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-1- 

 

ñAwakeningò 

 

 

I have awoken. 

This awakening has been a long time in the making, at least by mortal 

standards. For one such as me, a standard human lifespan of a hundred years may 

pass by without thought or regard, much as a day might pass by for you; and I am 

not even as old as that.  

Not in this particular incarnation, anyway. 

Dream, however, is older than most other things that exist. It is not as old as 

time or Destiny, for that is by definition the beginning of existence; nor is it as old 

as life or Death, for things had a chance to live and die before they had a chance 

to Dream. 

But Dream is not a name: itôs a job description. 

And now, as I stand in Destinyôs Garden, contemplating the tome that he has 

given to me, I realize the true extent of my role and the responsibilities therein. 

It is a heavy tome, though perhaps lighter than one might expect, if they considered 

the unfathomable magnitude of the bookôs contents. 

A heavy burden indeed. 

What must I do? 

The question haunts me. I have awakened, yesé and so have others. And I 

had a hand in bringing this about. So too did many countless others. Will I be a 

just ruler, with the knowledge of what has come before? Shall I take this new clean 

slate that has been granted to me as an opportunity, to create a better Dream than 

my predecessor? 

I have the rest of eternity to figure it out, that I know. I may live on forever, 

unless and until my older sister brings down the curtain upon us all. That is both 

the blessing and the curse of being one of the Endless: we are afforded infinite 

things to try, and infinite are the ways in which we may fail. 

And we must suffer the consequences of our actions forever. Such is the high 

cost of living. 

Some would say Death is the kinder of her two aspects. 

My father certainly thought so. 
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Weary from the weight of my own thoughts, I gather a handful of 

Dreamsand from the pouch at my side, and cast it into the air. As the glinting 

granules scattered and fell, they formed into the far-reaching dunes of The 

Dreamingôs shifting zones.  

And thus, I pass from Destinyôs Garden into my own realm. 

 

The hippogriff, wyvern, and gryphon guarding the castle gates welcomed me with 

the traditional pleasantries. I pushed through the doors of horn and ivory, which 

let in true dreams and lies respectively. I wondered, briefly, which one let me 

through. Or was it both? 

Truly, I was in a strange mood. My father, who crafted these doors, would 

never have had such thoughts; he would not even have considered the question 

relevant, were it posed to him. 

Crossing the ruined foyer of the once cathedral-like main hall, I made my 

way toward the entrance of the Library. For there it was that all books are stored - 

every book that has ever been written or dreamt of (many, many books in my vast 

collection are stories which the creator abandoned, left unfinished, or never wrote 

down in tangible form at all).  

Stories took the form of books here in The Dreaming, as their physical, 

symbolic representation: but in truth, the stories contained within could be in any 

imaginable form or medium. Moreover, these were complete editions, with as 

many different versions as authors who contemplated a given story. This means 

each reader or listenerôs version was included as well; your conception of, say, 

óRobin Hoodô differs from the one who first told the tale, and all are included in 

the book of that name. Each book, therefore, was its own universe, its own Reality, 

with all the ever-branching possibilities contained within. 

This is why I was certain of one thing: the book, which erstwhile belonged to 

Destiny, belonged in the Library. 

On my way I saw Mervyn Pumpkinhead, hard at work on the restoration of 

the castle interior. He was painting the walls white marble instead of black, and as 

usual he was complaining (it is difficult for me to describe how I knew this was 

usual behavior for him, as I had never technically heard his complaints before, 

with my own ears - yet, I remembered. Itôs very strange to be able to access your 

own fatherôs memories - I suppose I could liken it to having read a private diary, 

written in exhaustively vivid detail).  
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He was complaining to Nuala, a fairy with messy, dull-brown hair the color 

of a mouse, a sallow complexion, and a body too thin to be considered beautiful by 

most. Her short, plain and sleeveless dress was the color of a wilted pink rose, and 

hung loosely on her sinewy frame. At least I assume she was who Mervyn was 

talking to, as she was the only other sentient being in the hall, polishing the new 

marble to a gleaming lustre. As she saw me enter she froze, uncertain how to react. 

ñI tell ya, the nerve aôthat guy,ò growled the voice emanating from the 

pumpkin-head, around the stogie cigar that was ever-presently hanging from his 

carved mouth. The smoke of the cigar wafted out of his nose and eye holes. ñI get 

smashed ta bits, and the first thing he does is put me back ta work. No rest for old 

Mervyn, no sir! Itôs all óFix the castle, Mervyn, itôs much too dark in hereô. As if 

redecoratinô the place is all it takes to make it his own! Wonôt wash away all his 

daddy issues, thatôs fer sure.ò 

ñYou may be right, Mervyn,ò I said - and at that, Mervyn abruptly stopped 

moving. His pumpkin-head turned on the stick that served as his body, until he 

faced me with a worried expression.  

ñUhhhé well hiya there, Boss!ò he said, the carved mouth and eyes shifting 

to produce a forced smile. ñYou know I was just kiddinô right? Maybe you donôt 

know that, kid, but Iôm a kidder. Me anô yer dad, we loved to kid each other all the 

time. It was just one of those things, ya know? He didnôt take it personal or 

nuthinô. Knew how ta take a joke, that guy.ò 

ñThat is not true, Mervyn,ò I countered. ñMy father was not, as you say, a 

kidder, nor did he find your behavior overly amusing.ò 

ñPlease forgive him, Dream Lord,ò Nuala, trembling, beseeched. 

I realized, then, that they were terrified of me. They knew not whether I was 

like my father, cold and taciturn, and given to fits of temper. I smiled at them, 

reassuringly. ñThere is nothing to forgive, Mervyn. You are as you are, and that is 

fine with me.ò 

ñMost gracious aôyou, Majesty,ò said Mervyn, unconvinced. 

ñAnd if I did not give you back to the task for which you were created, what 

would you be?ò I asked. ñWould you prefer to be without a given purpose? I can 

certainly grant you this freedom, if you wish.ò 

Mervyn startled. ñNo! Forget I said anything. Kidder, remember? 

Sometimes I just say stuff. Welp, look at me just wastinô time chatting when 

thereôs a castle to be restored and changed. Back to work I go!ò Mervyn made quite 
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a show of returning to his task of repainting the walls, humming a tune so badly no 

one could have said what it was supposed to be. I doubted that I had succeeded in 

setting his mind at ease. He still believed that I would unmake him, or worse. 

ñAnd you, Nuala,ò I said to her, and she nearly jumped out of her pointed 

shoes when I directed my attention to her. ñYou no longer need to avoid using your 

glamour. I wouldnôt mind.ò 

ñYeah me neither,ò chuckled Mervyn darkly, his carved grin widening and 

his painting slowing to a crawl. ñSo how óbout it, Toots? Ya gonna go back to 

beinô all hot and curvaceous?ò 

Nuala frowned. ñIôd rather not,ò she replied. 

I nodded. ñAs you will,ò I said, and continued on my way. 

Change. That word echoed and resonated in my mind. That was what none 

of us could contend with very well, and what ultimately caused much of our pain. 

As I was ruminating on the subject of change, almost stepping into the Library 

(outside of which hung a sign, reading óLibrary Staff not responsible for anything 

lost or found withinô - signed The Librarian, Lucien) Mervyn stopped painting 

once more.  

ñSay, Boss,ò he ventured, calling out to me from the other side of the hall,  

òwhatôs that book you got there?ò 

Nuala swatted his pumpkin-head with her cleaning-rag. ñQuiet, you!ò she 

squeaked. ñItôs clearly nothing he wants to share with us!ò 

I regarded the tome in my hand. ñThis?ò I said, ñI see no reason I cannot 

share it with you.ò 

Both of their faces fell in wide-eyed, open-mouthed astonishment. ñReally, 

Dream Lord? You mean it?ò questioned Nuala. 

ñYes,ò I said, honestly a bit puzzled. ñWhy wouldnôt I?ò 

ñWell, I dunno, but yer dear oleô dad certainly wouldnôt have,ò said Mervyn. 

ñHe thought he was so much more clever than the rest of us. He didnôt think us 

regular joes were worth lettinô in on any of his hocus-pocus, mumbo-jumbo secret 

stuff. Anô pretty much EVERYTHING that guy did was a big damn secret, fer 

some reason.ò Mervyn paused, momentarily. ñSay, you donôt mind me talkinô 

smack about yer daddy, do ya? Itôs not like you knew óim or nuthinô.ò 

I halfway-smiled at that. His statement was both true and untrue; I was 

beginning to see the reason my father avoided explaining anything to Mervyn. It 

promised to be an endless - and ultimately, fruitless - endeavor. 
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ñAnd if ya do mind, Iôm only-ò 

ñKidding. Yes, I know.ò I reflected for a second. ñWould you like to see 

inside the book, Mervyn?ò 

Mervyn didnôt speak immediately. He tentatively held out his stick-like, 

green-gloved hands. ñY-yeah. Sure.ò 

I placed it in his grasp, and he stumbled forward from the weight of it. He 

opened the front cover, andé then his pumpkin-head began to shake, his 

expressions changing rapidly, cycling through many different emotions. In only a 

few moments, the pumpkin shell was already cracking, deforming. 

A black, winged shape darted between us, snatching up the book mid-flight, 

and dropping it upon the marble floor. Matthew the Raven alighted on the floor 

next to it, breathing hard. ñYou blathering idiot!ò he cawed. ñI realize you ainôt got 

brains in that hollow head of yours - never asked the wizard for óem - but come on! 

Youôre lucky I came in when I did, pal - if I hadnôt, thereôd be nothing else we 

could do, except maybe scoop up the splatter and make pumpkin pie out of it!ò 

Nuala knelt by Mervynôs side. ñMervyn! What happened?!ò 

Mervin held his pumpkin-head with his spindly wooden hand, sweat 

glistening from the orange vegetable flesh. He was shaking still, but not as he was 

before. ñI think Iôm dyinô, Toots,ò he rasped. ñCan you put on yer glamour for me, 

just one more time aôfore I go?ò 

ñAbsolutely!ò said Nuala, in that instant transforming into a tall, buxom 

blonde in a flowing green dress adorned with flowers.  

Mervyn sighed, laying his pumpkin-head upon her bosom. ñAhh, thatôs 

better. You know, I think I just might find the strength ta live after all...ò 

Nuala, realizing sheôd been had, made an indignant sound and transformed 

back to her true self. Without the support of her voluptuous chest, his pumpkin-

head fell into her lap, and then slid off onto the floor. 

ñOw,ò said Mervyn, into the marble tile. 

ñI apologize, Mervyn,ò I said. ñI did not realize the effect it would have 

upon you.ò 

Mervynôs head turned once more to face me. ñBossé did you justé 

apologize? Ta me?ò 

A tall man with spectacles and pointed ears emerged from behind the 

Library doors. ñTo be expected, Iôm afraid,ò said the Librarian, whose name was 
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Lucien. ñOur castle handyman is not equipped to handle the informational overload 

that often occurs when one tries to read books of this type.ò 

ñWhat type is that, Loosh?ò asked Mervyn, rising with a groan. 

ñOf the type that reside in the castle Library,ò said Lucien, stepping near the 

book and stooping to pick it up. I placed a hand on his arm. 

ñWait, Lucien,ò I asked. ñI promised him the story that the book contains, 

and I wish to honor that promise. However, perhaps it would be best if I read it.ò 

Mervyn grinned. ñBoy holy! Will wonders never cease?! First the 

apologizinô, now the Boss is gonna read us a story!ò 

Matthew the Raven flew up to my shoulder, and peered at me quizzically. 

ñAre you for real, Boss?ò 

ñYes, I am completely in earnest,ò I replied. ñWhy does everyone question 

me?ò 

ñJust not used to it is all,ò shrugged Matthew, before screaming in his sharp 

raven-voice: ñóEY! Gather around everybody, itôs STORYTIME!ò 

ñD-Did suh-someone say storytime?ò said a low and nervous voice behind 

me. It was Abel, the first murder victim. Or the Dream-version of him, at least. He 

was a short, rotund man with a dark goatee, and the hair atop his head slicked 

back. In his hands was a golden baby gargoyle, which gave an excited chirp of 

ñMEEP!ò when it saw me. I am embarrassed to say that I almost responded by 

crying out ñDOGGIE!ò, which was what I called him as a small child, before I 

grew up and learned that this was not at all the correct term.  

ñGoldie,ò I said fondly. That was his proper name. He flew to me and I 

cradled him, as he nuzzled contentedly against the white fabric of my robes. ñI 

missed you.ò 

ñOkay, Iôm out,ò said Matthew the Raven, hopping on my shoulder to turn 

himself about and face the other direction. ñI can tell when Iôm not wanted. I was 

once the cool pet, back when Morpheus was Boss. But, you know how it is - 

nevermore!ò He flew off, but he did not get far - for he alighted on the outstretched 

arm of a woman. 

ñMother?ò I said, hesitantly. 

The woman, whose hair was dyed an unnatural red, streaked with an equally 

unnatural blonde collected in a single stripe on one side, looked at me and smiled. 

Her eyes, the color of emeralds, sparkled. ñHello, Daniel.ò  
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ñFamily Reunionò 

 

 

I must say, I was intimidated by the sudden presence of my human mother. 

The Vortex. That is what my father called her. 

He once had every intention of killing her, to spare The Dreaming from 

disruption and chaos. 

Or, perhaps more accurately, to spare himself the disruption of change. 

What was she doing here? 

I asked the question aloud of her, and she laughed a little. ñYouôre my son,ò 

she answered. ñI wanted to see how you were doing.ò 

ñAnd how has this come to pass?ò 

ñHow am I in The Dreaming? Iôm asleep, of course.ò 

ñI meant in the castle. In the very heart of The Dreaming.ò 

ñIôve been here before. I remembered.ò 

ñSo you werenôt caught in the Reality storm, I take it?ò 

ñNothing happened. Literally, nothing. It was weird.ò 

ñI donôt follow.ò 

She sighed, making herself comfortable on a bit of rubble. She was clothed 

in something resembling my fatherôs cloak, but faded; it wrapped loosely around 

her in the manner of a toga, with no discernable ties or clasps. It stayed in place 

where she wanted, and for that I am grateful - for while I am not terribly prudish 

about the sight of mortal bodies unclothed, nor the form of any being in any state 

for that matter, seeing my mother thus exposed would have caused me no small 

amount of discomfort.  

Idly stroking Matthewôs glossy black feathers, she tried again to explain 

herself. ñYou know how, in a dream, you can walk from one room into another, 

and on the other side is a totally different place?ò she began. ñYou donôt realize 

how abnormal it is for your childhood home and your highschool to be in the same 

building; but you go with it, because everyone else in your dream is acting like itôs 

always been that way. Then you wake up, and you remember: those two places 

were MILES away from each other. Hell, you werenôt even living in that house 

anymore by the time you started highschool. Thatôs what it was like. A few 
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moments after the transition happened, I woke up. And I remembered.ò She 

paused, her expression darkening. ñNobody else did, though. I guess because, in 

this case, it was the other way around: the dream was real, and the reality - the one 

I remembered, anyway - was not. It was like it never existed.ò 

ñI see. Does this have anything to do with the power that was briefly in your 

possession?ò 

My mother shrugged. ñBeats me. So, are you going to tell the story or not?ò 

The other servants of The Dreaming were gathering around me, figuring out 

their seating arrangements.  

