
passed the Tests in one of the Towers of Hi gh Sorcery, and that You have
denonstrated Your Ability to exert Control over a Dragon Orb or sone other
approved Magical Artifact (see Appendix C) and, further, that You have
denonstrated Proven Ability in casting the Spells-

"Yes, yes," nuttered Raistlin, hurriedly scanning the runes that crawl ed |ike
spi ders across the page. Reading inpatiently through the list of spells, he
finally reached the concl usion

Havi ng conmpl eted these Requirenents to the Satisfaction of Your Masters, W
give into Your Hands this Spellbook. Thus, with the Key, You unlock Qur

Mysteri es.

Wth a shriek of inarticulate rage, Raistlin shoved the spellbook with its

ni ght - bl ue bi nding and silver runes aside. H s hand shaki ng, he reached for

t he next night-blue bound book in the huge pile he had amassed at his side. A
fit of coughing forced himto stop. Fighting for breath, he feared for a
nmonent that he could not go on

The pain was unbearable. Sonetimes he |onged to sink into oblivion, end this
torture he nust live with daily. Wak and dizzy, he let his head sink to the
desk, cradled in his arns. Rest, sweet, painless rest. An inmage of his brother
cane to his mnd. There was Caranmon in the afterlife, waiting for his little
brother. Raistlin could see his twin's sad, doglike eyes, he could feel his

pity...
Raistlin drew a breath with a gasp, then forced hinmself to sit up. Meeting
Caranon! I'mgetting |ightheaded, he sneered at hinself. What nonsense!

Moi stening his bl ood-caked |ips with water, Raistlin took hold of the next

ni ght - bl ue spel |l book and pulled it over to him Its silver runes flashed in
the candlelight, its cover-icy cold to the touch-was the sane as the covers of
all the other spellbooks stacked around him Its cover was the sane as the
spel | book in his possession already-the spellbook he knew by heart and by
soul , the spell book of the greatest nmage who ever |ived-Fistandantil us.

Wth trenbling hands, Raistlin opened the cover. H's feverish eyes devoured

t he page, reading the same requirements-only mages high in the Order had the
skill and control necessary to study the spells recorded inside. Those wi thout
it who tried to read the spells saw nothing on the pages but gibberish.
Raistlin fulfilled all the requirenments. He was probably the only Wite or
Red- Robed mage on Krynn, with the possible exception of the great Par-Salian
hi nsel f, who could say that. Yet, when Raistlin |ooked at the witing inside
t he book, it was nothing nore than a neani ngl ess scraw .

Thus, with the Key, You unlock our nysteries-

Rai stlin screaned, a thin, wailing sound cut off by a choking sob. In bitter
anger and frustration, he flung hinself upon the table, scattering the books
to the floor. Frantically his hands clawed the air and he screaned again. The
magi ¢ that he had been too weak to sunmon canme now in his anger

The Aesthetics, passing outside the doors of the great |ibrary, exchanged
fearful glances as they heard those terrible cries. Then they heard anot her
sound. A crackling sound foll owed by a boom ng expl osi on of thunder. They
stared at the door in alarm One put his hand upon the handle and turned it,
but the door was | ocked fast. Then one pointed and they all backed up as a
ghastly light flared beneath the closed door. The snell of sul phur drifted out
of the library, only to be blown away by a great gust of wind that hit the
door with such force it seenmed it might split in twd. Again the Aesthetics
heard that bubbling wail of rage, and then they fled down the marbl e hall way,
calling wildly for Astinus.

The historian arrived to find the door to the great library held spell bound.
He was not nuch surprised. Wth a sigh of resignation, he took a small book
fromthe pocket of his robes and then sat down in a chair, beginning to wite



in his quick, flowing script. The Aesthetics huddl ed together near him

al arned at the strange sounds enmanating fromw thin the | ocked room

Thunder booned and rolled, shaking the library's very foundation. Light flared
around the cl osed door so constantly it mght have been day within the room

i nstead of the darkest hour of the night. The how ing and shrieking of a

wi ndstorm bl ended with the nage's shrill screans. There were thuds and thunps,
the rustling sounds of sheaves of paper swirling about in a storm Tongues of
flame flicked from beneath the door

"Master!" one of the Aesthetics cried in terror, pointing to the flanes, "He

i s destroying the books!"

Astinus shook his head and did not cease his witing.

Then, suddenly, all was silent. The light seen beneath the library door went
out as if swallowed by darkness. Hesitantly the Aesthetics approached the
door, cocking their heads to listen. Nothing could be heard fromwthin,
except a faint rustling sound. Bertrem placed his hand upon the door. It
yielded to his gentle pressure

"The door opens, Master," he said.

Astinus stood up. "Return to your studies,'
"There is nothing you can do here."

Bowi ng silently, the nonks gave the door a final, scared glance, then wal ked
hurriedly down the echoing corridor, |eaving Astinus alone. He waited a few
nmonents to make certain they were gone, then the historian slowy opened the
door to the great library.

Silver and red noonlight streamed through the snmall w ndows. The orderly rows
of shelves that held thousands of bound books stretched into the darkness.
Recessed hol es contai ning thousands of scrolls lined the walls. The noonli ght
shone upon a table, buried under a pile of paper. A guttered candle stood in
the center of the table, a night-blue spellbook |ay open beside it, the
nmoonl i ght shining on its bone-white pages. O her spellbooks lay scattered on
the floor.

Looki ng around, Astinus frowned. Black streaks marked the walls. The snell of
sul phur and of fire was strong inside the room Sheets of paper swirled in the
still air, falling like | eaves after an autumm storm upon a body |lying on the
fl oor.

Entering the room Astinus carefully shut and | ocked the door behind him Then
he approached the body, wadi ng through the mass of parchnent scattered on the
floor. He said nothing, nor did he bend down to help the young nage. Standing
besi de Raistlin, he regarded himthoughtfully.

But, as he drew near, Astinus's robes brushed the netallic-col ored,

out stretched hand. At that touch, the mage lifted his head. Raistlin stared at
Astinus with eyes already darkening with the shadows of death.

"You did not find what you sought?" Astinus asked, staring down at the young
man with cold eyes.

he commanded t he Aesthetics.

"The Key!" Raistlin gasped through white lips flecked with blood. "Lost ... in

time... Fools!" His clawike hand cl enched, anger the only fire that burned in

him "So sinmple! Everyone knewit... no one recorded it! The Key... all | need
lost!™"

"So this ends your journey, ny old friend," Astinus said w thout conpassion
Rai stlin raised his head, his golden eyes glittering feverishly. "You do know
me! Who am | ?!'" he denanded.
"It is no longer inportant,"”
the library.

There was a piercing shriek behind him a hand grasped his robe, dragging him
to a halt.

"Don't turn your back on me as you have turned it on the world!" Raistlin
snarl ed.

"Turn nmy back on the world..." the historian repeated softly and slowy, his
head noving to face the nage. "Turn ny back on the world!" Enotion rarely
marred the surface of Astinus's cold voice, but now anger struck the placid
calmof his soul like a rock hurled into still water

Astinus said. Turning, he started to wal k out of



"I? Turn ny back on the world?" Astinus's voice rolled around the library as
the thunder had rolled previously. "I amthe world, as you well know, old
friend! Countless tinmes | have been born! Countless deaths | have died! Every
tear shed- mne have flowed! Every drop of blood spilled-m ne has drained!
Every agony, every joy ever felt has been mine to share!

"I sit with ny hand on the Sphere of Tine, the sphere you nade for me, old
friend, and | travel the length and breadth of this world chronicling its

history. | have conmtted the bl ackest deeds! | have nade the nobl est
sacrifices. | amhuman, elf, and ogre. | amnale and female. | have borne
children. | have nurdered children. |I saw you as you were. | see you as you

are. If | seemcold and unfeeling, it is because that is how | survive without
losing ny sanity! My passion goes into nmy words.

Those who read my books know what it is to have lived in any time, in any body
that ever wal ked this world!"

Rai stlin's hand | oosed its grip on the historian's robes and he fell weakly to
the floor. His strength was fading fast. But the nmage clung to Astinus's
words, even as he felt the coldness of death clutch his heart. | nust live,
just a nonment longer. Lunitari, give ne just a nmonment nore, he prayed, calling
upon the spirit of the nmoon from whi ch Red- Robed nmages draw their magic. Sone
word was com ng, he knew. Some word that would save him If only he could hold
on!

Astinus's eyes flared as he gazed upon the dying nman. The words he hurl ed at
hi m had been pent up inside the chronicler for countless centuries.

"On the last, perfect day," Astinus said, his voice shaking, "the three gods
wi Il come together: Paladine in his Radiance, Queen Takhisis in her Darkness,
and lastly Glean, Lord of Neutrality. In their hands, each bears the Key of
Knowl edge. They will place these Keys upon the great Altar, and upon the Altar
will also be placed nmy books-the story of every being who has |ived upon Krynn
t hroughout tinme! And then, at last, the world will be conplete-"

Astinus stopped, appalled, realizing what he had said, what he had done.

But Raistlin's eyes no |longer saw him The hourglass pupils were dilated, the
gol den col or surroundi ng them gl eaned |ike flane.

"The Key . . ." Raistlin whispered in exultation. "The Key! | know. ... |
know. . . "
So weak he could scarcely nove, Raistlin reached into the small, nondescri pt

pouch that hung fromhis belt and brought forth the marbl e-sized dragon orb
Holding it in his trenbling hand, the nage stared into it with eyes that were
fast growi ng dim

"I know who you are,"” Raistlin nurnured with his dying breath. "I know you now
and | beseech you-cone to ny aid as you cane to nmy aid in the Tower and in
Silvanesti! Qur bargain is struck! Save nme, and you save yoursel f!"