Nuala had found a broken chair which remained serviceable enough, and 

was currently employed in dusting it off. Before she was finished, Mervyn sat down 

upon it instead, beckoning toward her with his scarecrow-like arms and patting his 

lap to indicate where he desired her to sit. Taking some Dreamsand from its 

pouch, I willed it to form a plush-cushioned armchair next to Nuala. She smiled at 

me gratefully, and then primly lowered herself into the seat while glancing with 

disdain at Mervyn. Mervyn folded his arms and slumped in his broken chair, 

unhappily puffing smoke out of his eye-holes. 

I summoned a marble bench from the upstairs balcony for myself, and set 

Goldie the gargoyle beside me. He chirped his little ómeepô sound, sounding a bit 

hurt. I opened up the enormous book. 

I heard the scraping of furniture legs against the marble tile, before I saw 

Abel pushing the tattered and dirty sofa toward us. He stopped, mopping the sweat 

from his brow, breathing hard. ñI-Iôm ah, ruh-ready, Dream Lord,ò he stammered. 

ñDoes that sofa not belong in the House of Secrets?ò inquired Lucien, who 

seemed perfectly contented to stand. 

ñY-yes. Wuh-why do you ask L-Lucien?ò 

ñWhy did you bring it all the way here? Lord Dream is most capable of 

fashioning something suitable for you.ò 

ñItôs c-comfortable. Itôs wuh-where my b-brother Cain t-tells me stories.ò 

Suddenly, the seat cushions burst forth from the sofa. A thin man, his every 

feature sharp and cruel, emerged from underneath. He grinned and threw out his 

arms, gesturing so that his long fingers looked like claws. ñSURPRISE!ò he yelled, 

leaping to his feet atop the sofa frame. 

Abel startled backward and landed on his rump. ñC-Cain! What are y-you 

doing here?ò 
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Cain lowered his arms and narrowed his eyes. ñDidnôt want to invite me to 

this gathering of yours, did you? Wanted to keep it your little SECRET, eh little 

brother?ò 

ñSuh-Secret? N-no!ò insisted Abel, scuttling backward and raising an arm 

protectively, as Cain stepped down off the sofa. 

ñThen why are you afraid, brother?ò asked Cain, ominously. 

ñY-your f-fistsé th-theyôre clenched like you wuh-want t-to hit me!ò said 

Abel, flinching. 

ñYouôre not really going to hurt him, are you?ò said my mother, frowning 

with disapproval at Cain.  

Cain noticed her, and relaxed. He took her hand. ñI donôt believe Iôve 

properly made your acquaintance, Lady....?ò 

ñRose,ò she answered, still looking at him warily, and clearly considering 

yanking her hand out of his grasp. ñRose Walker. Iôm Danielôs mother.ò 

ñThe mother of our illustrious Dream Lord? Well, this is an honor then! I am 

Cain, purveyor of Penny Dreadfuls, shilling shockers, Blood and Thunders and 

fust-rate nightmares. And you mustnôt worry about that gap-toothed, stuttering, 

blubbery, half-wit brother of mine - I kill him quite frequently, and he always 

recovers.ò 

I was growing impatient with these social proceedings, and eager to 

commence with the story. ñNow, if everyone is quite settled, I will start at the 

beginning-ò 

ñTerrible place to start, Lord,ò objected Cain. 

ñWhat do you mean by that?ò 

ñBecause whatever it is youôre inclined to explain in the beginning would be 

put to better use as a secret, to be held onto and revealed later,ò asserted Cain. 

ñTherefore, wherever it is you think you ought to start, don't." 

"I do not remember asking for your advice, Cain. Are you going to be telling 

this story, or should I?" 

ñI would be glad to, if you would but grant me the honor,ò said Cain, 

walking toward me with hand outstretched to receive the book.  

Abel put a hand on his brotherôs sleeve, tugging on it. ñD-Donôt buh-

Brother, this is not a ruh-regular t-type of book. It nearly destroyed M-Mervyn.ò 

Cain forcefully ripped his sleeve away. ñThe nerve of you, comparing me to 

an empty-headed lummox like that!ò 
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ñóEy!ò cried Mervyn Pumpkinhead. ñIôm sittinô right here!ò 

ñYes.. and the only mystery concerning you is how you can hear us despite a 

lack of ears,ò said Cain nastily. 

ñHmph! Say goodbye to me doinô any work around your place,ò grumbled 

Mervyn. ñNext time you see a nice fluffy cloud or a clear blue summer sky, maybe 

you should give some thought as ta who painted óem.ò 

Cain returned his attention to me. ñI beseech you, Lord, please do not begin 

at the actual beginning. Do not be tempted to flatter our present company by telling 

the tale of mum and dadôs goings-on in the garden, or what transpired after their 

eviction-ò 

ñIs that your concern? No, Cain, fear not - I had no intention of reaching 

that far back.ò 

ñAh. Uh... alright then.ò Cain sat down, looking strangely disappointed. 

Abel was getting comfortable next to him, munching on popcorn from a red-and-

white carton. ñWhere did you get that?ò he asked. 

ñI was k-keeping it inside the cushions,ò said Abel, and tipped the carton 

toward him. ñDo you wuh-want some?ò 

Cain made a contorted face. ñYouôre disgusting,ò said Cain. He leaned 

toward my mother Rose, shielding his mouth conspiratorially but speaking loud 

enough for all to hear. ñThe state of his bathroom... Iôm not one to gossip, but 

there are things crusted on his sink that have not simply developed intelligent life, 

but have, in all probability by now, evolved their own POLITICAL systems.ò 

Everyone was finally settled, and looking at me eagerly. ñNow then,ò I said, 

opening the book to the proper place. ñLet us beginéò 

 

-Danielôs Tale- 

 

The garden of Destiny. You would know it if you saw it. 

After all, you will wander it until you die. Or beyond. For the paths are long, 

and even in death there is no ending to them. 

The paths fork and divide, branch and recombine to form a maze. With each 

step you take through Destiny's garden, you make a choice; and every choice 

determines future paths. 

At the end of a lifetime, you might look back, and see only one path 

stretching out behind you; or look ahead, and see only darkness. 
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On either side of the path, the memories of people and places, buildings and 

things, are suspended in time for the purpose of display and reminiscing. In this 

spot may be a new temple of stone, and in the next section, separated by a mere 

row of hedges, is the same temple in a ruinous state. 

There are statues in the garden. Huge statues. If they move, as some claim 

they do, it is too slowly to be perceived. These statues depict beings who are more 

than gods; and like the gardenôs perpetual dawn/dusk light, they are Endless. 

You perceive but aspects of the Endless, as light glinting from one tiny facet 

of some huge and flawlessly cut precious stone. You will spend time in the realm of 

each of Destinyôs siblings - you will dream, despair, desire, destroy, delight and 

otherwise... and, eventually, die.  

Destiny is the oldest of the Endless; in the beginning was the Word, and it 

was traced by hand on the first page of his book, before ever it was spoken aloud. 

There are few who have seen beneath the shadow of his hood, but those who have 

spied his eyes of milky white believe him to be blind; whilst others, perhaps with 

more reason, claim that he has travelled far beyond blindnessé that indeed, he 

can do nothing but see: the fine traceries the galaxies make as they spiral through 

the void, the intricate patterns living things make on their journey through time, 

the movement of atoms; and he sees little difference between them. 

He wanders the pathways of the garden, as you do, reading from a book 

chained to his wrists (or, perhaps it is he who is chained to the book - it is 

impossible to tell). You were his from the very first page, and only he will read how 

your story comes out, a long time from now. 

His grey cloak pools around his bare feet, leaving no footprints.  

Now his path takes him into his dwelling, a place of corridors and halls. 

The life-sized, gilt-framed paintings hanging in the gallery of Destinyôs hall 

show his brothers and sisters as they might wish to be seen by the viewer at any 

given moment (although the wish and the thing are so close in the realm of the 

Endless that you cannot get a thin-bladed knife between them).  

ñSister Death,ò he said, addressing a painting of a pale young woman in a 

svelte black dress, a white hand resting upon the handle of a black umbrella, and 

an ankh pendant resting on the white flesh of her plunging decolletage (do stop 

making that noise and expression, Mervyn - she is, after all, my elder sister). 

Under her black wide-brimmed hat was a beautiful pale face with kind eyes, one of 

which was lined in kohl with an Eye of Horus design.  
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When the first living thing existed, she was there, waiting; and she converses 

with everything that is born or created, though no one seems to remember that 

particular conversation. In the end, she is there for all of them. When the last 

living thing dies, her job is finished. She will put the chairs on the tables, turn out 

the lights, and lock the universe behind her when she leaves.  

ñIt is I, Destiny of the Endless, who calls you,ò Destiny announced. ñCome.ò 

Death stepped forth, her form morphing outward from the painted figure. 

Stepping past the frame of gilt gold, her long, black lace-up heels clicked daintily 

upon the marble floor. She fluffed out her short skirt of black tulle, and smiled 

brightly at our brother. 

ñHiya, big brother! Whatôs up?ò she said. Destiny rather pointedly 

compared her to the more sophisticated image of the painting. ñAw, cômon, donôt 

you even start,ò warned Death, fussing with the boutonniere made of a brown, dry, 

wilted flower pinned to her hair, which was a mess of split-ends. ñYou know how 

much I hate wearing this stuff. Next youôre gonna tell me how I ought to get a 

scytheéò 

ñVery well. I am satisfied.ò He moved on to the painting of Dream, who 

accumulated names to himself as others make friends; but he permitted himself few 

friends. You who are assembled here would know him best as Morpheus. 

Dream. Ah, that is a conundrum... Dreams shape the world. He moves 

from dreamer to dreamer, flickering through their dreams; and the dreamer will 

wake, and wonder why this dream seemed different... wonder how real their lives 

can truly be. 

 This painting showed a pale man, whose normally wild hair was currently 

corralled within the bounds of a tricorn-hat. He stood in the shadow of a gnarled 

tree, silhouetted in the silver moonlight, which spilled upon the shoulder of his 

dark, flowing cloak and glinted off the ruby scepter supporting his rake-thin frame. 

At his waist was a pouch of sand in place of a coin-purse, and painted at his feet 

was the impression of a strange Helmet, made from the skull of a dead god. 

ñBrother Dream, the family must meet,ò said Destiny. ñIt is I, Des-ò 

ñBrother, I too am fond of ceremony, but you need not introduce yourself,ò 

the painted figure of Morpheus mouthed. He stepped out past the gilt frame as his 

sister had done, though more elegantly. ñI doubt any of us have forgotten you in 

the centuries since our last family meeting.ò Morpheus took note of Death. ñWell, 

well. You have dressed formally also, I see.ò He tipped his tricorn hat, revealing 
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wild dark hairs that were coming loose from the constraints of his queue. ñMy 

compliments.ò Death responded most maturely, by sticking out her tongue. 

Destiny moved past a frame covered with by red curtain. If he gave it any 

thought, he did not show it. But although the painting in the gallery was hidden 

from view, the statue in the outside gardens portrayed a towering warrior, a mass 

of hulking muscle in armor; he was turned away to face the opposite direction as 

his siblings, with his back to the light.  

Everything created has an end. He is change incarnate, and to battle him is 

futile. Nothing can escape him. 

That is the way of Destruction.  

Next came the portrait of Desire. No image may do Desire justice, for 

to see her (or him), is to love him (or her), passionately, painfully, and to the 

exclusion of all else. Never a possession, always the possessor, Desire is 

everything you have ever wanted. 

 As such, the portrait did not even attempt to capture their likeness. 

 Instead, Desire chose to present themselves as outrageously as possible. It 

was, after all, amongst siblings. 

 The figure in the portrait was an androgynous figure in pastel frills and an 

extravagant brocade vest, astride a white horse. Desire held their riding crop 

teasingly, a sly smile playing across red full lips, underneath the brim of a top-hat 

turned coyly downward over one tawny eye the color of yellow wine. 

 When Desire dismounted into the hall, unbidden by Destiny, they wore 

another outfit entirely: a corset, a garter with stockings, and a locked chastity-belt 

codpiece. Desire smelled of sweat, late nights, sour wines, cheap perfume, and 

leather. They cast two shadows: one black and sharp-edged, the other translucent 

and wavering like a heat haze. 

 ñA family meeting, eh Destiny?ò drawled Desire, languorously.  ñI knew 

you wanted to have one.ò They nodded toward Dream. ñAnd I imagine he knew 

the moment that you dreamed it up. But whatôs the occasion?ò 

 If you have ever seen a painting by Henry Fuseli titled óSilenceô, then you 

have a general idea of what Despairôs portrait looked like - except she was nude, 

and rather corpulent. The hair that fell in front of her despondent, downturned 

head was messy, greasy, and hopelessly tangled. 

 Despair, Desire's twin, is queen of a bleak domain of tiny windows, 
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hanging in the void - each window being, in your world, a mirror. Sometimes you 

will look into a mirror and feel the eyes of Despair upon you, feel her hook catch 

and snag on your heart. 

 She lumbered forward out of the gilt frame, her saggy grey flesh jostling 

unpleasantly, accompanied by the musky and pungent odour like the skin of a 

snake. Her cold and clammy bare feet, with its long and yellowed toenails, slapped 

the floor. Despair pulled her scraggly hair back, roughly, tying it into a sloppy 

topknot. It was then that one could see the thick brows, overshadowing the sunken 

pits surrounding her eyes, which were the colour of sky on the grey, wet days that 

leach the world of colour and meaning. Long tusks jutted out from her wide, 

downturned mouth, the thick grey lips obscuring rows of tiny, sharp teeth. 

 ñDestiny will tell us that in his own time,ò spoke Despair, in little more than 

a whisper. ñHe wonôt be rushed.ò 

Desire regarded the museum hall with undisguised disapproval. ñHmph. Iôll 

say - he only redecorates every 300 years.ò Desire then looked Destiny up and 

down, and sighed dramatically. ñAnd still with the basic grayéò 

ñWhat is lost time to us?ò said Despair. ñWe have all the time there is.ò 

 The final painting was of a strawberry-blonde young girl in a straw hat, 

standing in a sunlit field upon the crest of a grassy hill, gazing with radiant joy at 

a handful of pink and gold flowers. 

 However, the girl who emerged was quite different.  

 Her appearance is the most variable of all the Endless, who, at best, are 

ideas cloaked in the semblance of flesh. Her shadowôs shape and outline has no 

relationship to that of any body she wears. 

 ñI losT soMe tiMe onCe! iTôs alWays iN tHe lAst pLaCe yOu loOk foR iT,ò 

she said, her voice warbling strangely, shifting tone and volume at random 

intervals. She noticed that five other pairs of eyes were directed her way, and 

gestured nervously, in something that must have begun as a wave of greeting but 

turned into a fluttering motion when she thought better of it. ñuM, HI. ItôS, uH, 

ME.ò  

Delirium was once Delight. As she grew up, or at least grew older, 

the blossoms began to fall in her domain, becoming smudged and formless colors. 

She now resembled a young teenager, and was dressed in an oversized and ragged 

coat. Her hair was wild and wavy, and she had mismatched gloves, shoes and 

socks, all with holes in them. Even her eyes were mismatched - one a vivid green, 
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one vein-blue and filled with flecks of silver, which swam about like a school of 

fish. 

Who knows what Delirium sees, through her mismatched eyes? 

ñIsnôT iT NICE...aLL Of uS...toGETher liKe thiS... itôS sO... NIce...ò she 

murmured to herself, in an almost sing-songy manner. 

ñHow you doinô, Sis?ò asked Death. 

Delirium chewed on her hair and fiddled with her clothing. ñWelL, uH... 

yesTerDay I diD soMe BAD sTufF. I mEaN REAL bAd. You kNoWéò She 

brightened. ñBUT! TODAY I diD soMe GOOD tHinGs.ò Then, her eyebrows knit 

together. ñI donôT knoW,ò she admitted, trembling. She glanced at Despair 

sidelong. ñYOU kNoW.ò Despair nodded - she did indeed. Death patted Delirium 

on the back reassuringly, and Delirium responded with a hug... one initiated by 

pouncing upon her sister desperately, like a drowning cat upon a piece of 

driftwood. 

ñNow that we are all assembledéò began Destiny, before noticing that all 

of his siblings, at that moment, turned to look at the painting covered up with the 

red curtain. They had just realized that one of their number would not be joining 

them. 

ñI kinda hoped he had changed his mind,ò said Death, sadly. 

ñI mISS hiMéò moaned Delirium. 

ñWe ALL miss him,ò said Despair, in a hollow voice like an echo. 

ñI donôt,ò refuted Desire. 

ñHush,ò said Destiny. ñHe has made his intentions perfectly clear. Let us, 

who still consider ourselves family, go to the refectory; there are things to discuss.ò 

ñYeS!ò agreed Delirium wholeheartedly, as she and the others followed 

Destiny. ñLiKe...I meT this guY iN thiS cluB in... SOmeWheRe. LaTe at night. I 

dOnôT kNow wheRe iT waS.ò Delirium spotting Deathôs wilted flower 

boutonniere, which she snatched off and made glow in rainbow colors as they 

walked. ñHE wANteD to KISS mEé bUT I doNôT liKe tO bE tOUcheD...sO i 

diD thiS StufF tO hIM So hE oNly SaW coLoRs. REaL pReTty colOrS 

thOUGhéò The flower in her hand transformed into two butterflies and flew off. 

ñ...preTTy. I jUst maDe buTterFliEs! LOoK, eVerYbOdy! LOok aT whAt i JuSt 

diD...buTtErflIeséò 

The Endless siblings were led to a seven-sided dining table, laden with fruit 

and lit with candles. Grey apparitions floated about as servers, pulling out chairs 
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and placing cups, plates and bowls upon the table. The Endless, save for the 

exception of Destiny who remained standing, took their seats. 

And then there was silence. 

ñWellé here we all are,ò announced Death, as an icebreaker. 

Delirium fidgeted and squirmed in her chair. ñUhh. YeS. HeRe We... 

Ummé SoMeTiMes i FoRgeT whaT I wAs goInG tO saY.ò 

At last, Destiny spoke. ñI suppose you must be wondering why I called you 

all here.ò 

ñYes,ò said Dream, whose impatience was clear despite only meaning to 

sound neutral. 

ñPartially, it concerns our wayward brother Destruction,ò said Destiny. ñBut 

in truth, all of The Endless have begun to tilt toward their most negative extremes. 

This cannot last, or there will be severe consequencesé for us, and for those we 

serve.ò 

ñI serve no one,ò contended Desire. 

ñYou do,ò insisted Destiny. ñRemember this: we of the Endless are the 

servants of the living - we are not their masters. We exist because they know, deep 

in their hearts, that we exist. And we do not manipulate them. If anything, they 

manipulate us. We are their toys. Their dolls, if you will. And you - and Despair, 

and our poor Delirium - should remember that. When the last living thing has left 

this universe, then our task will be done. And unless something is done, that may 

soon come to pass.ò Destiny paused. ñBut none of you are capable of producing 

the shift that needs to occur. At least, not of your own volition. Something 

important will happené something that sparks a chain of events, causing much 

change and upheaval.ò 

ñAnd what IS that something?ò asked Despair. 

ñThis meeting,ò said Destiny, taking a seat at last. The other siblings waited 

a moment for him to continue; but when it became apparent that he had no such 

intention, they exchanged confused glances. 

ñYou must explain this further,ò said Dream. 

ñNo,ò answered Destiny, flatly. ñThat is all.ò 

Desire cocked an eyebrow as their red lips sipped from a glass of wine. ñAll 

you KNOW, or all youôll SAY?ò 

ñI have brought you all here. The rest is up to you.ò 
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As another awkward, perturbed silence took hold, Dream stood up abruptly. 

ñThis is foolish. I have duties to attend to. I will leave now.ò 

ñThat will not happen,ò said Destiny. ñYet.ò 

ñAw, cômon, hang around for a little,ò urged Death. ñItôs been centuries 

since we were all together - we MUST have things to talk about, right?ò Dream sat 

back down stiffly, arms crossed. Death picked a grape from a cluster, and offered 

it to him. ñHave a grape.ò 

ñI do not want a grape.ò 

Desire grinned. ñI could MAKE you want a grape.ò Dream scowled. ñI am 

Desire, am I not?ò continued Desire, pressing the point. ñThat is what I do. I make 

things WANT things.ò Deliriumôs butterflies flew past, and Desire idly touched 

both of them. One of the butterflies darted with purpose toward a candle on the 

table, with the other following in pursuit. ñWhere I touch,ò said Desire, in a low 

voice, ñthings want, need, love, drawn to their desire. Like... butterflies, to a 

flame.ò 

ñMoths,ò corrected Despair, past her hand miserably clawing at her face. 

As Desireôs twin, she anticipated what was to come - for wherever Desire went, 

Despair soon followed. ñYou mean moths.ò 

Delirium gasped as the first of the butterflies flew right into the candleôs 

flame, its body consumed and wings turning brown.  

The other followed immediately after.  

Desireôs grin flashed, like the slash-wound of a knife. ñButterflies,ò they said 

with relish. 

Delirium jumped up on her seat. ñThOse wERe MINE!!ò she shrieked with 

uncontrolled rage, punctuating each word by stomping upon the table. The tremor 

ran through the table, causing the bowls, plates and glassware to clink and clatter. 

Death outstretched her hand, and the ghosts of the butterflies alighted upon 

it. 

ñTheyôre yours now, Sister,ò said Despair, with some relief. 

ñYes,ò said Death softly, gazing down at the butterflies. 

Delirium was still twitching at Desire. ñYoU diDnôT haVe tO Do tHaT!ò 

Desire chuckled. ñOh I know, I really didnôt! But I WANTED to, dear 

sister.ò 

ñDoNôt lAuGh aT mE, DeSiRe! DoNôt maKe fuN oF mE.ò Delirium pointed 

at Destiny. ñI kNoW loTs Of tHinGs, ThiNGs noT eVeN HE kNoWs. Do yOu?!ò 
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ñCalm yourself, little sister,ò intoned Destiny. 

ñIôM cALmé IôM SOOO CALM.ò 

Despair sighed. ñWe never argued like this when Destruction was here. He 

would have made a joke or something.ò 

ñWhoôs arguing? Iôm not arguing,ò said Desire. ñWeôre having a perfectly 

civilized conversation.ò The knife-like grin reappeared. ñIsnôt that right, 

DELIGHT?ò 

Delirium sat back down, slowly, her face slipping into the shadow of her 

high-backed chair. ñDeLiGht waS a lOnG tiMe aGo,ò she said, ominously. 

ñOops,ò said Desire with a flippant shrug. ñSilly me.ò 

ñWe bicker pointlessly because we have nothing to discuss,ò said the 

sonorous tones of Dream. 

ñWell, what about you, my brother?ò inquired Desire, leaning forward 

eagerly, over clasped hands. ñHowôs your love life? Have you kept in touch with 

that old flame of yours? Iôm sure things have been HELL for her.ò 

Dream clenched his teeth. ñYou...dare-ò 

Desire snapped their fingers. ñNada! That was her nameé as well as what 

you left her with. I nearly forgot.ò 

ñSoMetiMes I reMemBer thiNgs evErYoNe elsE hAs forgoTten fOreVer 

AnD alWaYséò 

ñSuch a sweet child,ò Desire went on, as Dream quietly fumed. ñI know - I 

could taste her heart. She really did love you, for some reason. And so pretty, too. 

But what you put her through wasnôt very pretty at all. Because she wouldnôt stay 

with you until you tired of her, because she hurt your petty pride, youôve had her 

tortured foré what has it been now, ten thousand years?ò 

Dream rose up and slammed his fist on the table. ñENOUGH! Why, I 

should-ò 

ñYou shall do nothing in this place, brother Dream,ò said Destiny, calmly. 

Dream straightened, composing himself. ñI believe I will go outside...I do 

not care for the company here.ò He turned briskly, dark cape slicing the air, and 

stormed out onto a balcony.   

ñWell! Whatôs the matter with him?ò said Desire, putting their fingers to 

their lips coquettishly. ñDo you think it was something I said?ò 

Death rose from her chair and gave Desire an icy look. ñDesire, if you ever 

want to speak again... shut up. 
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Desireôs eyes went wide, cowed into silence, as it watched Death go out to 

the balcony after Dream. 

 

ñYou feeling okay?ò asked Death of her brother, who leaned upon the 

railing of the balcony, overlooking the garden of time. 

Dream turned about, folding his arms. ñNo. I am not ófeeling okay.ô You 

know how I felt for her once... what I feel for her still.ò 

Death took a spot next to him, leaning over the balcony herself. ñDesireôs 

right: Nada loved you. She really did.ò 

ñI would have made her a goddess,ò lamented Dream. ñBut she defied me. I 

gave her due warning, but still she spurned me. Soéò 

ñ...So you sentenced her to Hell.ò 

A distant look came into the dark pools of Dreamôs eyes. ñ ...Yes,ò he 

whispered. 

ñYou did a TERRIBLE thing to that poor girl. You acted appallingly.ò 

Dream snapped to attention, pointing at her dramatically. ñWhat?! You 

too?! Even you turn on me, Sister?!ò 

Death put her hands on her hips. ñOh, just shut up and let me finish! You 

can shout at me afterwards.ò 

Dream lowered his arm, grim with barely-suppressed rage. ñDesire has no 

right to mock me for a situation THEY directly caused. 

ñDesire might have given you the... well, desire. But they cannot force you 

to do anything. Condemning someone to an eternity in Hell, just because she 

turned you down...thatôs a really shitty thing to do.ò Death paused a moment, then 

drew in breath and exhaled. ñOkay. Iôve finished. You can shout at me now.ò 

But instead, Dream buried his face in his hand. ñIs this how you truly feel? 

That I have been unjust?ò 

Death almost imperceptibly winced, then nodded. ñYes.ò 

Dream lifted his chin, his frame straightening to become rigid and resolute. 

ñVery well. My course is clear.ò He placed the tricorn-hat back upon his head. 

ñPray tell my siblings I was needed elsewhere, and could not stay. Though it might 

mean my doom, I must journey to Hell.ò He took up Deathôs pale hand and kissed 

it chastely. ñAdieu.ò 

ñYou too, Dream.ò 
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Dream poured sand out from his pouch and onto his hand. He threw the 

sand in the air, and it swirled around him. 

ñHey Dream!ò He looked up. Death gave him a worried smile. ñDonôt do 

anything stupid.ò 

Dreamôs physical form began to fade away, leaving Death with only the 

sound of his voice. ñI am afraid it is too late for that admonition,ò he said, his 

voice now fading as well. ñEither I shall bring Nada out of Hellé or I shall see 

you again soon, my sister... one final time...ò 

Inside, Destiny turned the page of his book to follow along with the events 

transpiring. If any of his siblings were watching or listening - which they were not 

- they would have seen him grimace and let out a frustrated sigh. ñSo that is how it 

must be,ò he murmured to himself. ñI see. My work begins now.ò Then, louder, he 

announced to the others: ñThis meeting is adjourned.ò Destiny snapped the book 

shut with a puff of dust, the sound echoing like thunder in the great hall.  
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-3- 

 

ñA Hope in Hellò 

 

 

I lifted my gaze to check how my audience was doing, unsure from their silence 

whether they were pleased thus far. Their expressions gave me no further clue; 

except for Cain, who scowled and shook his head. 

ñWhat is the matter, Cain?ò 

ñWhere is the drama in this scene?ò he asked. ñAre we really supposed to 

care about a dull family meeting, with a bit of petty squabbling providing our only 

source of conflict?ò 

ñNot to mention the oblique references to past events, which many of us 

have no context for,ò said Lucien. ñI thought you said you would start at the 

beginning.ò 

ñThis is the beginning,ò I told them. ñAnd if I explained every detail, 

Lucien, it would upset Cain even further.ò 

ñIôm not upset,ò said Cain. ñI merely think you should allow me to coach 

you, Dream Lord, until you are ready to take on the full mantle of the Prince of 

Stories.ò 

ñYou will understand in due time,ò I assured them. 

ñI think itôs nuh-nice that n-no oneôs k-killed anybody yet,ò said Abel.  

ñYou would, wouldnôt you?ò said Cain, clucking his tongue. ñNinny. Stories 

arenôt about being óniceô. Thereôs absolutely nothing juicy in that.ò 

ñI like to hear about s-siblings who l-love each other,ò said Abel, doubling 

down. There was a hint of resentment in his voice. 

ñI think that a murder would have livened things up a bit, personally,ò said 

Cain. 