The mage col l apsed. His head with its sparse white wispy hair |lolled back onto
the floor, his eyes with their cursed vision closed. The hand that held the
orb went linp, but its fingers did not relax. It held the orb fast in a grip
stronger than death.

Little nore than a heap of bones garbed in bl ood-red robes, Raistlin |ay
unnoving am d the papers that littered the spell-blasted library.

Astinus stared at the body for |long monents, bathed in the garish purplish
[ight of the two noons. Then, his head bowed, the historian left the silent
library, closing and | ocking the door behind himw th hands that shook
Returning to his study, the historian sat for hours, gazing unseeing into the
dar kness.

"I tell you, it was Raistlin!"

"And | tell you, one nore of your furry-el ephant, teleporting-ring,
plants-living-off-air stories and I'll tw st that hoopak around your neck!"
Flint snapped angrily.
"It was too Raistlin,’

Tassl ehoff retorted, but he said it under his breath as



the two wal ked al ong the wi de, gleam ng streets of the beautiful city of

Pal ant has. The kender knew by | ong association just how far he could push the
dwarf and Flint's threshold for irritation was very | ow these days. "And don't
go bothering Laurana with your wild tales, either,"” Flint ordered, correctly
guessing Tas's intentions. "She has enough problens."

" But - "

The dwarf stopped and gazed grimy at the kender from beneath bushy white
eyebr ows.

"Prom se?"

Tas sighed. "Onh, all right."

It wouldn't have been so bad if he didn't feel quite certain he had seen

Rai stlin! He and Flint were wal ki ng past the steps of the great library of

Pal ant has when the kender's sharp eyes caught sight of a group of nonks
clustered around sonething lying on the steps. Wen Flint stopped for a nonent
to admre sone particularly fine piece of dwarven-crafted stonework in a
bui | di ng opposite, Tas took advantage of the opportunity to creep silently up
the stairs to see what was goi ng on

To his amazenent, he saw a man that | ooked just |ike Raistlin-golden-colored
metallic skin, red robes, and all- being lifted up off the stairs and carried
inside the library. But by the time the excited kender ran across the street,
grabbed Flint, and haul ed the grunbling dwarf back again, the group was gone.
Tassl ehof f even ran up to the door, banging on it and demandi ng entrance. But
the Aesthetic who answered appeared so horrified at the thought of a kender
comng into the great library that the scandalized dwarf hustled Tas off

bef ore the nonk coul d open his nouth.

Pronmi ses being very nebul ous things to kenders, Tas considered telling Laurana
anyway, but then he thought of the elf-naid' s face as it had appeared lately,
wan and drawn fromgrief, worry, and |ack of sleep, and the soft-hearted
kender decided maybe Flint was right. If it was Raistlin, he was probably here
on some secret business of his own and wouldn't thank them for dropping in on
himuninvited. Still-

Heavi ng a sigh, the kender wal ked on, kicking stones with his feet and | ooki ng
around the city once nore. Pal anthas was well worth the | ook. The city had
been fabled even during the Age of Mght for its beauty and grace. There was
no other city on Krynn that could conpare to it-at |east to human thought.
Built on a circular pattern |like a wheel, the center was, literally, the hub
of the city. Al the major official buildings were |ocated here, and the great
sweepi ng staircases and graceful colums were breathtaking in their grandeur
Fromthis central circle, wi de avenues led off in the directions of the eight
maj or conpass points. Paved with fitted stone (dwarven work, of course) and
lined with trees whose | eaves were |ike golden |ace year-round, these avenues
led to the seaport on the north and to the seven gates of the Ad Gty Wll
Even these gates were nasterpi eces of architecture, each one guarded by twi n
m narets whose graceful towers rose over three hundred feet into the air. The
ad wall itself was carved with intricate designs, telling the story of

Pal ant has during the Age of Dreans. Beyond A d City Vall lay New City.
Carefully planned to conformto the original design, New City extended from
aQd Gty Wwall in the sane circular pattern with the same wide, tree-lined
avenues. There were, however, no walls around New City. The Pal anthians didn't
particularly like walls, (walls ruined the over-all design) and nothing in
either Ad or New City was ever built these days without first consulting the
overall design, both within and without. Palanthas's sil houette upon the

hori zon in the evening was as lovely to the eye as the city itself-with one
excepti on.

Tas's thoughts were rudely interrupted by a poke in the back fromFlint.

"What is the matter with you?" the kender demanded, facing the dwarf.

"Where are we?" Flint asked surlily, hands on his hips.

"Vell, we're . " Tas | ooked around. "Uh . . .that is, | think we're . .
then again, perhaps we're not." He fixed Flint with a cold stare. "How did you
get us | ost?"



"ME!'" The dwarf exploded. "You' re the guide! You're the map-reader. You're the
kender who knows this city Iike he knows his own house!"

"But | was thinking," Tas said loftily.

"What with?" Flint roared.

"I was thinking deep thoughts,"” Tas said in wounded tones.

"I -oh, never mnd," Flint grunmbled and began to peer up and down the street.
He didn't quite like the | ooks of things.

"This certainly does seem strange," Tas said cheerfully, echoing the dwarf's
t houghts. "It's so enpty-not at all like the other streets of Palanthas." He
stared | ongingly down the rows of silent enpty buildings. "I wonder-"

"No," said Flint. "Absolutely not. W' re going back the way we cane-"

"Ch, cone on!" Tas said, heading down the deserted street.

"Just a little ways, to see what's down here. You know Laurana told us to | ook
around, inspect the forti-forta-the whatch-ma-call-its."

"Fortifications," muttered Flint, stumping reluctantly al ong after the kender
"And there aren't any around here, you doorknob. This is the center of the
city! She neant the walls around the outside of the city."

"There aren't any walls around the outside of the city," Tas said
triunphantly. "Not around New City, anyway. And if it's the center, why is it
deserted? | think we should find out."

Flint snorted. The kender was begi nning to nake sense-a fact which caused the
dwarf to shake his head and wonder if maybe he shouldn't |ie down somewhere
out of the sun

The two wal ked for several minutes in silence, traveling deeper and deeper
into the heart of the city. To one side, only a few bl ocks away, rose the

pal ati al mansion of the Lord of Pal anthas. They could see its towering spires
fromhere. But ahead of them nothing was visible. It was all lost in
shadow. . . .

Tas glanced into wi ndows and stuck his nose into doorways of the buil dings

t hey passed. He and Flint proceeded clear to the end of the bl ock before the
kender spoke.

"You know, Flint," Tas said uneasily, "these buildings are all enpty."
"Abandoned, " said Flint in hushed tones. The dwarf laid his hand on his

battl e-axe, he started nervously at the sound of Tas's shrill voice.

"There's a queer feeling about this place," Tas said, edging closer to the
dwarf. "I'mnot afraid, mnd you-"

"I am" said Flint enphatically. "Let's get out of herel"

Tas | ooked up at the tall buildings on either side of them They were well
kept. Apparently the Pal anthians were so proud of their city that they even
spent noney keeping up vacant buil dings. There were shops and dwel lings of al
ki nds, obviously structurally sound. The streets were clean and free from
litter and garbage. But it was all deserted. This had once been a prosperous
area, the kender thought. Right in the heart of the city. Wy wasn't it now?
Why had everyone left? It gave himan "eerie" feeling and there were not many
things in Krynn that gave kender "eerie" feelings.

'There aren't even any rats!" Flint nuttered. Taking hold of Tas's arm he
tugged at the kender. "W've seen enough."

"Ch, cone on," Tas said. Pulling his arm away, he fought down the strange
eerie sensation and-straightening his small shoul ders-started of f down the

si dewal k once nore. He hadn't gone three feet when he realized he was al one.
St oppi ng i n exasperation, he | ooked back. The dwarf was standing on the

si dewal k, gl owering at him

"I only want to go as far as that grove of trees at the end of the street,"”
Tas said, pointing. "Look-it's just an ordinary grove of ordinary oak trees.
Probably a park or something. Maybe we coul d have | unch-"

"I don't like this place!" Flint said stubbornly. "It rem nds me of ... of
Dar ken Wod-that place where Raistlin spoke to the spooks.™

"Ch, you're the only spook here!" Tas said irritably, determned to ignore the
fact that it rem nded himof the same thing. "It's broad daylight. W're in



the center of a city, for the |ove of Reorx-"

"Then why is it freezing col d?"

"It's winter!" the kender shouted, waving his arnms. He hushed i medi ately,
staring around in alarmat the weird way his words echoed through the silent
streets. "Are you coni ng?" he asked in a | oud whisper

Flint drew a deep breath. Scow ing, he gripped his battle-axe and marched down
the street toward the kender, casting a wary eye at the buildings as though at
any noment a spectre might [eap out at him

"Tisn't winter," the dwarf nmuttered out of the conmer of his nouth. "Except
around here."

"It won't be spring for weeks," Tas returned, glad to have sonmething to argue
about and keep his mind off the strange things his stomach was doi ng-tw sting
into knots and the |ike.

But Flint refused to quarrel-a bad sign. Silently, the two crept down the
enpty street until they reached the end of the bl ock. Here the buildings ended
abruptly in a grove of trees. As Tas had said, it seened just an ordinary
grove of oak trees- although they were certainly the tallest oaks either the
dwarf or the kender had seen in long years of exploring Krynn.