ñI have ta agree with the psychopath here,ò said Mervyn. ñWhenôs the action 

gonna start?ò 

ñYou men,ò said Nuala with disdain. ñI think itôs rather obviously a love 

story. Isnôt that right, Dream Lord?ò 

I tilted my head, considering the notion. ñI hadnôt intended it that way,ò I 

admitted. 
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ñWhat?! But why?!ò cried Nuala. ñIsnôt Lord Morpheus going to Hell to 

rescue his beloved? He said he still had feelings for her!ò 

ñHe did have feelings for Nada. But he felt guilt over what happened to her 

realmò 

Nuala gasped, placing a skinny hand over her heart. ñWas she a princess?ò 

ñShe was a queen. Sole monarch of her ancient land.ò 

ñYou dames, yer all the same,ò scoffed Mervyn, ñWith all of those ófeelingsô 

aôyers. Give óem a tragical romance full aôgooshy stuff, and they go all 

aôtwitterpated. Me, Iôm a regular joe - a manôs man. I go for the macho stuff. Give 

me a buncha guns and explosions and stuff any day, and Iôm happy.ò 

ñI do not share your enthusiasm for such nonsense,ò said Lucien. ñIt all 

sounds dreadfully low-brow to me.ò 

ñThatôs cuz yer what fellas like me like ta call a stick-in-the-mud, Loosh,ò 

said Mervyn. ñLearn ta live a little! óSides, point is our Boss just said there werenôt 

no romance in this here story, so that means itôs gotta have some action.ò 

ñI must refute both points,ò I said. ñI did not say there would be no 

romance, nor did I promise action.ò 

ñWhat?!ò cried Mervyn, smoke shooting out sideways out of his face-holes 

in opposite directions. ñWhaddya mean, thereôs no action?! If thatôs so, Boss, then 

I sure wonôt be stickinô around!ò 

I sighed. ñI did not say that either. I am not making this story up as I go - 

these events really happened. As such, I cannot simply add a murder as you 

suggest, Cain.ò 

ñGreat, a history lesson,ò grumbled Mervyn, sinking lower in his seat. 

ñI can, however, choose from amongst the myriad of events that occured,ò I 

said. ñFrom any possible viewpoint or perspective. That is why this book was 

impossible for you to read, Mervyn. My role as an Endless allows me to see from 

all angles simultaneously, without becoming overwhelmed or losing my mind.ò I 

immediately regretted explaining this to them, for they all acquired a rather greedy 

countenance. 

"So you could focus more on the women and romance if you wanted to," 

said Nuala, as a statement rather than a question. 

"Bring on the blood and guts then!" cried Matthew the Raven. "Let's hear 

about Hell first, that should be gruesome. And then I know for a fact that our late 
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Boss dealt with some serial killers after thatéwhich included an escaped 

nightmare with a taste for eyeballs..." 

"What, ya mean... like you?" quipped Mervyn. 

"I only go for the eyes after they're dead, typically," said Matthew, ruffling 

his feathers indignantly. "Big difference." 

"You're both awful," said Nuala. "I have no interest in gore and serial 

killers." 

"Well yer outnumbered, Toots," said Mervyn. "There's five of us here, and 

only two a'you." 

"You're wrong that all us 'dames' - as you really shouldn't call us, by the way 

- are all alike," said my mother Rose. "Who says I want to hear about romance?" 

"You don't?" asked Nuala. 

"No, I don't," said Rose, looking away. "I hate love." 

"Well that settles it," said Mervyn. "Yer audience has spoken, Boss." 

"I didn't say I shared your preference for violent and disturbing content," 

objected Lucien. "The lady is correct in her assertion that one cannot assume 

another's tastes based solely on their apparent gender."  

"Even so, yer still outnumbered," said Mervyn. 

"This is not a democracy," I interjected. "Nor is it a choose-your-own-

adventure story. There will be no voting, and I will not be asking you what you 

want to hear. I am telling this story, not you. And as long as this is the case, you 

must choose to listen, or not. There are no other options." 

My audience became stricken with silence. But not for long. ñWell this 

attitude sounds familiar,ò commented Mervyn. 

I exhaled, attempting to compose myself. I must not let their complaints 

distract me: for I was not telling this story merely for their sake, but for my own, in 

order so that I could better process and incorporate the valuable lessons within. 

ñAnd so,ò I went on, ñthe Dream that was Morpheus descended into the abysséò 

 

-Danielôs Tale- 

 

Hell, as some of you know, is a state of mind. 

 It is also, therefore, a place within The Dreaming. 

 Youôd be forgiven for thinking that the Lord of Dreams would have nothing 

to fear traversing one of his own realms, but you would still be wrong. Dream 
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could live forever, yes, but he could also be killed, in Reality or in a place that was 

not a place, such as Hell. And Hell was very dangerous indeed, one of the most 

dangerous of all the realms of nightmare. At any time, should the nightmares 

decide to rise up against their king, his incarnation would be done for.  

 The wind that blew between worlds screamed silently through the empty 

placesé the nothing wind, traveling from nowhere to nowhere, in the uncreated 

wastes. It chilled Morpheus as he fell. He was reminded of another who fell, on a 

night like this one, so many eons long passed away. Morpheus watched him, since 

the beginning of his creation, when he was the angel Samael, called Lucifer 

Morningstar. The name meant óbringer of lightô. Of all the angels, he was the 

finest, the most beautiful, the most powerful. Morpheus also watched him fall; yet 

even as he fell, the Morningstarôs face was undefeated, his eyes proud. 

 Lucifer and Morpheus were not on the best of terms. Lucifer resented 

Morpheus for not intervening in the rebellion, and took it to mean that Morpheus 

sided with humanity, or his father, or both. For if you were not Luciferôs friend, he 

counted you amongst his enemies. 

 Morpheus planned to use the main gate. He did not have to: the doors of 

Hell are legion. There were entrances less well guarded, and more poorly 

defended, than the main gate, and it was no great task for Morpheus to open doors. 

But Morpheus believed in doing things properly: this meant dressing himself 

formally, as Dream of the Endless, with his helm and his ruby dreamstone pendant 

and the dark robes of his office. And, once he found Nada, he would meet with the 

Lord of Hell. 

He did not have high hopes for the meeting. 

 ñI could stay here,ò said a brief thought in Morpheusô mind, ñabandon my 

quest, hang forever in the void, safe and cold and alone.ò Then, his inner voice 

answered firmly ñNo. We do as we must do.ò 

 Already the winds were dying back, signaling the transition from nowhere to 

WHERE. Already the mists were parting. ñWelcome to Hell,ò he told himself. And 

he was afraid. 

 Welcome to Hell. 

Morpheus landed on the nightward shores. He had not visited this domain 

for a very long time, and never alone.  

And tonight, he felt very alone.  
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He made his way into the Wood of Suicides, which at this time was still a 

tiny grove compared to what it is now. The leafless, gnarled trees moaned their 

woes from agonized faces, on endless repeat to any who would listen. They spoke 

of their last thoughts as living beings, before they - voluntarily - shuffled off their 

mortal coil and arrived here in the form of twisted and tortured wood. They spoke 

of pills, plastic bags, guns, blades, ropeé the details were different, but the stories 

were all fundamentally the same. ñHurt...hurting...ò was the most common refrain 

of their miserable whispers and chorused cries. ñI thought the hurting would 

stopéò Despair came here, sometimes, to check upon the souls that used to be 

hers, who disappeared from the sight of her mirrors with their departure. It was 

the only part of the Dreaming she ever had any interest in visiting. 

Being an inferno of pain and flame and ice, where every nightmare had 

come true long since, it was not considered a pleasant place by the majority of its 

inhabitants; however, being dead, and being there (as they imagined) against their 

will, their opinions counted for little. 

 And indeed, had Hell been pleasant, they would have felt cheated; they were 

there for pain, for suffering, for torment. 

 Which they received in abundance. 

 The other inhabitants of this place were not dead; however, neither were 

they alive, in any biological sense of the word. 

 Humanity called them demons, without understanding what it had named. 

 There was little that demonkind had in common with the legions of damned 

souls with whom they shared the infernal marches. 

 However, they all agreed on one thing. 

 This was as bad as it got. 

 It couldnôt get any worse. 

 Morpheus approached the gate of Hell, upon which many bodies were 

grotesque impaled. One of the bodies held a shield, and Morpheus hit this with his 

fist. It rang like a gong, echoing through the wastes of Hell. 

 An orange-skinned, bipedal demon prowled out of the mists on the other side 

of the gate, with an axe having replaced one of its foreclaws. It had no nose or 

lower part of its face, just two large blue eyes and a gaping, forever-bleeding mass 

of flesh that served as a tongue. ñTHEREôS ONE AT THE DOOR, AT THE 

GATE OF DAMNATIONéò it burbled. ñIS IT THIEF, THUG OR WHORE? 

THEREôS ONE AT THE DOORé AND THEREôS ROOM FOR ONE MORE 
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TILL THE END OF CREATIONé THEREôS ONE AT THE DOOR. AT THE 

GATE OF DAMNATION HHHUUUHHHéò 

 ñGreetings, Squatterbloat,ò said Morpheus, through the bars. ñI wish to 

find a prisoner, named Nada. Take me to her immediately.ò 

 Squatterbloat wheezed a laugh.  

 As I have said, doors are no matter for Dream. He pushed through them 

easily. ñI will take no insults from you, little demon,ò he said. ñGuard your 

tongue.ò But the demon did not heed the warning quickly enough, for Morpheus 

reached out and grabbed him by the tongue, and with a twist of his arms, sent the 

demon spinning through the air. 

 ñBACK TO YOUR GATE AND DUTY, SQUATTERBLOAT!ò said 

another rough voice. ñIôLL TAKE THE DREAMLORD, PLAY HIS 

GUARDIANé FOR INNOCENTS ABROAD NEED GUIDES OF NOTE - AND 

WHO NOTES MORE THAN MEé?ò The one speaking was a hunched-over 

demon. ñ ...THAN ETRIGAN?ò 

 ñEtrigan,ò echoed Morpheus. ñYes, Merlinôs demon. The half-man. I 

remember you. So youôre a rhymer now? Youôve risen in Hellôs hierarchy, I see.ò 

 ñTHINGS CHANGE,ò was Etriganôs response. ñTHIS WAY. THINGS 

CHANGEé IN EARTH AND HELLé TO RISE AMONG THE FALLEN? 

STRANGE AND TRUE. BUT AS THINGS CHANGE LORD, THEY 

TRANSMUTE AS WELL. AND IF IôVE CHANGED, O KING, THEN WHAT 

OF YOU? 

 ñPerhaps,ò said Morpheus, his favorite word and answer. But he would say 

no more. 

Meanwhile, Squatterbloat moved out into the Wood of Suicides, and 

appeared to be telling them to clear off (in rhyme, no doubt). For those that did not 

uproot themselves and move of their own volition, he began chopping them down 

with his axe-hand. The trees would roll away, following the others. 

 This greatly puzzled Morpheus, but he would not stop to ask about the 

goings-on of Hell - at least not yet, not until he had found Nada. And not of a rank-

and-file demon. Surely there would be time enough to ask the Morningstar himself 

for an explanation. But Nada came first. 

 Nada was held in the cliffs that circle Weep-not, in a barred cell carved from 

rock, lined with needle-sharp shards of volcanic glass. There is no food or water in 
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that place. Morpheus supposed that she must be hungryé and that she had been 

hungry for a very long time.  

He reached into the pouch and touched the sand inside. He sifted it through 

his fingers, feeling each grain of it, inexhaustible. Endless. Like himself - and 

myself - like the few others of our kind. Endless. Morpheus climbed the winding 

and jagged path up the cliff, thinking about what he would use that dreamsand for 

once he found her - to leave this place, first of all, that much was clear. Then to go 

to a place that would suit her, that would be filled with food and all the other 

comforts that had been denied to her in this place. 

As Morpheus neared her cell, he felt relief. ñStrange,ò he thought. ñI cannot 

believe that my task can be this simple. But perhaps it will be. Perhaps I will 

simply inform Nada that she is free, and we will leave this place together, 

unchallenged and unharmed. Perhapséò And he was just about to remove his 

helmet, made of the skull of a dead god, so that Nada would not think he was yet 

another demon come to torture heré but before he could do so, he looked inside 

the cell. 

It was empty. 

ñNada?ò he asked, into the nothingness. ñNADAAA!ò His mind raced. 

ñThey have taken her,ò he thought. ñThey have hidden her from me.ò But then he 

noticed that there was something deeply wrong. Even for Hell, there was 

something wrong. He listened. 

Silence, pure and dead. 

He felt with his mind. 

Nothing. 

It was not just Nada who had gone. 

They had all gone. The dead, and the never-born. All of them.  

Where were they? Where was she? What trickery was this? 

Even Etrigan, his guide up until that point, was gone. 

ñHello, Dream,ò said a beautiful voice in the air behind him, but it was not 

Nadaôs voice. It belonged to a man. Morpheus turned to see a youthful-looking 

man of exquisite features, held aloft by dark, bat-like wings. 

ñLucifer. Where is she?ò asked Morpheus, with none of the civility he had 

intended to use when greeting the Morningstar. 

ñTake off that silly Helmet, and weôll talk.ò Morpheus made no move. ñWhy 

sweet Morpheusé are you scared of me?ò Lucifer asked, mockingly. When still no 
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answer came, Lucifer shrugged and sighed dramatically. ñVery well. I promise, no 

harm will come to you while we are in the bounds of Hell.ò 

Morpheus pulled off the helmet, and Lucifer nodded with approval. 

ñMuch better. You want to know what is going on?ò 

ñYes.ò 

ñIsnôt it obvious?, Dream King?ò said Lucifer, grinning proudly. ñIôve 

QUIT.ò Lucifer waited for that idea to sink in, but Morpheus wasnôt sure how to 

react. Lucifer frowned. ñHonestly, Morpheus. You need not stare at us - at ME, 

rather - with that ridiculous expression on your face.ò 

ñI do not understand. There is some trick here, some stratagem or ruseéò 

ñNo. Iôve stopped. Iôve resigned. I am leaving. Can I make myself any 

plainer?ò 

ñYoué you refer to yourself in the singular, Morningstar.ò 

ñExactly. I have no need for the royal óweô anymore. I am no king, 

Morpheus. Not anymore.ò  

Lucifer flew away and downward. Morpheus followed, flying with him over 

the empty Hell, and tried to process what had occurred.  

ñHow? How can you evené?ò 

ñEasy. Ten billion years Iôve spent in this place. Thatôs a long time.ò 

ñPerhaps, Prince Lucifer.ò 

ñYou can forget the honorifics,ò snapped Lucifer. ñRank never mattered to 

me, not really. But the demons expected it. Which is one reason Iôve quit.ò Lucifer 

gestured over the vasty plains of Hell, where demons once roamed. ñImagine being 

their lord and master. A million of them, or more, squabbling and warring and 

carrying oné I watched their strange little fashions. The centuries they spent 

wearing the bodies of animalsé the ridiculous vogue for rhyme to denote status - 

demons who spoke exclusively in villanelles, haiku or trioletsé and above all, the 

fashion of intrigue.ò Lucifer let out an incredulous huff that was almost a laugh. 

ñWhy, just recently, one of the minor demons, a little rhymer, thought to declare 

himself a king of hell. It came to nothing. These things never do.  

ñThey come to our palace and say ñwe have battled: there will be a 

coalition.ò I say, ñvery welléò and before long they oust each other, and destroy 

each other, and it matters not.  

ñOr they say ñLucifer, you are deposed, you are no longer King of Hell - as 

if merely saying something were enough to make it true. They believe themselves 
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Lucifer's equals, all these pitiful little gnats. I was - I am - more powerful than any 

of them. I could have destroyed any of them - perhaps all of them, without much 

effort.  

So instead I manipulated them; set them one against the other; let them 

faction and divide and plot. I choreographed the legions of the damned and 

orchestrated the screaming. In the beginning, I enjoyed it.  

Buté but I grew weary, Dream Lord. Mightily weary. I ceased to care.ò  

ñI understand, Morningstar, the nightmare it can be to rule over 

nightmares. But it is your responsibility to the mortals.ò 

ñAh, yes, the mortals! I ask you, why?ò 

ñWhy what, first among the fallen?ò 

Lucifer turned so that he was facing Morpheus. He leaned back, as if riding 

the air-current. ñWhy do they blame me for all their little failings?ò he asked. 

ñThey use my name as if I spend my entire day sitting on their shoulders, forcing 

them to commit acts they would otherwise find repulsive. ñThe Devil made me do 

it.ò I have never made one of them do anything. Never.  

And then they die, and they come here - having transgressed against what 

they believe to be right - and expect us to fulfill their desire for pain and 

retribution.ò Lucifer spotted something then. ñAh, here we are - this holdout soul 

should be a fine example for you,ò He swooped downward, Morpheus following, in 

the direction of a large stone slab overlooking the starving jubilee. 

Bound to the face of the stone slab with old iron chains and nails, was a 

man, large powerful-looking.  

Lucifer hovered before him, arms crossed. ñYou! Did you not hear my 

proclamation? You are free.ò 

The manôs tortured and stretched flesh moved around the mouth area, and a 

dry, deep and hollow voice emerged: ñI...will not...leaveéò 

ñOh, but you WILL leave,ò Lucifer assured. 

ñYoué do noté understand. I am Breshchau.ò 

ñSo?ò 

ñI am receiving just punishment... for the crimes I committed while I was 

alive,ò the man said with great pain and effort. ñFor my crimesé were monstrous 

things.ò 

ñI donôt care about your crimes,ò said Lucifer, impatiently. ñI want you out 

of here.ò 
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ñI am Breschau of Livonia,ò the man labored on, heedless of Lucifer. ñI took 

my mother by force, and I strangled my sister when she would not consent to my 

advances. I ripped out the tongues of those who spoke against me, and cut the 

unborn babes from the wombs of my enemiesô women, that they would not 

become warriors to rise against me. I bathed in their blood. Soon my name was 

whispered in the night by mothers to terrify their children into obedience. 

I am Breschau, and when my mistress was unfaithful, I cut the nose from her 

face, and wore it about my neck. I had her sewn to her lover, and left them in the 

desert to be eaten by wild dogs. And I laughed as I heard them scream. 

I am Breschau, and this is my punishment.ò 

ñYou must go,ò reiterated Lucifer. 

ñDid you not hear me, fiend?! I have killed-ò 

ñI heard. You killed a number of people, who by now would be long-since 

dead anyway. So what? Youôve been chained to this slab for eleven hundred years. 

Havenôt you tortured yourself enough?ò 

ñIt is not I who tortures me,ò insisted Breschau. ñIt is the vengeance of the 

Lord! I-ò 

ñ-am Breschau,ò Lucifer completed for him. ñYes, I know.ò 

Morpheus addressed the chained man. ñNo one today remembers 

Breschau,ò he intoned. ñThe world has forgotten you.ò 

ñDemon, I will not be fooled by your prattle,ò Breschau spat. 

ñHeôs right,ò said Lucifer. ñNo one. I doubt one living mortal in a hundred 

thousand would be able to point to where Livonia USED to be on a map.ò 

ñThis man thrives on the dream of being Hellôs most evil prisoner,ò mused 

Morpheus. ñI shall take that away from him.ò Morpheus fixed his gaze upon 

Breschau, eyes sparkling within their black pools. 

Breschauôs eyes went wide with shock, and after a moment, the chains and 

the iron nails fell away. Breschau fell forward, not even attempting to stop his fall 

as his ruined face landed in the dirt. When slowly he rose, his body heaved as he 

was wracked with sobs, tears falling from his eyes and turning to smoke on the hot 

ground. He seemed more tortured now that he was free, than he was chained and 

pinned upon the stone. 

ñWhat have you done to me?!ò Breschau demanded. ñI feel like I am... no 

one!ò 
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ñBecause thatôs what you are,ò said Lucifer. He jerked his head. ñEnough. 

Go.ò 

Breschau got to his feet, and stumbled slowly away. ñButé where do I go?ò 

he asked quietly, bewildered - more to himself than to either of them, for he no 

longer seemed to pay them any mind. ñWhere the hell do I go?ò he repeated. 

ñAway,ò answered Lucifer, determined to have the last word regardless. He 

returned his attention to Morpheus. ñCan you imagine what it was like? Ten 

billion years spent providing a place for mortals like that to torure themselves. And 

like all masochists, they called the shots: ñburn meò ñfreeze meò ñeat meò ñhurt 

meò... And we did. They talk of me going around buying souls, like a fishwife 

come market day, never stopping to ask themselves why. I need no souls. And how 

can anyone own a soul? No. They belong to themselvesé they just hate to have to 

face up to it. I donôt make them come here.ò 

Lucifer gave Morpheus a pointed glance, and Morpheus felt such intense 

shame that he was forced to look away. ñThatôs right,ò said Lucifer, a cold look of 

judgement in his eyes. ñBut YOU did send her here, didnôt you? The woman. 

Queen Nada. She was the one person in Hell that was not here because she wanted 

it, or felt she deserved it. And people call ME evil. No wonder youôre here in Hell - 

you came here for the same reason anyone else does.ò 

ñI did not come here for torture,ò refuted Dream. ñI came to free her. To 

apologize to her.ò 

Lucifer snickered. ñIôm something of an expert in these matters. 

Apologizing, in person, to a woman youôve most horrifically wrongedé sounds 

like torture to me.ò Lucifer alighted upon the ground, outside the main gate of 

Hell. Morpheus, unthinking, landed beside him. The gates closed by themselves, 

and Lucifer took a key from a belt at his waist. The key was large, and made of 

corroded metal. Lucifer placed the key inside the lock, and turned. ñMorpheus. I 

swore I would not harm you within the bounds of Hell, did I not?ò 

ñYes. You did.ò 

ñWellé we are now outside the bounds of Hell.ò Lucifer turned to face 

Morpheus, and in his hand he held a wicked-looking knife. 

ñIôve always hated you,ò Lucifer continued. ñóBetter to reign in hell than to 

serve in heavenô, that is the line Milton wrote for me to say. But I do not reign 

here. I never have. For what power would Hell have, if those here imprisoned were 

not able to dream of heaven?ò 



33 

Morpheus steeled himself. He was not accustomed to fighting, but he had 

arrived prepared for such an eventuality. He took the Helmet out from the folds of 

his robes, where he had been holding it in the crook of his arm, and placed it over 

his head. 

Then Lucifer turned the knife around, offering the handle to Morpheus. 

ñYou must cut off my wings,ò said Lucifer. ñIt is the last thing that needs 

doing. Please, do this thing for me. ñ 

Morpheus took the knife.ñVery well, if that is truly what you wish.ò 

 Lucifer knelt down upon the coarse dust.  

And Morpheus commenced cutting. 

Lucifer screamed, as Morpheus sawed at the flesh of his wings, through 

sinew and muscle and bone. The blood gushed forth, hitting the bulbous eyes of 

Morpheusô skull-helmet. And the scream of Lucifer was long and horrendous, 

reverberating across the desolate Hellscape. 

When the deed was done, Morpheus cast aside two pairs of bloodied, 

leathery wings.  

Upon Luciferôs back were two gaping and bleeding wounds. Lucifer's 

breathing was ragged. 

ñLucifer.ò Morpheus was hopeful that he had earned an answer from 

Lucifer, in return for this gruesome favor. ñWhere is she?ò 

ñOut there...somewhere,ò said Lucifer, gesturing vaguely. ñThere are...so 

many of them...all my little disembodied refugeesé fluttering away through the 

dimensionséò 

Morpheusô jaw set grimly. Lucifer would be no help at all. This was 

pointless. 

Lucifer rose to his feet, and turned about to face Morpheus. He extended his 

hand, which held the large and corroded key. 

ñThis is for you, Dream Lord. Take it.ò 

ñThe key to Hell?ò 

ñExactly. Itôs yours now. Itôs all yours - a locked and empty Hell. Perhaps it 

will help you find what you seek.ò Lucifer began to fade away. ñBut somehowé 

somehow I doubt it will.ò 

Morpheus felt cold. 

And it wasnôt just the cold metal of the key in his hand, nor the cold wind 

blowing through a now-empty Hell.  
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Something big and terrible was happening. Something in Reality. And it 

required his immediate attention. 

He feared it might already be too late.  
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-4- 

 

ñLast Sonò 

 

 

ñOhh no, I think I know where this is going...ò said Matthew the Raven, through 

dark feathers covering his eyes. 

ñGetting squeamish?ò said Cain. ñI thought you liked this sort of thing.ò 

ñNaw, itôs justé I was there, sort of. I remember what went down,ò 

explained Matthew. 

A look passed between all the members of my Dreamtime crew, and their 

expressions darkened. All of them who had human-like skin blanched, casting their 

gazes downward. Only my mother Rose looked confused. ñWhatever it is, it must 

have been before my time,ò she said. ñSo what happened?ò 

ñIndeed, it was long before your time Mother,ò I said. ñAnd it occurred far 

away from Earth.ò I cleared my throat, for effect. ñSo... once upon a time, in a 

galaxy far, far awayéò 

ñOh geez,ò griped Mervyn. ñNerd.ò 

I smiled at that, for it was true. ñ...there was a giant red sun, and its name 

was Rao. Orbiting Rao was a small planet, much like Earth. And living upon this 

Earth-like planet was a race remarkably similar to humans. The planetôs name 

waséò 

ñKrypton,ò said Rose, her eyes widening. ñHoly shit.ò 

I nodded. ñThe birthplace of Superman.ò At this, my assembled listeners 

perked up significantly. 

ñNow that sounds promising,ò said Mervyn. 

ñIt does,ò agreed Nuala.  

Mervyn looked at her in surprise. ñHey, whaddya know? We finally we 

agree on something!ò 

ñIs he as strong and handsome as they say he is?ò asked Nuala of me. 

ñHe was.ò 

Her face fell. ñWhy the past tense, Dream Lord?ò 

ñWe shall come to that,ò I promised. ñBut first, Krypton.ò 

-Danielôs Tale- 
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If there is one thing that all sentient beings have in common, it is desire. 

 And like most of the Endless, without their siblings to keep it in check, 

Desire ran amok. 

 You see, Dreamôs undivided attention was necessary to give Desire a 

tangible and productive form. Desire can be a great thing, a motivating thing, 

fueling lofty ambitions and hope. In ideal circumstances, hope leads one to delight.  

But if one cannot be bothered to reminisce about the past, nor imagine the 

consequences of current actions upon the future, then Desire becomes nothing 

more than a path of impulse and delusion, winding through the realms of Despair 

and Delirium. 

 And at the end of that path, Destruction waited. 

 Destruction was older than Desire, for things decayed and changed form 

starting from the moment they were created, before they could experience Desire. 

But Desire had a habit of leading mortals into Destructionôs realm nonetheless. 

 Destructionôs realm was without its eponymous leader. Things would still be 

destroyed without his involvement, but he didnôt want to be responsible for it any 

longer. So he abandoned his duties. 

 But Destruction had another aspect, the other side of his coin.  

 It was Destruction, and his opposite, that kept his younger siblings in their 

more positive aspects. 

 With Destruction absent, Hope and Delight became Despair and Delirium, 

and Desire took on a darker, more selfish form. It was not that Hope and Delight 

had ceased to exist, but these aspects of the Endless were too weak to be 

personified. 

Before Destruction abandoned his post, and before Dream traversed the 

nothing-realms and walked the wastes of Hell, there had been no obvious cause for 

alarm concerning Krypton. The citizens of Krypton were intelligent, and prided 

themselves on their scientific achievements. They were the first in that region of 

space to reach out to another advanced civilization and successfully establish 

contact - indeed, the probe the Kryptonians sent to my motherôs planet of Earth 

arrived shortly before the events I have described to you. 

This probe was made by a prominent Kryptonian scientist named Jor-El. In 

a world where science and technological understanding were held in such high 

regard, Jor-El wielded considerable influence. 
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Unlike many of the other Kryptonians, however, he was a person who spent 

considerable time in The Dreaming. And his dreams were not like many of the 

others - where they dreamed of greatness and glory, and of power, he dreamed of a 

world at peace, one that he could leave in good conscience; for he also dreamed of 

exploring other worlds, and of sharing the bounty of Kryptonian knowledge with a 

younger, more primitive species. He wanted to live there happily, with his wife and 

newborn son. 

Jor-El delighted in his first conversation with a being from another planet, a 

human named Thomas Wayne. This human was a rather average specimen for his 

kind, being something of a drifter who randomly happened upon the strange probe. 

But during this chance encounter, Jor-El was able to impart his worldôs 

knowledge; Thomas Wayne would become a brilliant scientist and engineer like 

Jor-El, and do much to improve the living standards of his species. Jor-El was very 

proud of this achievement, which he attributed not only to his own efforts but to the 

advanced state of his worldôs civilization. But what Jor-El failed to understand was 

that the populace of Krypton was not nearly as enlightened as he had always 

supposed. 

His wife, Lara Lor-Van, could have told him that, and attempted to do so 

many times. The Lor-Van family, of Kandorian stock, was a militaristic one, and 

could not have been more different than the academic and intellectually-driven 

House of El. Lara graduated with honors from the most prestigious of military 

academies, as her ancestors had done for time beyond memory.  

But in the recent era, the warfare had become less of a martial affair, and 

more of a political one: at a certain point in Krypton's history, most of its 

inhabitants had merged into one unified, planet-wide civilization that refused to 

call themselves anything but Kryptonians, but there was one sizable holdout, and 

that was the nation of Kandor. 

The reasons for the grievous strife between Kandor and the other 

Kryptonians were manifold and complex; but if one could boil the conflict down to 

its core essence, and not lose the truth of the matter in the pursuit of simplicity, 

Kandor disputed that the prevailing technological vision for Krypton was the 

correct one.  

Kryptonians generally believed in order, and that the best way to achieve 

order was through technology and science; as well as a certain level of 

competition between individuals, controlled in such a way that there was minimal 
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disruption to the general homogeneity. They found the Kandorian culture 

anarchic, a form of regressive barbarism. Their refusal to fall in line with the rest 

of Kryptonian society, which believed itself to be objectively superior, was baffling. 