But as the two approached, they felt the strange chilling sensation becone
stronger until it was worse than any cold they had ever experienced, even the
cold of the glacier in lce Wall. It was worse because it canme fromwthin and

it made no sense! Way should it be so cold in just this part of the city? The
sun was shining. There wasn't a cloud in the sky. But soon their fingers were
nunb and stiff. Flint could no | onger hold his battle-axe and was forced to
put it back in its holder with shaking hands. Tas's teeth chattered, he had
lost all feeling in his pointed ears, and he shivered violently.

"L-let's g-get out-t of h-here . " stammered the dwarf through blue lips.

"Wwe're j-just s-standing in a sh-shadow of a building." Tas nearly bit his
tongue. "Wwhen we g-get in the s-s-sunshine, it'll war-warmup."
"No f-fire on K-K-Krynn will wwarmt-this!" Flint snapped visciously,

stonping on the ground to get the circulation started in his feet.

"J-just a f-few mnore f-feet. " Tas kept going al ong ganely, even though
hi s knees knocked together. But he went alone. Turning around, he saw that
Flint seemed paral yzed, unable to nove. Hi s head was bowed, his beard

qui ver ed.

| should go back, Tas thought, but he couldn't. The curiosity that did nore
than anything in the world to reduce the kender popul ati on kept draw ng him

f or war d.

Tas cane to the edge of the grove of oak trees and-here- his heart al nost
failed him Kender are normally inmune to the sensation of fear, so only a
kender could have come even this far. But now Tas found hinself a prey to the
nost unreasoning terror he had ever experienced. And whatever was causing it
was | ocated within that grove of oak trees.

They're ordinary trees, Tas said to hinmself, shivering. |I've talked to
spectres in Darken Wod. |'ve faced three or four dragons. | broke a dragon
orb. Just an ordinary grove of trees. | was prisoner in a w zard' s castle.

saw a dermon fromthe Abyss. Just a grove of ordinary trees.

Slowy, talking to hinmself, Tasslehoff inched his way through the oak trees.
He didn't go far, not even past the row of trees that forned the outer

peri meter of the grove, because now he could see into the heart of the grove.
Tassl ehof f gul ped, turned, and ran

At the sight of the kender running back toward him Flint knew it was Al

Over. Somet hing Awful was going to crash out of that grove of trees. The dwarf
whirled so rapidly he tripped over his feet and fell sprawing to the
paverment. Running up to him Tas grabbed Flint's belt and pulled himup. Then
the two dashed madly down the street, the dwarf running for his very life. He
coul d al nost hear gigantic footsteps thudding al ong behind him He did not
dare turn around. Visions of a slobbering nonster drove himon until his heart
seened about to burst fromhis body. Finally they reached the end of the
street.



It was warm The sun shone.

They coul d hear the voices of real live people drifting fromthe crowded
streets beyond. Flint stopped, exhausted, gasping for breath. d ancing
fearfully back down the street, he was surprised to see it was still enpty.

"What was it?" he managed to ask when he coul d speak past the thudding of his
heart.

The kender's face was pale as death. "A-a t-tower Tas gul ped, puffing.
Flint's eyes opened wide. "A tower?" the dwarf repeated. "I ran all that
way-nearly killing nyself-and | was running froma tower! | don't suppose"-
Flint's bushy eyebrows came together alarm ngly-"that the tower was chasi ng
you?"

"N-no," Tas admitted. "It-it just stood there. But it was the nost horrible
thing I've ever seen in ny life," the kender avowed sol etmly, shudderi ng.

"That woul d be the Tower of Hi gh Sorcery," the Lord of Palanthas told Laurana
that evening as they sat in the map room of the beautiful palace on the hil
overl ooking the city. "No wonder your little friend was terrified. |I'm
surprised he got as far as the Shoi kan Gak Grove."

"He's a kender," Laurana replied, smling.

"Ah, yes. Well, that explains it. Now that's sonething | hadn't considered,
you know. Hiring kender to do the work around the Tower. W have to pay the
nost outrageous prices to get men to go into those buil dings once a year and
keep themin good repair. But then"-the Lord appeared downcast-"I don't
suppose the townspeople would be at all pleased to see a sizeabl e nunber of
kender in the city."

Aot hus, Lord of Pal ant has, padded across the polished marble fl oor of the map
room his hands clasped behind his robes of state. Laurana wal ked next to him
trying to keep fromtripping over the hemof the long, flow ng gown the

Pal ant hi ans had i nsisted she wear. They had been quite charm ng about the
dress, offering it as a gift. But she knew they were horrified to see a
Princess of the Qualinesti parading around in bl oodstained, battle-scarred
arnor. Laurana had no choice but to accept it; she could not afford to offend
t he Pal ant hi ans whom she was counting on for help. But she felt naked and
fragil e and defensel ess without her sword at her side and the steel around her
body.

And she knew that the generals of the Pal anthian arny, the tenporary
conmanders of the Sol ami ¢ kni ghts, and the ot her nobl es-advisors fromthe
City Senate-were the ones nmaking her feel fragile and defenseless. Al of them
rem nded her with every | ook that she was-to thema woman playing at being a
soldier. Al right, she had done well. She had fought her little war and she
had won. Now back to the kitchen..

"What is the Tower of High Sorcery?" Laurana asked abruptly. She had | earned
after a week of negotiating with the Lord of Pal ant has that-although an
intelligent man-his thoughts tended to wander into unexplored regions and he
needed constant guidance to keep to the central topic.

"Ch, yes. Well, you can see it fromthe wi ndow here, if you really want to-"
The Lord seemed reluctant.

"I would like to see it," Laurana said coolly.

Shruggi ng, Lord Anothus veered fromhis course and | ed Laurana to a w ndow she
had al ready noticed because it was covered with thick curtains. The curtains
over the other wi ndows of the room were open, revealing a breathtaking view of
the city in whatever direction one | ooked.

"Yes, this is the reason | keep these shut,” the Lord said with a sigh in
answer to Laurana's question. "A pity, too. This was once the nost magnificent
viewin the city, according to the old records. But that was before the Tower
was cursed-"

The Lord drew the curtains aside with a trenbling hand, his face dark with
sorrow. Startled at such enotion, Laurana | ooked out curiously, then drewin a
breath. The sun was sinking behind the snow capped nmount ai ns, streaking the
sky with red and purple. The vibrant colors shimrered in the pure white



bui | di ngs of Pal anthas as the rare, translucent marble fromwhich they were
built caught the dying light. Laurana had never imagi ned such beauty could
exist in the world of humans. It rival ed her bel oved horel and of Qualinesti.
Then her eyes were drawn to a darkness within the shimering pearl radiance. A
single tower rose up to the sky. It was tall; even though the pal ace was
perched on a hill, the top of the Tower was only slightly bel ow her line of
sight. Made of black marble, it stood out in distinct contrast to the white
marble of the city around it. Mnarets nmust have once graced its gl eam ng
surface, she saw, though these were now crunbling and broken. Dark w ndows,
like enpty eyesockets, stared sightlessly into the world. A fence surrounded
it. The fence, too, was black and, on the gate of the fence, Laurana saw
sonmet hing fluttering. For a nonent she thought it was a huge bird, trapped
there, for it seened alive. But just as she was about to call the Lord's
attention to it, he shut the curtains with a shiver

"I"'msorry," he apologized. "I can't stand it. Shocking. And to think we've
lived with that for centuries..."

"I don't think it's so terrible,"” Laurana said earnestly, her mnd s eye
renmenbering the view of the Tower and the city around it. "The Tower

seens right sonehow. Your city is very beautiful, but sometines it's such a
cold, perfect beauty that | don't notice it anynore." Looking out the other

wi ndows, Laurana was once nore as enchanted with the view as she had been when
she first entered Pal anthas. "But after seeing that- that flawin your city,
it makes the beauty stand out in nmy mnd ... if you understand. "

It was obvious fromthe bermused expression on the Lord's face that he did not
under st and. Laurana sighed, though she caught herself glancing at the drawn
curtains with a strange fascination. "How did the Tower cone to be cursed?”
she asked i nstead.

"I't was during the-oh, | say, here's soneone who can tell the story far better
than |I," Lord Amothus said, looking up in relief as the door opened. "It isn't
a story | enjoy relating, to be perfectly honest."

"Astinus of the Library of Pal anthas," announced the herald.

To Laurana's astoni shnent, every man in the roomrose respectfully to his
feet-even the great generals and noblenen. Al this, she thought, for a
librarian? Then, to her even greater astoni shnent, the Lord of Pal anthas and
all his generals and all the nobles bowed as the historian entered. Laurana
bowed, too, out of confused courtesy. As a nenber of the royal house of

Qual inesti, she was not supposed to bow before anyone on Krynn unless it be
her own father, Speaker of the Suns. But when she straightened and studied
this man, she felt suddenly that bowi ng to him had been nost fitting and
proper .

Astinus entered with an ease and assurance that |led her to believe he woul d
stand unabashed in the presence of all the royalty on Krynn and the heavens as
wel . He seenmed m ddl e-aged, but there was an agel ess quality about him Hs
face m ght have been chiseled out of the nmarble of Palanthas itself and, at
first, Laurana was repelled by the cold, passionless quality of that face.
Then she saw that the nman's dark eyes literally blazed with life-as though lit
fromwithin by the fire of a thousand soul s.

"You are late, Astinus," Lord Anothus said pleasantly, though with a narked
respect. He and his generals all remained standing until the historian had
seated hinsel f, Laurana noticed, as did even the Knights of Sol amia. Al nost
overcome with an unaccustoned awe, she sank into her seat at the huge, round
table covered with maps, which stood in the center of the great room

"I had business to attend to," Astinus replied in a voice that m ght have
sounded froma bottom ess wel .