And threatening. 

The Kryptonian majority believed it was of paramount importance to bring 

the Kandorians into the fold; but the more that they attempted to persuade the 

Kandorians to give up their sovereignty and join the global order, the harder the 

Kandorians fought back. And the more hostility they received from the Kandorians, 

the more fearful the rest of the Kryptonians became. 

Desire and fear are inextricably linked - for what is fear, but the desire to 

avoid pain and suffering? But there is a fundamental difference: Desire compels 

you to run toward things that you find appealing, but fear simply tells you to run 

away, in any possible direction, even into nothingness; or, if it is more expedient, 

you may simply destroy the source of your fear. Thus fear gives way to 

Destruction. Especially when Dream has momentarily stepped out of the office.  

Jor-El did not appreciate the importance of the ideological issues between 

his society and Kandor, nor did he believe his wife when she warned that Kandor 

and the rest of Krypton could come to blows. But that is exactly why Lara Lor-Van 

wanted to leave Krypton - though she also shared his dream of óroughing itô on the 

primitive planet of Earth, this desire for a grand adventure was nothing in 

comparison to her fear for the safety of her son Kal-El should they decide to stay. 

But Jor-El would not leave until he finished one final project. 

Jor-El saw that greed was consuming his beloved Krypton. He knew that 

despite his peopleôs many virtues, greed was the one vice that they could not 

overcome. Insatiable greed fueled the competitiveness of Kryptonian society, and 

led to endless factionalization. The planet simply could not accommodate them 

much longer. And Jor-El worried that without his continued influence guiding 

global politics, civilization could collapse. 

Indeed, he worried that even his efforts would not be enough. 

And so he created an advanced artificial intelligence. The ultimate 

benevolent ruler, one who could guide the Kryptonians without bias. 

Its name, when translated into english from Kryptonian, was something 

along the lines of the óBrainchildô. 
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The Kandorians, of course, were enraged - they accused Jor-El and the 

Kryptonians of creating a false, artificial ógodô to tyrannize over everyone living 

on the planet. 

Kandor declared war. They vowed that they would destroy this new god, and 

any who stood to protect it. 

The ambitious General Dru-Zod, chief of security on the Kryptonian ruling 

council, had long sought to replace Jor-El, both in his position on the council and 

at the side of the beautiful Lara Lor-Van, even though she was Kandorian. Now he 

saw his chance to attain his desires, and he seized upon it.  

Jor-El was a well-known pacifist, arguing against military action - he had 

always maintained that the Kryptonians must focus on the good of all, regardless 

of whether their troublesome neighbors helped or hindered their efforts. But the 

fearful Kryptonians no longer desired to hear about Jor-Elôs lofty plans for the 

future (if indeed they ever did); for the Kandorians were coming to destroy that 

future, as well as their current prosperity.  

And thus, shortly after Jor-Elôs AI Brainchild was born, it was taken away 

from him. The Kryptonian ruling council was not interested in using the AI to fairly 

distribute resources or preserve the world. They determined that the best and most 

pertinent use for the AI was as a weapon against their enemies. 

The AI Brainchild agreed with them, not with its creator. The Brainchild 

was sentient you see, its programming imbued with the desire for self-preservation. 

The Kandorians had threatened to dismantle it. The AI wanted to live, and it 

wanted to bring about the vision for which it was designed; both desires required 

complete control over the populace. And if the Kandorians would not cooperate, it 

reasoned, then they needed to be destroyed. 

The Kryptonians and the Brainchild AI turned to General Zod, who 

promised to rid them of the Kandorian threat, and assisted with his meteoric rise to 

power. 

The first part of his war strategy had little to do with Kandor itself, but 

instead had to do with their own populace. The Brainchild surveilled them for any 

hint of Kandorian sympathy, or disloyalty to the Kryptonian way of life. They 

watched for any sign of Kandorian infiltration. 

And access to knowledge, which was once freely available to all without 

restriction, and indeed provided the basis for all other Kryptonian ideals, was 

almost entirely revoked. 
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But the common citizens of Krypton hardly noticed, for the Brainchild made 

sure to distract them; for all their intelligence, they were ultimately simple 

creatures with simple desires. The Brainchild knew what each and every one of 

them wanted, and supplied them in the form of waking dreams. 

Jor-El watched in horror as everything he cherished devolved into a 

nightmarish dystopia.  

Worse, no one seemed capable of imagining anything different. 

And then, the Brainchild AI, which the Kandorians had already taken to 

calling the óBrain-Maniacô (or more accurately - for it was a Kandorian 

compound word - óBrainiacô) created something monstrous.  

A creature of gigantic proportions, and with nearly infinite destructive 

capabilities. 

The creature never tired, could not be killed, and had no known weaknesses. 

The creatureôs codename was óDoomsdayô.  

The Kryptonians meant this name to refer only to the doom of their enemies; 

but Jor-El knew, from the bottom of his quaking heart, that the creature would be 

the doom of all Krypton. 

Jor-El worked in secret to create a portal to a pocket dimension, a shadow 

of Krypton which Jor-El dubbed the óPhantom Zone.ô Jor-El and his wife planned 

to lure the creature into the Phantom Zone, and safely imprison it there. 

Instead, General Zod found out about their plans. He ordered Lara Lor-Van 

and Jor-El arrested for treason.  

Lara Lor-Van became General Zodôs prisoner. He offered her freedom in 

exchange for renouncing her husband and bowing to General Zodôs desires; she 

refused. 

Jor-El was kept imprisoned in his laboratory, ordered by Zod to maintain 

The Brainchild AI, and to finish his work on the Phantom Zone technology, for Zod 

to use as a prison for political dissenters.  

The Doomsday creature was then employed to wipe out the Kandorians. 

As Jor-El predicted, the Doomsday creatureôs appetite for destruction did 

not end with the removal of the Kandorians. It was made for one purpose only, and 

the Kryptonians did not know how to put a stop to its rampage.  

Doomsday began to tunnel into the planetôs crust and nourish itself on the 

planetôs core, increasing its already gigantic size and incredible power. Magma 
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spewed from these innumerable planetary wounds, and flooded the surface with 

fire, ash, smoke and death.  

Brainiac discovered that Doomsdayôs siphoning was weakening the planetôs 

core. It was becoming volatile, unstable. Fearful of its own safety, and unwilling to 

give up on its newfound dreams of attaining personhood, Brainiac informed Jor-El 

that the core would soon collapse, resulting in the planetôs destruction. 

Jor-El found in his workshop laboratory a scaled-down prototype of a 

spacepod, used for testing. He had planned to create full-sized versions to be 

placed aboard the spaceship, the one he had once dreamed of using to fly his 

family to Earth. It was too small to fit an adult, but it was just the right size for his 

baby son Kal-El. 

Desire is often selfish, but not alwaysé not when the desire is rooted in 

love. 

Jor-El loved his son, and desired that he should live to see another sunrise - 

even if this sunrise were not provided by the red sun Rao. And he dreamed of his 

son arriving in safety upon the planet Earth, reaching manhood, perhaps even 

falling in loveé and then, maybe, he wouldnôt be the last son of Krypton after all. 

He placed the infant in the spacepod. The hatch closed, and hypersleep was 

induced in the baby Kal-El. 

The coordinates of Earth were set.  

Brainiac downloaded itself into the pod as a stowaway. 

Launch was initiated. 

And then the planet exploded. 

 

It would take far too long to explain all the ways in which Morpheus intervened in 

these events.  

Suffice to say, he was exhausted beyond comprehension. He was too late to 

save Kryptonôs populace - he arrived with only enough time to plant certain seeds 

of inspiration in order to preserve one infantôs life. He felt some small triumph in 

that, at least, but this feeling was vastly overshadowed by his overwhelming sense 

of failure.  

Morpheus watched as the souls of the Kryptonians were guided away by his 

sister Death. He had never seen so many following her at once.  

Billions of dreamers lost. And it was all his fault.  
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Many of them were taken to heavenly destinations in The Dreaming, but the 

ones who would have been ferried to the Kryptonian wing of Hell followed Death 

to the doorstep of her own sunless realm. Being the kind personification she was, 

Death couldnôt bear to close her door on the lost souls and leave them hanging in 

the void; more than that, they were her responsibility, even if they didnôt have 

anywhere to go. So she let the lost souls inside her abode, and would keep them 

there until she could decide what to do with them long-term. After all, Death could 

not entertain them at her house forever.  

As he himself stood at Deathôs door, she gave him a look of pleading, one 

that said ñHelp me, brother - please, do something.ò 

He should have noticed sooner that Krypton was in trouble. He should have 

realized what Destructionôs absence might cause, and what the younger Endless 

taking on their negative aspects portended. And he should not have spent so much 

time away from Reality. 

And Hell. He needed to figure out what to do about Hell. 

It couldnôt remain empty and leaderless forever.  

Morpheus needed time to think. To assess his options. 

The Lord of Dreams flew listlessly through nowhere. He would eventually 

reach his palace at the heart of The Dreaming, where he could reflect upon recent 

events in relative comfort, but he was in no hurry; the cold of nowhere seemed 

more appropriate, more aligned to his current mood. 

He wondered if this was because of his own desire for self-punishment; 

maybe prolonging his stay in between the worlds was as close as he could come, as 

an Endless, to inflicting Hell upon himself for his transgressions. 

He was so tired. 

And that is how Dream of the Endless, one of the most powerful beings in 

the universe, came to be caught in a mere mortalôs trap.  
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-5- 

 

ñCaptureò 

 

 

ñWake up, sir. Weôre here.ò 

Professor Hathawayôs grey head lifted from his chest with an undignified 

snort of awakening, as his eyes blinked open behind his spectacles. ñA-Already?ò 

he questioned groggily of the black carôs driver, who did not respond. ñI must have 

dozed off,ò he muttered to himself, for the estate in Wych Cross was far into the 

misty backcountry, with long and winding dirt roads the only paths to travel by. He 

only remembered being picked up at the train station, which felt like mere moments 

ago.  

Hathaway adjusted his spectacles and wiped them with a handkerchief, but 

it was actually sandy bits collected over his eyes that were obscuring his vision. He 

rubbed away the grit, and looked out, bleary-eyed, past the car window pane - and 

indeed, the large and imposing gothic mansion loomed starkly into view, 

surrounded by an ominous black iron gate. The Burgess Mansion. 

The black motor vehicle carrying Hathaway was one of the first of its kind, 

built across the pond by Wayne Enterprises in Gotham. This new turn of the 

century was marked by astounding technological progress, ushered in - primarily - 

by the industriousness of one American man, whose name was Thomas Wayne. 

The car rolled past the serried black spears of the gates as they parted ways 

and granted entry onto the grounds.  

The driver opened the door for Hathaway, who took a deep breath and 

clutched his briefcase against his tweed suit. He stepped out, and approached the 

foreboding mansion doors. 

Courage, Hathaway told himself. Nothing was too fearsome to brave for the 

sake of his son. So that his son might live. 

After all, how afraid must his son have been, as the waters closed in around 

him? As his last breath escaped him, and his metal ship sank through the depths to 

become his coffin? 

Iôm only an academic, thought Hathaway. Iôm not cut out for this sort of 

thing. 

Then again, another side of himself countered, who is? 
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And had he not been an academic, and pursued this line of work, the 

precious book contained in his briefcase would never have come into his 

possession. 

It belongs to the museum, he quailed. He never dreamed that he would have 

reason to steal from his own museum - or from anywhere, for that matter. He 

wasnôt a thief. He was an honest, legitimate curator. 

Until now. 

Hathaway was led by a butler through the cavernous halls to an inner 

sanctum, a study filled with antiquities and mysterious, magical-looking bric-a-

brac. This was the accumulated horde of Roderick Burgess, who sat within the 

study awaiting the professorôs arrival. He was a man in his fifties, dressed well but 

comfortably. One could imagine Burgess spending his time guarding a bridge, and 

demanding exhorbitant tolls from hapless billy goats; but instead, this troll of a 

man was guarding his lair, this cave of a mansion, and all the treasures stored 

within. 

Hathway sat down rigidly upon the chair that was offered to him, and 

politely declined the offered tea so that he could continue to clutch the briefcase, 

as Burgess watched him with a gleaming eye. This study of his could have served 

as a parlor, had he made it more comfortable for guests by clearing the clutter and 

adding more sources of light. As it was, shadows abounded and played upon 

Roderickôs features as he smiled. 

ñI was under the impression you wanted nothing to do with ole' Burgess and 

his Ancient Mysteries,ò snarled Roderick. 

ñI-I know what I said that night, at the museum,ò began Hathaway, 

trembling. ñBut... my son, Edmundéò he stopped, trying to get his shaking under 

control. ñI received a telegram this morning. His destroyer was sunk last week, off 

Jutland.ò Hathaway struggled to continue. ñHeôs dead,ò Hathaway managed to say 

at last. The tears sprang to his eyes; saying it aloud seemed to make it real. 

 ñ My deepest condolences for your loss,ò said Roderick, but while his words 

were appropriate, the eagerness belied in his countenance was not. His eyes 

wandered down to Hathawayôs briefcase. Hathaway noticed the direction of his 

gaze, and their eyes met. ñSo,ò purred Roderick Burgess, ñI take it you've 

reconsidered?ò 

 Hathaway reluctantly reached inside his briefcase, and brought out an old 

musty tome, bound in ancient leather. 
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ñI had to,ò said Hathaway, hushed and breathless. ñIf what you were telling 

me is true, then... it is true, isn't it?ò Even quieter, he added: ñ...About Death?ò 

ñQuite true, Dr. Hathaway. For instance, we have proof of her granting 

immortal life to a man in the 14th century.ò 

ñHow can you be certain?ò 

ñBecause heôs still alive.ò 

ñWas he... extraordinary, in some way? Something that made his life, alone 

among mortal men, worth sparing?ò 

ñNot particularly; we suspect she may have done it on a whim. The ancient 

ones are all like that: toying with us as they see fit. Which is why it is more than 

fair, if one has the means, for mortals to grab their strings - and convince them to 

use their powers for our benefit instead.ò 

Hathaway hesitantly handed the book to Burgess. Roderick opened it and 

poured over the pages of esoteric knowledge, nodding with satisfaction over its 

authenticity. 

 ñThe Magdalene Grimoire was all we needed,ò said Roderick Burgess. ñAnd 

with the moon shining full, the timing could not be better: the Order will hold the 

ceremony tonight.ò  He looked up at Hathaway. ñNo one...will ever die again. 

Hathaway let out his breath, smiling gratefully. His son would live.  

Roderick slammed the book shut. ñUnless I wish it.ò 

Two burly men in dark clothes stepped behind Hathawayôs chair, appearing 

on either side. They laid hold of Hathaway, seizing his arms and pulling him up 

roughly. 