"I heard you were troubled by a strange occurrence." The Lord of Pal ant has
flushed in enbarrassnent. "I really nust apol ogi ze. W have no idea how the
young man came to be found in such an appalling condition upon your stairs. If
only you had let us know W could have renoved the body without fuss-"

"It was no trouble," Astinus said abruptly, glancing at Laurana. 'The matter
has been properly dealt with. Al is now at an end."



"But... uh ... what about the ... uh ... remains?" Lord Anothus asked
hesitantly. "I know how painful this nust be, but there are certain health
procl amations that the Senate has passed and I'd like to be sure all has been
attended to . "

"Perhaps | should | eave," Laurana said coldly, rising to her feet, "until this
conversation has ended."

"What ? Leave?" The Lord of Pal anthas stared at her vaguely. "You've only just
conme-"

"I believe our conversation is distressing to the elven princess," Astinus
remarked. 'The elves-as you remenber, my |lord-have a great reverence for life.
Death is not discussed in this callous fashion anong them™

"Ch, my heavens!" Lord Anothus flushed deeply, rising and taking her hand. "I
do beg your pardon, ny dear. Absol utely abom nable of me- Pl ease forgive ne
and be seated again. Sone wine for the princess-" Ampthus hailed a servant,
who filled Laurana's gl ass.

"You were discussing the Towers of Hi gh Sorcery as | entered. What do you know
of the Towers?" Astinus asked, his eyes staring into Laurana's soul

Shivering at that penetrating gaze, she gulped a sip of wine, sorry now that
she had mentioned it. "Really," she said faintly, "perhaps we should turn to
business. I'mcertain the generals are anxious to return to their troops and
|-

"What do you know of the Towers?" Astinus repeated.

"I -uh-not much," Laurana faltered, feeling as if she were back in school being
confronted by her tutor. "I had a friend- that is, an acquai ntance-who took
the Tests at the Tower of Hi gh Sorcery in Wayreth, but he is-"

"Raistlin of Solace, | believe," Astinus said inperturbably.

"Wy, yes!" Laurana answered, startled. "How"

"I ama historian, young worman. It is my business to know, " Astinus replied.
"I will tell you the history of the Tower of Pal anthas. Do not consider it a
waste of tine, Laural anthalasa, for its history is bound up in your destiny."
I gnoring her shocked | ook, he gestured to one of the generals. "You, there,
open that curtain. You are shutting out the best viewin the city, as |
bel i eve the princess remarked before | entered. This, then, is the story of
the Tower of H gh Sorcery of Pal ant has.

"My tale nust begin with what becane known-in hindsight-as the Lost Battles.
During the Age of M ght, when the Kingpriest of Istar began junping at
shadows, he gave his fears a nanme-magi c-users! He feared them he feared their
vast power. He did not understand it, and so it becane a threat to him

"It was easy to arouse the popul ace against the magi c-users. Although widely
respected, they were never trusted- primarily because they all owed anong their
ranks representatives of all three powers in the universe-the Wite Robes of
Good, the Red Robes of Neutrality, and the Black Robes of Evil. For they
under st ood-as the Kingpriest did not-that the universe swi ngs in bal ance anong
these three and that to disturb the balance is to invite destruction.

"And so the people rose against the magic-users. The five Towers of High
Sorcery were prime targets, naturally, for it was in these Towers that the
powers of the Order were nost concentrated. And it was in these Towers that

t he young mages came to take the Tests-those who dared. For the Trials are
arduous and-wor se- hazardous. |ndeed, failure neans one thing: death!"

"Deat h?" repeated Laurana, incredulously. Then Raistlin-"

"Risked his life to take the Test. And he nearly paid the price. That is
neither here nor there, however. Because of this deadly penalty for failure,
dark runors were spread about the Towers of H gh Sorcery. In vain the

magi c-users sought to explain that these were only centers of |earning and

t hat each young mage risking his life did so willingly, understanding the

pur pose behind it. Here, too, in the Towers, the mages kept their spell books
and their scrolls, their inplements of nagic. But no one believed them
Stories of strange rites and rituals and sacrifices spread anong the peopl e,
fostered by the Kingpriest and his clerics for their own ends.

"And the day cane when the popul ace rose agai nst the magi c-users. And for only



the second time in the history of the Order, the Robes cane together. The
first time was during the creation of the dragon orbs, which contained the
essences of good and evil, bound together by neutrality. After that, they went
their separate ways. Now, allied by a common threat, they cane together once
nore to protect their own.

"The magi ci ans thensel ves destroyed two of the Towers, rather than let the
nmobs i nvade them and neddle with that which was beyond their understandi ng.
The destruction of these two Towers laid waste to the countryside around t hem
and frightened the Kingpriest-for there was a Tower of H gh Sorcery located in
I star and one in Palanthas. As for the third, in the Forest of Wayreth, few
cared what becane of it, for it was far fromany center of civilization

"And so the Kingpriest approached the magic-users with a show of piety. If
they would | eave the two Towers standing, he would let them w thdraw i n peace,
renovi ng their books and scrolls and nagical inplenents to the Tower of High
Sorcery in Wayreth. Sorrowfully the magi c-users accepted his offer."

"But why didn't they fight?" Laurana interrupted. "l've seen Raistlin and ..
and Fi zban when they're angry! | can't imagine what truly powerful w zards
nmust be like!"

"Ah, but stop and consider this, Laurana. Your young friend-Raistlin-grew
exhausted casting even a fewrelatively mnor spells. And once a spell is
cast, it is gone fromhis nenory forever unless he reads his spellbook and
studies it once nore. This is true of even the highest |evel mages. It is how
t he gods protect us fromthose who m ght otherw se becone too powerful and
aspire to godhood itself. Wzards nust sleep, they must be able to
concentrate, and they nmust spend tinme in daily study. How could they w thstand
besi egi ng nobs? And, too, how could they destroy their own people?

"No, they felt they had to accept the Kingpriest's offer. Even the Bl ack
Robes, who cared little for the popul ace, saw that they nust be defeated and
that magic itself might be lost fromthe world. They w thdrew fromthe Tower
of High Sorcery at Istar-and al nost imediately the Kingpriest noved in to
occupy it. Then they abandoned the Tower here, in Palanthas. And the story of
this Tower is a terrible one.”

Astinus, who had been relating this w thout expression in his voice, suddenly
grew sol etm, hi s face darkeni ng.

"Well | renmenber that day," he said, speaking nore to hinself than to those
around the table. "They brought their books and scrolls to nme, to be kept in
my library. For there were many, many books and scrolls in the Tower, nore
than the nmagic-users could carry to Wayreth. They knew | woul d guard them and
treasure them Many of the spell books were ancient and could no | onger be
read, since they had been bound with spells of protection-spells to which the
Key... had been |l ost. The Key . "

Astinus fell silent, pondering. Then, with a sigh, as if brushing away dark

t hought s, he conti nued.

"The peopl e of Pal anthas gat hered around the Tower as the hi ghest of the
Order-the Wzard of the Wiite Robes-cl osed the Tower's sl ender gates of gold
and | ocked themwith a silver key. The Lord of Pal anthas watched hi m eagerly.
Al'l knew the Lord intended to nove into the Tower, as his nentor-the

Ki ngpriest of Istar-had done. His eyes lingered greedily on the Tower, for

| egends of the wonders within-both fair and evil- had spread throughout the
land. "

"OfF all the beautiful buildings in Palanthas,” nurnured Lord Anothus, "the
Tower of High Sorcery was said to be the nost splendid. And now. "

"What happened?" asked Laurana, feeling chilled as the darkness of nlght crept
t hrough the room w shing soneone woul d sumon the servants to light the

candl es.

'The Wzard started to hand the silver key to the Lord," continued Astinus in
a deep, sad voice. "Suddenly, one of the Black Robes appeared in a wi ndow in
t he upper stories. As the people stared at himin horror, he shouted, 'The
gates will remain closed and the halls enpty until the day cones when the
mast er of both the past and the present returns with power!' Then the evil



mage | eaped out, hurling hinself down upon the gates. And as the barbs of
silver and of gold pierced the black robes, he cast a curse upon the Tower.

H s bl ood stained the ground, the silver and gol den gates withered and twi sted
and turned to black. The shinmrering tower of white and red faded to ice gray
stone, its black minarets crunbl ed.

'The Lord and the people fled in terror and, to this day, no one dares
approach the Tower of Pal anthas. Not even kender"-Astinus smled briefly-"who
fear nothing in this world. The curse is so powerful it keeps away al

nortal s-"

"Until the master of past and present returns," Laurana nurmnured.

"Bah! The man was mad." Lord Anothus sniffed. "No nman is master of past and
present-unless it be you, Astinus."

"I amnot master!" Astinus said in such hollow, ringing tones that everyone in

the roomstared at him "I renmenber the past, | record the present. | do not
seek to donminate either!”
"Mad, like | said." The Lord shrugged. "And now we are forced to endure an

eyesore |like the Tower because no one can stand to live around it or get close
enough to tear it down."

"I think to tear it down would be a shane," Laurana said softly, gazing at the
Tower through the window "It bel ongs here. "

"Indeed it does, young woman," Astinus replied, regarding her strangely.