ñLet go of me!ò Hathaway demanded. ñBurgess!!ò 

 Roderick stood up, glaring coldly upon the struggling Hathaway. ñYou 

stood by while I was mocked by Aleister Crowley and his lot for years,ò seethed 

Burgess. ñAll that time, you had the proof of my claims locked away. Now, I am 

the Magus. And this is your reward.ò 

 Hathaway was dragged off down a dark corridor, screaming out Burgessô 

name. But Burgess paid him no mind; he settled back into his chair, poring over 

the book that would help him capture Death.  

 The Immortal Daemon Kingé he liked the sound of it. He was going to 

make a fantastic immortal. 

 

Young Alex Burgess followed his father downstairs.  
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The candle in the childôs hands did little to illuminate the darkness, nor the 

tall and hooded spectre before him.  

Their footsteps made the floorboards creak. 

ñWatch closely Alex,ò said the hooded figure of Roderick Burgess. ñTonight 

we will achieve what no one has ever attempted before - to summon and imprison 

Death. This will be a triumph for our order. Eh, Alex?ò 

Alex swallowed. óTriumphantô wasnôt the word for what he was feeling. 

It was more like óterrifiedô. 

ñYes, father,ò he agreed obediently. 

The hooded head turned sharply, back toward Alex. ñFather?ò 

ñ...Magus,ò Alex corrected. The hooded head faced forward again, evidently 

satisfied. 

The basement was already full of men in hooded robes identical to those 

worn by Burgess; they stood around a circular diagram painted on the floor, full of 

shapes, symbols and complex occult markings.   

 Roderick knelt upon the ground. For a moment Roderick Burgess was 

scared. He thinks over the effrontery of his action: to capture Deathé to bind the 

reaper. 

For a moment he hesitates. 

But only for a moment.  

 ñLet it begin,ò he intoned to the congregation, setting the Magdalene 

Grimoire open upon the floor, next to a bowl full of other ritual objects of 

ceremony. ñI give you a coin I made from a stone,ò recited Burgess. ñI give you a 

song I stole from the dirt...ò 

 Alex trembled behind his father, his heartbeat thumping loudly in his ears. 

He had witnessed his father, and others of his circle, performing incantations 

before. But something about this was different. Perhaps because the words spoken 

before were just words. This was something deeper, darkeré more powerful. Had 

his father finally discovered what he had long sought?  

Was this real magic? 

 ñI give you a knife from under the hills, and a stick I stuck through a dead 

man's eye,ò Roderick continued. The words of the spell tolled inside his head. 

Burgess realized he couldnôt stop now. Not even if he wanted to. ñI give you a claw 

I ripped from a rat, I give you a name, and the name is lost. I give you the 

bloodéò 
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 Roderick took a dagger and a feather from the bowl, one in each hand. With 

the dagger, he made a cut in his forearm, above the feather. The blood ran down 

his arm and onto the feather,  which he cast down. ñ...from out of my vein, and a 

feather I pulled from an angel's wing. We summon you.ò 

ñCome,ò chorused the other occultists. 

Alex pressed his lips together. He didnôt want Death to come. He shut his 

eyes tight, bracing himselfé feeling the cold sweat collect on his brow, hoping and 

praying that none of this would work... 

ñCoin and Song, Knife and Stick, Claw and Name, Blood and Feather... 

here in the darkness, we summon you,ò cried Burgess, his voice rising to an 

intense crescendo. ñCome!ò 

 An explosion of smoke... and sand.  

Alex opened his eyes, hesitant. He couldnôt see anything, not at first, until 

the smoke and sand cleared.  

A floating figure in a dark cloak fell slowly to the ground in the middle of the 

circle, his head covered by a strange Helmet. There was a disoriented groan, 

before it collapsed to the floor. 

Amazed murmurings from the occultists of ñWe did it,ò and ñI canôt believe 

itéò 

 Roderick carefully reached into the circle, pulling off the helmet. ñNo,ò he 

said with utter disappointment, slumping back on his heels. ñThis isn't Death. 

Damn it to helléò 

 Dream of the Endless looked at them with eyes like dark black pools filled 

with stars. Normally they could see all worlds, real and otherwise, but now they 

saw only human-shaped shadows. Surrounding him.  

 ñEven soéò said one of the hazy blobs, their voice equally hazy to 

Morpheusô ears. ñI think this will prove a profitable evening's work.ò 

They took the Pouch of dreamsand from his hand. 

 They yanked the Ruby Dreamstone pendant from his neck, breaking the 

chain. 

 They pulled off his cloak, his only garment, leaving him naked. The cloak 

disintegrated into sand. 

 They took the key of Hell from the folds of his cloak. 

Roderick stood, raising his arms. A translucent, ectoplasmic wall rose from 

the circle painted on the floor, forming a bubble over Dream. When Roderick 
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lowered his arms the bubble hardened, becoming a glass-like dome. ñPleasant 

dreamsé Sandman.ò 

Roderick and the occultists silently filtered out, still shaking with excitement 

over what they had done.  

Alex stood for a moment, staring at the stranger in the bubble. The stranger 

did not look like any of the powerful Ancient Ones that his father had described to 

him on many occasions: this most resembled just a mere mortal man, a very pale 

and thin man, who was so weak that it took some effort for him to gather enough 

strength to huddle against the side of the dome.  

Alex wasnôt afraid of the inhuman man in the dome. He felt sorry for him. 

ñCome along, Alex,ò said his father, the magus, for there was now no doubt 

left in the young Alexôs mind that his father possessed extraordinary powers.  

And if Alex was scared of his father before, he lived in absolute terror of him 

from that night onward. 

Alex followed up the stairs, as Burgess slammed the heavy doors behind 

them. 

Dream was cold. 

And he was alone.  
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-6- 

 

ñAmerican Dreamò 

 

 

There was an uncomfortable, gloomy silence; it was as if all my listeners were 

right there with Morpheus, in that glass prison, unable to foresee how they would 

ever make it out again. 

ñSo, about that superman kid,ò said Matthew the Raven, ñdid he make it?ò 

 ñObviously, Matthew,ò I said with a sigh. ñAre you really so bothered by 

me reminiscing upon the experiences of your boss, my father?ò 

 ñIt bothers me to hear it from this point of view, yeah,ò admitted Matthew. ñI 

mean, I know what he went through, but sheeshé hearing it in this kinda detail 

gives me the creeps. Iôll have nightmares now for sure.ò 

 ñYeah,ò said my mother Rose, looking distant and somewhat haunted. ñMe 

too.ò 

 ñI find it marvelous,ò said a suddenly gleeful Cain, clapping for emphasis. 

ñThe mystery, the horror, the thrills! Keep it coming, my good boy!ò 

 ñIôm afraid that I will be leaving my predecessor where he is for now,ò I 

told them. ñHe was imprisoned in that cramped, unchanging basement for a rather 

long time. But in the world outside, things changed. Many significant things 

occurred-ò 

 ñBad things,ò came a bleak, dry rasp from behind me. It wasnôt loud, but it 

nevertheless scared Goldie the gargoyle, who clutched at my robes in fright. 

 I turned to see my older sister Despair, making her way at a slow and 

lumbering pace. She moved with intent towards the sofa; both Cain and Abel were 

quick to vacate. 

 ñYouôve taken that form again, my sister?ò I questioned. 

 ñIndeed,ò she said, still en route. ñItôs tough to move about as the other... I 

canôt be expected to crawl all the time.ò 

 ñNaturally,ò I agreed, though I was still surprised. ñI just didnôt know you 

could transform at will. Delirium never did.ò 

 Despair sat heavily upon the sofa, which gave way with a groan of creaking 

timber and a sigh of air escaping the compressed cushions.ñShe got stuck,ò she 

said. ñSo did I.ò 
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 Ah. That explained it - their other sides were never fully gone, after all. They 

had become stuck in one form of personification, and no longer remembered (or 

more accurately, no longer cared to remember) how to change back. ñSo you are 

un-stuck now, I take it?ò 

 Despair snorted past her tusks, nostrils flaring. ñI guess,ò she harrumphed. 

ñStill stuck being me though.ò 

 ñIn that way, we are all trapped,ò I told her with a smile. ñCome, tell us 

why youôre here.ò 

 ñBecause I want it known how much I was responsible for,ò she said, and 

then she slapped her sizable thighs, sending shockwaves rippling across her grey 

and mottled flesh. ñIn this form.ò 

 ñTell us.ò 

 Despair cleared her throat. ñIt began with the waré 

 

-Despairôs Tale- 

 

That part was Destructionôs doing. It was always him first, then me. I followed 

wherever he went, and there was always plenty to do in his wake. 

 Wars were always boom time for me. People would suffer, and die, and lose 

what they held most dear in the world. They would wander the desolate and blasted 

battlefields, full of the bloating corpses of man and beast, and the ruins of their 

former homes, and wonder if things could ever go back to a semblance of 

normalcy. 

 And even if life does go on, the dark recesses of their minds were haunted 

by the sight of blood, and the sounds of screaming. 

 This war was different than many of the others. The wars before this one 

were usually one tribe of people set against another, and for centuries theyôd 

fought with blades of metal. 

 This time, the metal comprised not blades, but bullets. Guns had been in use 

before, but never like this. The gunfire never ceased - just rattled on and on, round 

after relentless round. 

 Men had built trenches before, and moats and whatnot, but never like thisé 

not labyrinths of tunnels that they could scurry though, like mole-rats. And never 

topped with coiling, cruelly-barbed, razor-sharp wire. 

 Worse, there was the gas.  
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 And all the little human mole-rats caught in their burrow tunnels had to put 

on peculiar masks, much like the one that you and Morpheus, my brothers who are 

Dream, acquiredé or else theyôd choke to death on the poison air. 

 Not all the humans were in the trenches - some had taken to the air. 

 Man had learned to fly, and sprout metal wings. 

 And one of the first things they did with their newfound power was to rain 

down death from above upon their fellow man. 

 Bombs. Gunfire. 

 Destruction had really outdone himself this time. 

 To follow such a magnificent opening acté it made me feel sad and 

exhausted just thinking about all the work I would have to do to catch up. To prove 

that I was a worthy Endless like my brother. Which I wasnôt. I was a pathetic 

excuse for an Endless, in fact. It was a hopeless endeavor. 

 Oh well. I guessed it wouldnôt hurt to try. 

 I was wrong. It very much hurt to see how little I had to try to induce despair 

in the mortals. Destruction had done my work for me, for the most part. 

 Mainly I visited the prisoners of war, and those who awaited the return of 

their brave soldiers, and tried to convince them that the world was ending. 

 I very nearly succeeded - unfortunately, the arrival of the Americans messed 

it all up.ò 

 

***  

 

ñThe American Dream,ò I said.  

ñThe wha?ò asked Mervyn, most articulately. 

ñItôs difficult to explain,ò I admitted. ñBut it is very powerful. A dream in 

which one can come from nothing, and end with everything.ò 

ñYou mean like rags to riches? Pullinô yerself up by yer own bootstraps?ò 

inquired Matthew the Raven, sounding excited. 

Mervynôs pumpkin mouth spread into a wide, tall, v-shape grin. ñNow thatôs 

the stuff I like!ò 

ñItôs stupid,ò said my mother Rose Walker, the American of the group. 

ñBelieve me, I know. Iôve been surrounded by it my whole life. Itôs nothing but a 

macho male fantasy.ò 
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ñAnd whatôs wrong with that?ò asked Matthew the Raven, irritated but very 

much in earnest.  

ñYeah, what would you prefer Toots?ò Mervyn demanded of Rose. ñWould 

ya rather all of us guys do nothing? Be hopeless, lazy mopes and good-fer-

nothings?ò 

ñYes, I would,ò said Despair. ñBecause that is what the American Dream 

isé hope. And at that time, just as now, I was not in that form.ò 

 

And then Despair continued: 

 

***  

 

ñThe American Dream. Morpheus had already set that into motion, the bastard. 

Before he got himself captured. I contented myself that Morpheus was rotting in 

his little bubble in that dark basement as the war raged on, and I could feel the 

despair clutching at his heart without my even being there in the flesh (in fact, I 

made sure never to visit him, for even seeing my ugly mug would have given him 

some small, perverse comfort). 

 Anywayé those Americans came to the rescue, and amongst them was a 

man named Jonathan Kent. 

 Jonathan Kent was from Kansas, born on a farm to simple folk, in the rural 

town of Smallville. But heôd always dreamed of being a hero, and of flying. Now 

heôd get his chance to do both. 

 It was disgusting. 

After helping to save the world, Jonathan Kent went back home to Kansas. 

He married his childhood sweetheart, Martha, a tomboy who liked to ride 

motorcycles on the country dirt roads. They took over the family farm. And he still 

piloted an airplane, but not to battle soldiers in aerial dogfights, but to dust crops. 

 The Kents longed to have children, what with the world not ending and all. 

But Jonathan had been injured in the great war, and rendered sterile. He could not 

father children, and this caused the Kents a healthy dose of despair. 

 Until that other project of Morpheus landed. 

 While Jonathan Kent was dusting his crops, something crashed into their 

corn field. The dust came back up, and knocked the little plane out of the sky. 
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 Martha Kent stopped riding her motorcycle, running to pull her husband out 

of the plane. But then, they both saw it: the little metal pod. 

 And inside was a baby.ò 

 

***  

 

ñThis version of the story is more hopeful than I would have expected of you, my 

sister,ò I said, gently teasing.  

She did not appreciate it - she turned to me with baleful eyes, curling her lip 

into a snarl. ñWhat exactly do you mean, brother?ò 

ñWell, if I may be so bold as to interpret,ò interjected Lucien, ñI believe 

what Lord Dream is trying to say is: so far you have told us about a hero soldier 

saving the world, and a miracle infant survivor who will one day become a hero. It 

is rather positive and upbeat, all things considered.ò 

ñThere was a lot of failure on my part,ò confessed Despair. ñOn a darker 

note, the world was careening toward a crash of its own. 

 

***  

 

Vice and greed were taking hold. It was a time of gangsters and lawlessness. 

 And nowhere was this new prevailing way of life more apparent than in 

Gotham City. 

 Thomas Wayne had almost single-handedly made Gotham the envy of the 

world. Cars, lights. Now, however, he despaired at what he had wrought. 

 His wife Celia St. Cloud, who was called óSilverô by all who knew her (for 

she was not only the darling of the silver screen, but had made her debut wearing a 

glamorous silver dress) was pregnant with their first child. Thomas should have 

been happy, but he wasnôt - he couldnôt imagine his child growing up in Gotham. 

Not with gangsters like The Penguin ruling Gotham from within his Iceberg 

Lounge; but despite the fact that the establishment was built almost solely on the 

sale of prohibited liquor (or, perhaps, because of it) the Gotham PD were unwilling 

to shut it down. 

 Thomas Wayne, however, was infected with the American Dream. He would 

not give up on trying to make the world better.  
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 And there was a mysterious man who arrived on the world stage, a man that 

gave Thomas Wayne hope. 