Ni ght's shadows had deepened as Astinus tal ked. Soon the Tower was shrouded in
darkness while lights sparkled in the rest of the city. Pal anthas seened to be
trying to out-glitter the stars, thought Laurana, but a round patch of

bl ackness will remain always in its center

"How sad and how tragic," she murnured, feeling that she nust say sonething,
since Astinus was staring straight at her. "And that-that dark thing | saw
fluttering, pinned to the fence-" She stopped in horror

"Mad, mad," repeated Lord Anothus gloomly. "Yes, that is what's left of the
body, so we suppose. No one has been able to get close enough to find out."
Laurana shuddered. Putting her hands to her aching head, she knew that this
grimstory would haunt her for nights, and she wi shed she'd never heard it.
Bound up in her destiny! Angrily she put the thought out of her mind. It

didn't matter. She didn't have tinme for this. Her destiny |ooked bl eak enough
wi t hout addi ng ni ghtmari sh nursery tales.

As if reading her thoughts, Astinus suddenly rose to his feet and called for
nore |ight.

"For," he said coldly, staring at Laurana, "the past is lost. Your future is
your own. And we have a great deal of work to do before norning."

Commander of the knights of Solammia stood, "First, | must read a conmuni qué
received from Lord Gunthar only a few hours ago." The Lord of Pal ant has

wi thdrew a scroll fromthe folds of his finely woven, wool en robes and spread
it on the table, snoothing it carefully with his hands. Leaning his head back
he peered at it, obviously trying to bring it into focus.

Laurana-feeling certain that this nmust be in reply to a message of her own she
had pronpted Lord Anmothus to send to Lord Gunthar two days earlier-bit her lip
in inpatience.

"It's creased,” Lord Ampothus said in apology. "The griffons the elven |ords
have so kindly | oaned us"-he bowed to Laurana, who bowed back, suppressing the
urge to rip the message from his hand-"cannot be taught to carry these scrolls
wi t hout runmpling them Ah, now | can make it out. 'Lord Gunthar to Anpt hus,
Lord of Palanthas. Greetings.' Charm ng man. Lord Gunthar." The Lord | ooked
up. "He was here only last year, during Spring Dawni ng festival -which, by the
way, takes place in three weeks, ny dear. Perhaps you woul d grace our
festivities-"

"I would be pleased to, lord, if any of us are here in three weeks," Laurana
sai d, clenching her hands tightly beneath the table in an effort to remain
calm

Lord Anot hus blinked, then smled indulgently. "Certainly. The dragonarnmi es.
Well, to continue reading. 'l amtruly grieved to hear of the loss of so many



of our Knighthood. Let us find confort in the know edge that they died
victorious, fighting this great evil that darkens our lands. | feel an even
greater personal grief in the loss of three of our finest |eaders: Derek
Crownguard, Knight of the Rose, Alfred MarKenin, Knight of the Sword, and
Sturm Bri ght bl ade, Kni ght of the Crown." The Lord turned to Laurana.
"Brightbl ade. He was your close friend, | believe, mnmy dear?"

"Yes, ny lord," Laurana murmured, |owering her head, letting her golden hair
fall forward to hide the anguish in her eyes. It had been only a short tine
since they had buried Sturmin the Chanber of Pal adi ne beneath the ruins of
the High Cerist's Tower. The pain of his loss still ached.

"Continue readi ng, Anothus," Astinus commanded coldly. "I cannot afford to
take too nuch time frommy studies.”

"Certainly, Astinus," the Lord said, flushing. He began to read again
hurriedly. "This tragedy | eaves the knights in unusual circunstances. First,

t he Kni ghthood is now nmade up of- as | understand-primarily Knights of the
Crown-t he | owest order of knights. This means that-while all have passed their
tests and won their shields-they are, however, young and inexperienced. For
nost, this was their first battle. It also | eaves us without any suitable
conmander s since-according to the Measure-there nmust be a representative from
each of the three Orders of Knights in comand.' "

Laurana could hear the faint jingle of arnmor and the rattle of swords as the
kni ghts present shifted unconfortably. They were tenporary |eaders until this
qguestion of command coul d be settled. O osing her eyes, Laurana sighed.

Pl ease, Gunthar, she thought, et your choice be a wise one. So many have di ed
because of political nmaneuvering. Let this be an end to it!

"Therefore | appoint to fill the position of |eadership of the Knights of

Sol ammi a, Laur al ant hal asa of the royal house of Qualinesti-' " The Lord paused
a nonent, as if uncertain he had read correctly. Laurana's eyes opened w de as
she stared at himin shocked disbelief. But she was not nore shocked than the
kni ghts thensel ves.

Lord Anot hus peered vaguely at the scroll, rereading it. Then, hearing a

mur mur of inpatience fromAstinus, he hurried on-" "who is the nost

experi enced person currently in the field and the only one with know edge of
how to use the dragonlances. | attest to the validity of this Wit by ny seal
Lord Gunthar Uth Wstan, G and Master of the Knights of Solammia, and so
forth.' " The Lord | ooked up. "Congratul ations, mnmy dear-or perhaps | should
say 'general.' "

Laurana sat very still. For a nonent she was so filled with anger she thought

she might stalk out of the room Visions swam before her eyes-Lord Alfred' s
headl ess corpse, poor Derek dying in his madness, Sturm s peace-filled,

lifel ess eyes, the bodies of the knights who had died in the Tower laid out in
a row. ..

And now she was in command. An elfrmaid fromthe royal household. Not even old
enough- by el ven standards-to be free of her father's house. A spoiled little
girl who had run away from her honme to "chase after” her chil dhood sweetheart,
Tanis Hal f-Elven. That spoiled little girl had grown up. Fear, pain, great

| oss, great sorrow she knew that-in some ways-she was ol der than her father
NOW.

Turni ng her head, she saw Sir Markham and Sir Patrick exchange gl ances. O al
t he Knights of the Crown, these two had served | ongest. She knew both nmen to
be valiant soldiers and honorable nmen. They had both fought bravely at the

H gh derist's Tower. Wy hadn't Qunthar picked one of them as she herself
had recomended?

Sir Patrick stood up, his face dark. "I cannot accept this,"” he said in a | ow
voi ce. "Lady Laurana is a valiant warrior, certainly, but she has never
comanded nmen in the field."

"Have you, young kni ght?" Astinus asked inperturbably.

Patrick flushed. "No, but that's different. She's a wom"

"Ch, really, Patrick!™ Sir Markham | aughed. He was a carefree, easy-going



young man-a startling contrast to the stern and serious Patrick. "Hair on your
chest doesn't make you a general. Relax! It's politics. @unthar has nade a

wi se nove."

Laurana flushed, knowi ng he was right. She was a safe choice until QGunthar had
time to rebuild the Knighthood and entrench hinself firnmly as | eader

"But there is no precedent for this!" Patrick continued to argue, avoiding
Laurana's eyes. "lI'mcertain that-according to the Measure-wonen are not
permtted in the Knighthood-"

"You are wong," Astinus stated flatly. "And there is precedent. In the Third
Dragon wars, a young worman was accepted into the Knighthood follow ng the
deat hs of her father and her brothers. She rose to Knight of the Sword and

di ed honorably in battle, nourned by her brethren.”

No one spoke. Lord Anot hus appeared extrenely enbarrassed-he had al nost sunk
beneath the table at Sir Markham s reference to hairy chests. Astinus stared
coldly at Sir Patrick. Sir Markhamtoyed with his w negl ass, glancing once at
Laurana and smiling. After a brief, internal struggle, visible in his face,
Sir Patrick sat back down, scow ing.

Sir Markhamrai sed his glass. "To our conmander.”

Laurana did not respond. She was in conmand. Command of what? she asked
herself bitterly. The tattered remmants of the Knights of Sol amia, who had
been sent to Pal anthas; of the hundreds that had sailed, no nore than fifty
survived. They had won a victory... but at what terrible cost? A dragon orb
destroyed, the Hgh Cerist's Tower in ruins..

"Yes, Laurana," said Astinus, "they have left you to pick up the pieces."

She | ooked up startled, frightened of this strange man who spoke her thoughts.
"I didn't want this," she nmurnmured through lips that felt nunb.

"I don't believe any of us were sitting around praying for a war," Astinus
remarked caustically. "But war has cone, and now you nust do what you can to
winit." He rose to his feet. The Lord of Pal anthas, the generals, and the
Kni ghts stood up respectfully.

Laurana remrai ned seated, her eyes on her hands. She felt Astinus staring at
her, and she stubbornly refused to | ook at him

"Must you go, Astinus?" Lord Anot hus asked plaintively.

"I must. My studies wait. Already | have been gone too |ong. You have a great
deal to do now, much of it mundane and boring. You do not need ne. You have
your |eader." He made a notion with his hand.

"What ?" Laurana said, catching his gesture out of the corner of her eye. Now
she | ooked at him then her eyes went to the Lord of Pal anthas. "Me? You can't
mean that! I'"'monly in command of the Knights-"

"Whi ch nakes you commander of the armies of the city of Palanthas, if we so
choose," the Lord said. "And if Astinus recomends you-"

"I don't," Astinus said bluntly. "I cannot recomend anyone. | do not shape
history-" He stopped suddenly, and Laurana was surprised to see the mask slip
fromhis face, revealing grief and sorrow. "That is, | have endeavored not to
shape history. Sonetinmes, even | fail...." He sighed, then regai ned control of
hi nsel f, replacing the mask. "I have done what | canme to do, given you a

know edge of the past. It may or may not be relevant to your future."

He turned to | eave.

"Wait!" Laurana cried, rising. She started to take a step toward him then
faltered as the cold, stern eyes net hers, forbidding as solid stone. "You-you
see-everything that is happening, as it occurs?"

"1 do."

' Then you could tell us-where the dragonarnies are, what they are doi ng-"
"Bah! You know that as well as | do." Astinus turned away agai n.

Laurana cast a quick glance around the room She saw the lord and the generals
wat chi ng her with anusenent. She knew she was acting like that spoiled little
girl again, but she nust have answers! Astinus was near the door; the servants
were opening it. Casting a defiant | ook at the others, Laurana left the table
and wal ked qui ckly across the polished nmarble floor, stumbling over the hem of
her dress in her haste. Astinus, hearing her, stopped within the doorway.



"I have two questions," she said softly, com ng near him

"Yes," he answered, staring into her green eyes, "one in your head and one in
your heart. Ask the first."

"I's there a dragon orb still in existence?"

Astinus was silent a monment. Once nore Laurana saw pain in his eyes, as his
agel ess face appeared suddenly old. "Yes," he said finally. "I can tell you
that much. One still exists. But it is beyond your ability to use or to find.
Put it out of your thoughts.”

"Tanis had it," Laurana persisted. "Does this mean he has lost it? Were"-she
hesitated, this was the question in her heart- "where is he?"

"Put it out of your thoughts."

"What do you mean?" Laurana felt chilled by the man's frost-rinmed voice.

"I do not predict the future. | see only the present, as it becomes the past.
Thus | have seen it since tine began. | have seen love that, through its
willingness to sacrifice everything, brought hope to the world. | have seen

love that tried to overcone pride and a lust for power, but failed. The world
is darker for its failure, but it is only as a cloud dinms the sun. The sun-the
love-still remains. Finally | have seen love |lost in darkness. Love mi spl aced,
m sunder st ood, because the |over did not know his-or her-own heart."

"You speak in riddles," Laurana said angrily.

"Do | ?" Astinus asked. He bowed. "Farewell, Laural anthal asa. My advice to you
is: concentrate on your duty."

The historian wal ked out the door

Laurana stood staring after him repeating his words: "love lost in darkness."
Was it ariddle or did she know the answer and sinply refuse to adnmit it to
hersel f, as Astinus inplied?

"'l left Tanis in Flotsamto handle matters in my absence.' " Kitiara had
said those words. Kitiara-the Dragon Highlord. Kitiara-the human woman Tani s

| oved.

Suddenly the pain in Laurana's heart-the pain that had been there since she
heard Kitiara speak those words-vani shed, |eaving a cold enptiness, a void of
darkness like the missing constellations in the night sky. "Love lost in
darkness." Tanis was lost. That is what Astinus was trying to tell her
Concentrate on your duties. Yes, she would concentrate on her duties, since
that was all she had left.

Turning around to face the Lord of Palanthas and his generals, Laurana threw
back her head, her golden hair glinting in the light of the candles. "I wll
take the | eadership of the armes,"” she said in a voice nearly as cold as the
void in her soul

"Now this is stonework!" stated Flint in satisfaction, stanping on the
battlements of the Ad City Wall beneath his feet. "Dwarves built this, no
doubt about it. Look how each stone is cut with careful precision to fit
perfectly within the wall, no two quite alike."

"Fascinating," said Tassl ehoff, yawning. "D d dwarves build that Tower we-"
"Don't remind nme!" Flint snapped. "And dwarves did not build the Towers of

H gh Sorcery. They were built by the w zards thensel ves, who created them from
the very bones of the world, raising the rocks up out of the soil with their
magi c. "

"That's wonderful!" breathed Tas, waking up. "I wish | could have been there.
How "

"It's nothing," continued the dwarf |oudly, glaring at Tas, "conpared to the
wor k of the dwarven rocknmasons, who spent centuries perfecting their art. Now
ook at this stone. See the texture of the chisel marks-"

"Here comes Laurana," Tas said thankfully, glad to end his |l esson in dwarven
architecture

Flint quit peering at the rock wall to watch Laurana wal k toward them from a
great dark hallway, which opened onto the battlenment. She was dressed once
nmore in the armor she had worn at the High Clerist's Tower; the bl ood had been



cl eaned of f the gol d-decorated steel breastplate, the dents repaired. Her

| ong, honey-col ored hair flowed from beneath her red-pluned helm gleamng in
Solinari's light. She wal ked slowy, her eyes on the eastern horizon where the
nmount ai ns were dark shadows against the starry sky. The noonlight touched her
face as well. Looking at her, Flint sighed.

"She's changed," he said to Tassl ehoff softly. "And el ves never change. Do you
renenmber when we nmet her in Qualinesti? In the fall, only six nonths ago. Yet
it could be years-"

"She's still not over Sturmis death. It's only been a week," Tas said, his

i mpi sh kender face unusually serious and thoughtful

"It's not just that." The old dwarf shook his head. "It had something to do
with that meeting she had with Kitiara, up on the wall of the High Cerist's
Tower. It was sonmething Kitiara did or said. Blast her!" the dwarf snapped

viciously. "I never did trust her! Even in the old days. It didn't surprise ne
to see her in the get-up of a Dragon Highlord! 1'd give a mountain of stee
coins to know what she said to Laurana that snuffed the Iight right out of

her. She was |ike a ghost when we brought her down fromthe wall, after
Kitiara and her blue dragon left. I'll bet ny beard,"” nuttered the dwarf,

"that it had sonething to do with Tanis."

"I can't believe Kitiara's a Dragon Highlord. She was always . . . always

" Tas groped for words, "well, fun!"

"Fun?" said Flint, his brows contracting. "Muybe. But cold and sel fish, too.
Oh, she was charmi ng enough when she wanted to be." Flint's voice sank to a
whi sper. Laurana was getting close enough to hear. "Tanis never did see it. He
al ways believed there was nore to Kitiara beneath the surface. He thought he
al one knew her, that she covered herself with a hard shell to conceal her
tender heart. Hah! She had as nuch heart as these stones."”

"What's the news, Laurana?" Tas asked cheerfully as the elf-maid came up to

t hem

Laurana smiled down at her old friends, but-as Flint said- it was no | onger
the innocent, gay smile of the el fmaid who had wal ked beneath the aspen trees
of Qualinesti. Now her smle was |ike the bl eakness of the sun in a cold

wi nter sky. It gave light but no warnth-perhaps because there was no matching
warnth in her eyes.

"I am commander of the armies," she said flatly.

"Congratu-" began Tas, but his voice died at the sight of her face.

"There is nothing to congratul ate ne about,"” Laurana said bitterly. "Wat do
conmand? A handful of knights, stuck in a ruined bastion mles away in the

Vi ngaard nountai ns, and a thousand men who stand upon the walls of this city."
She cl enched her gloved fist, her eyes on the eastern sky that was begi nni ng
to show the faintest glimer of nmorning light. "W should be out there! Now
While the dragonarmnmy is still scattered and trying to regroup! W coul d defeat
themeasily. But, no, we dare not go out onto the Plains-not even with the
dragonl ances. For what good are they against dragons in flight? If we had a
dragon orb-"

She fell silent for a nmoment, then drew a deep breath. Her face hardened.
"Well, we don't. It's no use thinking about it. So we'll stand here, on the
battl ements of Pal anthas, and wait for death."

"Now, Laurana" Flint renonstrated, clearing his throat gruffly, "perhaps
things aren't that dark. There are good solid walls around this city. A

t housand nen can hold it easily. The gnonmes with their catapults guard the
harbor. The kni ghts guard the only pass through the Vingaard Muntains and

we' ve sent nen to reinforce them And we do have the dragonl ances-a few at any
rate, and Gunthar sent word that nore are on the way. So we can't attack
dragons in flight? They'll think twi ce about flying over the walls-"

"That isn't enough, Flint!" Laurana sighed. "Ch, sure, we may hold the
dragonarm es off for a week or two weeks or naybe even a nonth. But then what?
What happens to us when they control the |and around us? All we can do agai nst
the dragons is shut ourselves up in safe little havens. Soon this world will
be nothing but tiny islands of |ight surrounded by vast oceans of darkness.



And t hen-one by one-the darkness will engulf us all."

Laurana | aid her head down upon her hand, resting against the wall.

"How | ong has it been since you' ve slept?" Flint asked sternly.

"I don't know," she answered. "My waking and sl eeping seem m xed together. |'m
wal king in a dreamhal f the tine, and sl eeping through reality the other

hal f."

"Cet sone sleep now," the dwarf said in what Tas referred to as his
Grandfather Voice. "We're turning in. Qur watch is al nost up."

"I can't," Laurana said, rubbing her eyes. The thought of sleep suddenly made
her realize how exhausted she was. "I cane to tell you-we received reports

t hat dragons were seen, flying westward over the city of Kalaman."

"They're heading this direction then," Tas said, visualizing a map in his
head.

"\Whose reports?" asked the dwarf suspiciously.

"The griffons. Now don't scow |ike that." Laurana smiled slightly at the
sight of the dwarf's disgust. "The griffons have been a vast help to us. If
the elves contribute nothing nore to this war than their griffons, they wll
have al ready done a great deal."

"Griffons are dunb animals,” Flint stated. "And | trust them about as far as |
trust kender. Besides," the dwarf continued, ignoring Tas's indignant glare,
"it doesn't nake sense. The Hi ghlords don't send dragons to attack w thout the
arm es backing themup..."

"Maybe the arnmies aren't as disorgani zed as we heard."

Laurana sighed wearily. "Or maybe the dragons are sinply being sent to weak
what havoc they can. Denoralize the city, lay waste to the surroundi ng
countryside. | don't know Look, word' s spread."”

Flint glanced around. Those soldiers that were off duty were still in their

pl aces, staring eastward at the nountai ns whose snow capped peaks were turning
a delicate pink in the brightening dawn. Talking in | ow voices they were
joined by others, just waking and hearing the news.

"I feared as much." Laurana sighed. 'This will start a panic! | warned Lord
Amot hus to keep the news quiet, but the Palanthians aren't used to keeping
anything quiet! There, what did I tell you?"

Looki ng down fromthe wall, the friends could see the streets starting to fil
wi t h peopl e-hal f-dressed, sleepy, frightened. Watching themrun from house to
house, Laurana could i magi ne the runors being spread.

She bit her lip, her green eyes flared in anger. "Now |'I| have to pull nen
off the walls to get these people back into their hones. | can't have themin
the streets when the dragons attack! You nen, come with me!" Gesturing to a
group of soldiers standing nearby, Laurana hurried away. Flint and Tas watched
her di sappear down the stairs, heading for the Lord' s pal ace. Soon they saw
arnmed patrols fanning out into the streets, trying to herd people back into
their homes and quell the rising tide of panic.

"Fine lot of good that's doing!"™ Flint snorted. The streets were getting nore
crowded by the nonment.

But Tas, standing on a block of stone staring out over the wall, shook his
head. "It doesn't matter!" he whispered in despair. "Flint, |ook-"

The dwarf clinbed hurriedly up to stand beside his friend. A ready nen were
poi nting and shouting, grabbing bows and spears. Here and there, the barbed
silver point of the dragonlance could be seen, glinting in the torchlight.
"How many?" Flint asked, squinting.

"Ten," Tas answered slowly. 'Two flights. Big dragons, too. Maybe the red
ones, like we sawin Tarsis. | can't see their color against the dawn's |ight,
but | can see riders on them Maybe a H ghlord. Maybe Kitiara... Gee," Tas
said, struck by a sudden thought, "I hope | get to talk to her this tine. It

nmust be interesting being a Hi ghlord-"

Hs words were lost in the sound of bells ringing fromtowers all over the
city. The people in the streets, stared up at the walls where the soldiers
were pointing and excl aim ng. Far bel ow them Tas could see Laurana energe
fromthe Lord s palace, followed by the Lord hinmself and two of his generals.



The kender could tell fromthe set of her shoulders that Laurana was furious.
She gestured at the bells, apparently wanting them silenced. But it was too

| ate. The people of Palanthas went wild with terror. And nost of the

i nexperienced soldiers were in nearly as bad a state as the civilians. The
sound of shrieks and wails and hoarse calls rose up into the air. Gim
menories of Tarsis cane back to Tas-people tranpled to death in the streets,
houses expl oding in flanes.

The kender turned slowy around. "I guess | don't want to talk to Kitiara," he
said softly, brushing his hand across his eyes as he watched the dragons fly
closer and closer. "I don't want to know what it's |ike being a Highlord,
because it nmust be sad and dark and horrible... Wait-"

Tas stared eastward. He couldn't believe his eyes, so he | eaned far out,
perilously close to falling over the edge of the wall

"Flint!" he shouted, waving his arns.

"What is it?" Flint snapped. Catching hold of Tas by the belt of his blue

| eggi ngs, the dwarf haul ed the excited kender back in with jerk.

"It's like in Pax Tharkas!" Tas babbl ed i ncoherently. "Like Huma's tonb. Like
Fi zban said! They're here! They've cone!"

"Who's here!" Flint roared in exasperation

Jumpi ng up and down in excitement, his pouches bouncing around wildly, Tas
turned without answering and dashed off, |eaving the dwarf fuming on the
stairs, calling out, "Who's here, you rattlebrain?"

"Laurana!" shouted Tas's shrill voice, splitting the early nmorning air like a
slightly off-key trunpet. "Laurana, they've cone! They're here! Like Fizban
sai d! Laurana!"

Cursing the kender beneath his breath, Flint stared back out to the east.
Then, gl ancing around swiftly, the dwarf slipped a hand inside a vest pocket.
Hurriedly he drew out a pair of glasses and-Ilooking around again to nake
certain no one was wat ching himhe slipped them on

Now he coul d make out what had been nothing nore than a haze of pink |ight
broken by the darker, pointed masses of the nountain range. The dwarf drew a
deep, trenbling breath. H s eyes dimed with tears. Quickly he snatched the
gl asses of f his nose and put them back into their case, slipping them back
into his pocket. But he'd worn the glasses just [ong enough to see the dawn
touch the wings of dragons with a pink light-pink glinting off silver.

"Put your weapons down, lads," Flint said to the men around him nopping his
eyes with one of the kender's handkerchiefs. "Praise be to Reorx. Now we have
a chance. Now we have a chance..."

8
The Cath of the Dragons.

The silver dragons settled to the ground on the outskirts of the great city of
Pal anthas, their wings filled the nmorning sky with a blinding radiance. The
peopl e crowded the walls to stare out uneasily at the beautiful, magnificent
creatures.

At first the people had been so terrified of the huge beasts, that they were
intent on driving them away, even when Laurana assured themthat these dragons
were not evil. Finally Astinus hinmself energed fromhis library and coldly

i nfornmed Lord Anothus that these dragons would not harmthem Reluctantly the
peopl e of Palanthas |aid down their weapons.

Laurana knew, however, that the people would have believed Astinus if he told
themthe sun would rise at mdnight. They did not believe in the dragons.

It wasn't until Laurana herself wal ked out of the city gates and straight into
the arns of a man who had been riding one of the beautiful silver dragons that
t he people begin to think there mght be something to this children's story
after all.

"Who is that man? Who has brought the dragons to us? Wiy have the dragons
cone?"

Jostling and shoving, the people | eaned over the wall, asking questions and



listening to the wong answers. Qut in the valley, the dragons slowy fanned
their wings to keep their circulation going in the chill norning.

As Laurana enbraced the man, another person clinbed down off one of the
dragons-a wonman whose hair gl eaned as silver as the dragon's w ngs. Laurana
enbraced this woman, too. Then, to the wonder of the people, Astinus led the
three of themto the great library, where they were admtted by the

Aest hetics. The huge doors shut behind them

The people were left to mill about, buzzing with questions and casting dubi ous
gl ances at the dragons sitting before their city walls.

Then the bells rang out once nmore. Lord Anothus was calling a neeting.
Hurriedly the people left the walls to fill the city square before the Lord's
pal ace as he cane out onto a balcony to answer their questions.

"These are silver dragons,"” he shouted, "good dragons who have joined us in
our battle against the evil dragons as in the | egend of Huma. The dragons have
been brought to our city by-", whatever else the Lord intended to say was | ost
in cheering. The bells rang out again, this time in celebration. People

fl ooded the streets, singing and dancing. Finally, after a futile attenpt to
continue, the Lord sinply declared the day a holiday and returned to his

pal ace.

The following is an excerpt fromthe Chronicles, A History of Krynn, as
recorded by Astinus of Palanthas. It can be found under the heading: "The QCath
of the Dragons."

As |, Astinus, wite these words, | |look on the face of the elflord,

G | t hanas, younger son of Sol ostaran, Speaker of the Suns, lord of the
Qualinesti. Glthanas's face is very much like his sister Laurana's face, and
not just in famly resenblance. Both have the delicate features and agel ess
quality of all elves. But these two are different. Both faces are marked with
a sorrow not to be seen on the faces of elves living on Krynn. Although | fear
that, before this war is ended, many elves will have this sane | ook. And
perhaps this is not a bad thing, for it seens that, finally, the elves are

| earning that they are part of this world, not above it.

To one side of Glthanas sits his sister. To the other sits one of the nost
beautiful wormen | have seen wal k on Krynn. She appears to be an elfmid, a

Wl der elf. But she does not deceive nmy eyes with her magic arts. She was
never born of woman-elf or no. She is a dragon-a silver dragon, sister of the
Silver Dragon who was bel oved of Huma, Knight of Solammia. It has been

Silvara's fate to fall in love with a nortal, as did her sister. But, unlike
Huma, this nortal, G lthanas, cannot accept his fate. He | ooks at her... she
| ooks at him Instead of love, | see a snoldering anger within himthat is

sl owl y poi soning both their souls.

Silvara speaks. Her voice is sweet and nusical. The light of ny candl e gl eans
in her beautiful silver hair and in her deep night-Dblue eyes.

"After | gave Theros Ironfeld the power to forge the dragonl ances within the
heart of the Mnunment of the Silver Dragon," Silvara tells me, "I spent nuch
time with the conpani ons before they took the | ances to the Council of

Whi testone. | showed them through the Mnunment, | showed them the paintings of
t he Dragon War, which picture good dragons-silver and gold and bronze-fighting
the evil dragons.

"\Where are your people?" the conpanions asked nme. 'Wiere are the good dragons?
Why aren't they helping us in our tine of need?

"I held out against their questions, as long as | could..."

Here Silvara stops speaking and | ooks at G lthanas with her heart in her eyes.
He does not meet her gaze but stares at the floor. Silvara sighs and resunes

her story.

"Finally, | could resist his-their-pressure no longer. | told them about the
Cat h.

"When Takhi sis, the Queen of Darkness, and her evil dragons were bani shed, the
good dragons left the land to maintain the bal ance between good and evil. Made

of the world, we returned to the world, sleeping an agel ess sleep. W would



have remai ned asleep, in a world of dreams, but then canme the Cataclysm and
Takhi sis found her way back into the world again.

"Long had she planned for this return, should fate give it to her, and she was
prepared. Before Pal adi ne was aware of her, Takhisis woke the evil dragons
fromtheir sleep and ordered themto slip into the deep and secret places of
the world and steal the eggs of the good dragons, who slept on, unaware..

The evil dragons brought the eggs of their brethren to the city of Sanction
where the dragonarmes were formng. Here, in the vol canoes known as the Lords
of Doom the eggs of the good dragons were hidden

"Great was the grief of the good dragons when Pal adi ne awoke them fromtheir
sl eep and they di scovered what had occurred. They went to Takhisis to find out
what price they would have to pay for the return of their unborn children. It
was a terrible price. Takhisis demanded an oath. Each of the good dragons mnust
swear that they would not participate in the war she was about to wage on
Krynn. It was the good dragons who had hel ped bring about her defeat in the
last war. This time she neant to insure that they would not becone involved."
Here Silvara |l ooks at ne pleadingly, as if | were to judge them | shake ny
head sternly. Far be it fromne to judge anyone. | ama historian

She conti nues:

"What could we do? Takhisis told us they would nurder our children as they
slept in their eggs unless we took the Gath. Pal adine could not help us. The
choice was ours..."

Silvara's head droops, her hair hiding her face. | can hear tears choke her
voi ce. Her words are barely audible to ne.

"W took the Cath."

She cannot continue, that is obvious. After staring at her for a noment,

G lthanas clears his throat and begins to speak, his voice harsh.

"I-that is-Theros and ny sister and I, finally persuaded Silvara that this
Cat h was wong. There nmust be a way, we said, to rescue the eggs of the good
dragons. Perhaps a small force of nen might be able to steal the eggs back
Silvara was not convinced that | was right, but she did agree-after nuch

tal king-to take me to Sanction so that | could see for nyself if such a plan

m ght worKk.
"Qur journey was long and difficult. Soneday | nay relate the dangers we
faced, but | cannot now | amtoo weary and we do not have tinme. The

dragonarm es are reorgani zing. W can catch them off guard, if we attack soon
| can see Laurana burning with inpatience, eager to pursue them even as we
are speaking. So | wll make our tale short.

"Silvara-in her '"elven forml as you see her now"

The bitterness in the elflord s voice cannot be expressed.

"-and | were captured outside of Sanction and nmade prisoners of the Dragon

H ghl ord, Ariakas."

G lthanas's fist clenches, his face is pale with anger and fear

"Lord Verm naard was not hi ng, nothing conmpared to Lord Ariakas. This man's
evil power is inmense! And he is as intelligent as he is cruel, for it is his
strategy that controls the dragonarmes and has led themto victory after
victory.

"The suffering we endured at his hands, | cannot describe. | do not believe I
can ever relate what they did to us!"

The young elflord trenbles violently. Silvara starts to reach out a hand to
confort him but he draws away from her and continues his story.
"Finally-with hel p-we escaped. W were in Sanction itself-a hideous town,
built in the valley forned by the vol canoes-the Lords of Doom These nountai ns
tower over all, their foul snoke corrupts the air. The buildings are all new
and nodern, constructed with the blood of slaves. Built into the sides of the
mountains is a tenple to Takhisis, the Dark Queen. The dragon eggs are held
deep within the heart of the volcanoes. It was here, into the tenple of the
Dark Queen, that Silvara and | nmade our way.

"Can | describe the tenple, except to say it is a building of darkness and of
flame? Tall pillars, carved out of the burning rock, soar into the sul phurous



caverns. By secret ways, known only to the priests of Takhisis thenselves, we
travel ed, descending | ower and | ower. You ask who hel ped us? | cannot say, for
her life would be forfeit. I will add only that sonme god must have been

wat chi ng over us."

Here Silvara interrupts to nurnur, "Paladine," but G lthanas brushes that
aside with a gesture.

"We came to the very bottom chanbers and here we found the eggs of the good
dragons. At first it seemed all was well. | had ... a plan. It matters little
now, but | saw how we mi ght have been able to rescue the eggs. As | said, it
matters little. Chanber after chamber we passed, and the shining eggs, the
eggs tinged with silver, gold, and bronze lay gleanming in the fire's |ight.
And then . . ."

The el flord pauses. His face, already paler than death, grows nore pallid
still. Fearing he might faint, | beckon to one of the Aesthetics to bring him
wine. On taking a sip, he rallies and keeps on talking. But | can tell by the
far-off look in his eyes that he sees the renenbered horror of what he

wi tnessed. As for Silvara-1 will wite of her in its place.

G | thanas conti nues:

"W came to a chanber and found there . . . not eggs . . . nothing but the
shells ... shattered, broken. Silvara cried out in anger, and | feared we

m ght be di scovered. Neither of us knew what this portended, but we both felt
a chill in our blood that not even the heat of the volcano could warm"

G I thanas pauses. Silvara begins to sob, very softly. He | ooks at her and
see-for the first tine-love and conpassion in his eyes.

"Take her out," he tells one of the Aesthetics. "She nust rest."”

The Aesthetics | ead her gently fromthe room G lthanas licks lips that are
cracked and dry, then speaks softly.

"What happened next will haunt ne, even after death. Nightly | dreamof it.
have not slept since but that | waken, screamn ng

"Silvara and | stood before the chanber with the shattered eggs, staring at
it, wondering... when we heard the sound of chanting coming fromthe flane-Ilit
corridor.

' The words of mmgic!' Silvara said

"Cautiously we crept nearer, both of us frightened, yet drawn by sonme horrid
fascination. Coser and closer we canme-and then we could see..."

He shuts his eyes, he sobs. Laurana |lays her hand on his arm her eyes soft
with mute synmpathy. G |thanas regains control and goes on

"I nside a cavern room at the bottom of the volcano, stands an altar to

Takhi sis. What it may have been carved to represent, | could not tell, for it
was so covered with green blood and black slime that it seened a horrid growth
springing fromthe rock. Around the altar were robed figures-dark clerics of
Takhi sis and magi c-users wearing the Black Robes. Silvara and | watched in awe
as a dark-robed cleric brought forth a shining gol den dragon egg and placed it
upon that foul altar. Joining hands, the Bl ack Robed nagic-users and the dark
clerics began a chant. The words burned the mnd. Silvara and | clung to each
other, fearing we would be driven nmad by the evil we could feel but could not
under st and.

"And then . . . then the golden egg upon the altar began to darken. As we

wat ched, it turned to a hideous green and then to black. Silvara began to
trenbl e.

"The bl ackened egg upon the altar cracked open . . . and a larva-like creature
energed fromthe shell. It was | oathsome and corrupt to | ook upon, and
retched at the sight. My only thought was to flee this horror, but Silvara
realized what was happeni ng and she refused to | eave. Together we watched as
the larva split its slime-covered skin and fromits body came the evil forns
of ...draconi ans. "

There is a gasp of shock at this statenent. G lthanas's head sinks into his
hands. He cannot continue. Laurana puts her arms around him conforting him
and he hol ds onto her hands. Finally he draws a shuddering breath.

"Silvara and |... were nearly discovered. W escaped Sanction-with help once



agai n-and, nore dead than alive, we travel ed paths unknown to man or elf to

t he anci ent haven of the good dragons."

G I thanas sighs. A | ook of peace comes to his face.

"Conpared to the horrors we had endured, this was |ike sweet rest after a

ni ght of feverish nightmares. It was difficult to imagine, amd the beauty of
t he place, that what we had seen really occurred. And when Silvara told the
dragons what was happening to their eggs, they refused at first to believe it.
Sone even accused Silvara of making it up to try to win their aid. But, deep
within their hearts, all knew she spoke truly, and so-at last-they admitted
that they had been deceived and that the Gath was no | onger bi ndi ng.

"The good dragons have cone to aid us now. They are flying to all parts of the
| and, offering their help. They have returned to the Mnunment of the Dragon

to aid in forging the dragonl ances just as they canme to Huma's aid | ong ago.
And they have brought with themthe G eater Lances that can be mounted on the
dragons thensel ves, as we saw in the paintings. Now we nay ride the dragons
into battle and chall enge the Dragon Highlords in the sky."

G lthanas adds nore, a few minor details that | need not record here. Then his
sister leads himfromthe library to the pal ace, where he and Silvara may find

what rest they can. | fear it will be long before the terror fades for them
if it ever does. Like so rmuch that is beautiful in the world, it may be that
their love will fall beneath the darkness that spreads its foul w ngs over
Krynn.

Thus ends the witing of Astinus of Palanthas on the Cath of the Dragons. A
footnote reveals that further details of the journey of Glthanas and Silvara
into Sanction, their adventures there, and the tragic history of their |ove
were recorded by Astinus at a later date and may be found in subsequent

vol umes of his Chronicles.

Laurana sat late at night, witing up her orders for the nmorrow Only a day
had passed since the arrival of Glthanas and the silver dragons, but already
her plans for pressing the bel eaguered eneny were taking shape. Wthin a few
days nmore, she would lead flights of dragons with nounted riders, welding the
new dr agonl ances, into battle.

She hoped to secure Vingaard Keep first, freeing the prisoners and slaves held
there. Then she planned to push on south and east, driving the dragonarm es
before her. Finally she woul d catch them between the hamer of her troops and
the anvil of the Dargaard Mountains that divided Solamia from Estwi | de, If
she coul d retake Kal aman and its harbor, she could cut the supply lines the
dragonarmy depended on for its survival on this part of the continent.

So intent was Laurana on her plans that she ignored the ringing challenge of

t he guard outside her door, nor did she hear the answer. The door opened, but,
assumng it was one of her aides, she did not |ook up fromher work until she
had conmpl eted detailing her orders.

Only when the person who entered took the liberty of sitting down in a chair
across fromher did Laurana gl ance up, startled.

"Ch," she said, flushing, "G lthanas, forgive nme. I was so involved....

t hought you were... but, never mnd. How are you fee