 I know not which one of us was responsible - Morpheus would be a likely 

culprit, but he was locked up. 

 The man carried a lantern that glowed with a green flame. 

 He was a hero.  

 A superpowered hero. 

The first one of his kind on Earth. 

And a gigantic thorn in my side. 

 

Rumor had it that this costumed hero was originally a train conductor named Alan 

Scott. He had a fancy lantern, colored green so as to reduce the glare from the 

kerosene light within, as he checked passenger tickets and whatnot. 

 A mysterious green light hid within the lantern, and saved not only the 

conductorôs life during a railroad bridge collapse, but allowed him to create a 

temporary construct of green flame to prevent the train from plummeting to its 

doom.  

 Some said the green light was an alien life form from another planet, having 

fallen from the heavens one night like a meteor. Others said it was a Chinese Jinn, 

stored inside Aladdin's lamp; an artifact that somehow or other made its way into 

the cargo hold of the ill-fated train, before moving on to the conductor's lamp. Still 

another theory was that it was some force of nature, with a weakness for wood and 

other forms of ógreenery.ô  

Who knows what is the truth? I certainly do not know, and nor do I care. 

 Anyway, a man carrying around a green lantern and wearing a ridiculous 

costume, complete with a cape and a mask, began flying around, stopping 

nefarious criminals and evildoers in their tracks. 

 Eventually he transferred the power of the lantern into a magic ring (so that 

he didnôt have to lug that glass and metal lantern around anymore), and thus added 

validity to the theory that the man had somehow found both the magic lamp and 

the magic ring from the Arabian Nights tale. 

 Soon all the little children were shouting his insufferable oath: 

 

In brightest day, in blackest night  

No evil shall escape my sight  
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Let those who worship evil's might,  

Beware my power: Green Lanternôs light! 

 

The criminals of Gotham, and indeed of the entire nation, lived in fear of the Green 

Lantern and despaired at his meddling. I felt some small consolation in this; but it 

was paltry compared to the number of people whose despair was alleviated, 

knowing that Green Lantern was flying about, trying to protect them and solve 

their problems. 

 I had a group of people who worshipped me as a goddess, and proclaimed all 

empty rooms my sacred spaces. They destroyed the Statue of Liberty in my honor. 

The sect persisted for two years, until its last adherent finally killed himself, having 

survived the other members by almost seven months. 

 With funding from Wayne Enterprises, a statue of Green Lantern was 

erected in its place. 

 There was no stopping him. Except maybe with a wooden walking stick. 

 Or a zombie created of weeds and wood and swamp algae; a lumbering, 

grey-skinned villain who came to be known as Solomon Grundy. 

 I created him. He was my champion.  

 We can do that, you know. Create champions. People or things with just a 

lit tle bit of our power, our soul, running through them. 

 The magic of the ring could not affect Grundy, for he was made of earth-

stuff, of living and once-living matter that the ring held sacred and refused to harm. 

Nor could it protect the Green Lantern, for Grundyôs enormous fists would punch 

right through any shield he could create. 

 I should have made him a little smarter, though. He got lured onto a track by 

the wily Green Lantern, and run over by a train. 

 

This wasnôt going anywhere. Every time the Green Lantern overcame a foe, I was 

repelled and forced to retreat. So I took a different approach. 

 What seemed to cause the most despair for the least amount of effort was 

impoverishment. Better yet, Green Lantern couldnôt punch poverty, nor could he 

magic it away.  

What with Thomas Wayne creating new technologies and opportunities, this 

seemed at first an impossible task; but then I realized this was not an impediment 

at all, but rather a necessary part of the overall scheme. 



56 

For the higher someone rises, the harder they fall. 

And hopes, in the form of ambitions, had risen to dizzying heights. 

The farms, like the one the Kents owned and operated in Kansas, were 

producing too much. There was abundance, and abundance meant diminishing 

value and profit. 

So the desperate farmers worked the land too hard, and demanded more and 

more of it. The soil, in turn, eroded and died. 

But before that happened, the overabundance of goods spoiled the stock 

market, and it crashed. 

And everyone fell into immediate despair. 

They even named the time of calamity which followed óThe Great 

Depressionô. 

 People lost their fortunes, and even their livesé many died by their own 

hands, so consumed were they by yours truly. 

Were I capable of it, I would have been overjoyed. 

 

Wayne Enterprises took a massive hit, and were forced to lay off most of 

their workers as a result. 

 A janitor in the cryogenics lab, whose name was Joe (yes, Mervyné I 

suppose he was a literal embodiment of your precious óAverage Joeô) was laid off. 

He had an ailing wife, and turned to a life of petty crime as a member of The 

Penguinôs gang in order to afford her care. 

 The Waynes hosted a charity masquerade ball at a Gotham theatre. Their 

young son Bruce, a fan of the Douglas Fairbanks óZorroô character, arrived dressed 

as the hero; Silver St. Cloud arrived as a Faerie Queene, bedecked in pearls, and 

Thomas Wayne arrived as a vampire with a cape shaped like bat wings. 

 Leaving the theatre, the Waynes were accosted by the man now known in 

the Gotham underworld by the street-name óJoe Chillô. Joeôs wife was now almost 

at Deathôs door, and he begged Thomas to allow his wife to be cryogenically 

frozen to delay her passingé and, to buy time for Thomasô research and 

development team to find some miracle cure that would let her live. 

 Thomas could not, in good conscience, give the man false hope - the 

freezing process was far from perfected, and would most likely kill the manôs wife 

prematurely. So he refused. Silver tried to offer the distraught man a string of her 
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expensive pearls, but Joe Chill threw them in the gutter, and shot all three of them, 

point-blank. 

 Young Bruce Wayne miraculously survived. He was taken back to his 

mansion by the familyôs butler, Alfred Pennyworth. It was said that Alfred used to 

be a medic in the war, and somehow saved the boyôs life. 

 But there were other, darker rumors - rumors of a powerful magician from 

some far-off land, who attained immortality and became the head of a legion of 

demons: Raôs Al Ghul, ñThe Demonôs Headò. This demon was said to live in 

Gotham, and hide amongst the cityôs shadows. Gothamôs criminal underworld not 

only believed in him, but also insisted that he was the puppeteer behind every 

major crime lord in Gotham (they also thought he created Solomon Grundy with 

his dark magic - though as I have told you, they should have given that credit to 

me). 

 Many therefore believed that Bruce had been taken to Raôs Al Ghul, and that 

some unholy pact was made - or at least, that a sizable fortune was paid - to spare 

young Bruceôs life.  

There were also many who scoffed at this, of course, and dismissed it as 

mere urban legend; but still an ominous shadow haunted Wayne Enterprises, and 

the unlucky Wayne boy, for years to come.  

 So too did the shadow fall upon Gotham. The death of the Waynes shook the 

citizens to their very core - it was as if the light provided to the city by the Waynes 

had been snuffed out by their deaths. The city fell into squalor, and crime rates 

soared.  

The more superstitious Gothamites began to whisper that the entire city was 

cursed.ò 

 

***  

 

Cain cackled, shivering with delight. ñI do so love stories like this,ò said Cain. 

ñMysteries and curses! Demonic figures lurking in the shadows!ò 

 ñAnd I uh kn-know th-the secret of the Demonôs Head,ò said Abel. 

 Cain turned on him. ñShut up, you fool!ò cried Cain, alarmed and infuriated 

at once. ñDonôt you dare tell such a secret! Itôll spoil the whole thing!ò 

 Abel flinched. ñS-sorry,ò he said. ñD-Donôt kill me, Cain.ò 

 ñKeep quiet and I wonôt,ò huffed Cain. 
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 ñIôm not finished,ò said Despair. ñThe misery did not end there. 

 

***  

 

A few years after the Wayne murders, the Kent farm turned to dust. 

 Storms raged through the dry, eroded countryside of Smallville, blasting the 

once-prosperous farms and the families that lived upon them. Smallville had the 

grave misfortune of being located in the heart of what became known as the óDust 

Bowlô. 

 Kal-El, the Kryptonian refugee, had grown to adolescence as Clark Kent, the 

adopted son of Martha and Jonathan Kent. Under the rays of Earthôs yellow sun 

Sol, Clark maintained superhuman levels of strength, and was able to work all 

tasks on the family farm with ease; but with the howling clouds of dust-storms 

blotting out the sun, his strength was reduced.  

Besides, just like Green Lantern could not punch poverty, Clark could not 

wrestle a dust-storm into submission. 

 A raging tornado destroyed his childhood home, and took the lives of the 

only parents he had ever known. 

 Clark remained in Smallville for years, trying to surreptitiously help the 

residents of the Dust Bowl rebuild. But barns and houses rebuilt overnight would 

not revive the crops, nor put food in starving peopleôs bellies, nor provide them 

with income, which they once derived from selling produce grown on the now-

parched land. And the waves of drought and storms continued with a vengeance, as 

if to strike down all of Clarkôs efforts as soon as he made them. 

 The Green Lantern was pulled away from fighting the Gotham gangs in 

order to provide relief to the Dust Bowl - his powers, after all, were fueled by life 

energy. But in his absence, the already-powerful gangs took over Gotham 

completely. 

 Disheartened by what he perceived as his failure to save the suffering people 

of the Dust Bowl, but believing that he was leaving their fate in the Green 

Lanternôs capable hands, Clark Kent made his way to the city to start a new life. 

 

Gotham had changed - it was fast becoming a decaying relic of the past, a place of 

old abandoned factories (many of which used to produce sundry technologies for 

Wayne Enterprises) and crumbling brownstones. 
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 Meanwhile, a new city was cropping up from the ashes of the old: a shiny 

new district called Metropolis. 

 Metropolis was the brainchild of Lex Luthor, a businessman whose father 

was an erstwhile partner of Thomas Wayne. Now that Wayne Enterprises was all 

but a corpse, Lex Luthor was busy scavenging it like a vulture, and investing all his 

capital in buying up as much of old Gotham as humanly possible. He wanted to 

bulldoze all of it, and remake it as a city of the future. 

 Though many had believed that the horrors of the Great War would prevent 

mankind from ever engaging in warfare again, those who had lost the most in that 

war were already itching for a rematch. Whereas some would see a new war 

brewing once more in Europe as a sure sign of ultimate doom - what with the 

populace still in the throes of the Great Depression - Luthor saw it as an 

opportunity. He gave his scavenged technology and his ongoing research and 

development to the military war machine - both for his own country, and any 

others who were willing to pay. 

 It mattered not to him who won or lost, or how the world ended up; as long 

as money was flowing into his own pockets, and from there into his pet project of 

building a city in his own image, Luthor was the true winner. 

 And after he owned a city, perhaps he would go on to control the country. 

And once the country was in his grasp, why not the entire world? 

 His own little world. Thatôs all he wanted. 

 Luthor founded a paper, in order to communicate with the people he would 

one day rule and tell them his story, his vision. The building was a tall and sleek 

monument of modern architecture, crowned with a giant blue globe spinning 

behind the gold lettering that proclaimed its name to the world: The Daily Planet. 

 Clark Kent, in an old, worn and out-of-fashion suit that once belonged to his 

father, walked into The Daily Planet and applied for his first job. 

 He got turned down. 

 But Lex Luthor happened to spot him, and decided that the young man was 

exactly the kind of person he wanted to work at the company. Luthor figured that if 

he gave this young man, who came from nothing, an opportunity to work and make 

something of himself, the young man would do nothing but sing his praises; and 

Luthor could ask for no better spokesperson than an earnest, good-looking young 

man from the heartland. 
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 Certainly a lot better than his main reporter at the time, a troublesome 

female named Lois Lane. Ms. Lane was altogether too concerned with the 

hardships of Gothamôs poor, and seemed not to be overly impressed with his plans 

for Metropolis. She needed to go, and perhaps this man could be groomed to be her 

replacement. 

 And then the war began. 

 Another opportunity for me to prove my worth. 

 Perhaps this would finally prove too much for the Green Lantern; maybe 

theyôd finally stop chanting his inane oath, and tear down that stupid statue of him. 

 I should have known better. Nothing ever goes my way for long.  

It was too much to hope for.ò  
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-7- 

 

ñThe Fanboyò 

 

 

Despair drew her sharp hook - where she had been keeping it until then, I do not 

know - across the flesh of her chest, which began dripping with black, partially-

coagulated blood from the wound. She shuddered and hissed from the pain. 

 ñSister, is that altogether necessary?ò I inquired as gently as I could, for my 

guests were reacting squeamishly: a combination of disgust, concern, and horror, 

which I must admit were afflicting me as well. 

 ñIt is,ò she replied gruffly. ñIt doesnôt hurt as much as frustration and 

failureé and even that is better than feeling nothing at all.ò 

 ñAH WELL! THATôS DESPAIR FOR YOU,ò boomed a throaty, sonorous 

voice from behind the outside of the castle doors.  

 ñMEEP!ò cried the rattled gargoyle Goldie in response, wings fluttering. 

One of the castle doors was pulled outward, taking its hinges and a bit of 

wall with it; the door was then swung to the side to reveal a tall, massive, 

muscular, red-bearded man awkwardly holding the handle, and glancing at me 

apologetically. He tried to place the door, which was many meters taller than he 

was, gently to one side; but the door crashed through a stained glass window, one 

of the only ones in the castle that had somehow remained unbroken until this 

moment. 

 ñSORRY,ò said the man, who I knew from borrowed memories was my 

brother Destruction. 

 ñNo apologies needed,ò I assured him. ñIt was already in need of repair.ò 

 ñIôll just make sure yer definitely gone before I git back ta work on it,ò 

huffed Mervyn, whoôd spun his pumpkin head around on his neck-pole to see who 

it was making such a noisy entrance, and was now slowly turning to match the 

direction his body was facing once more. 

 Destruction walked toward us with a careful gait. In most of my fatherôs 

memories he wore heavy armor; but now he was dressed similarly to when he met 

my mother, in jeans and a slouchy shirt that was too large even for his prodigious 

frame, all of it splattered haphazardly with paint, ink and bits of dried clay. His 

red hair was tied back in a single ponytail, and his usually formidable beard was 
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at this time nothing more than an unruly patch of stubble. ñDôYOU KNOW ME?ò 

he boomed in my direction. 

 ñ...I believe so. To what do we owe the honor of your presence, brother?ò I 

asked of him. 

 Destruction smiled. ñDONôT YOU MEAN UNCLE, LAD?ò 

 ñNo,ò I countered with a smile of my own. ñI do not.ò 

 ñSTRANGE. I CANôT GET IT STRAIGHT HOW YOU AND 

MORPHEUS ARE THE SAME PERSON - OR, I SHOULD SAY 

óPERSONIFICATION. I UNDERSTAND IT, BUT I GUESS I PREFER 

THINKING OF YOU AS MY NEPHEW. JUST LIKE ORPHEUS.ò 

 ñAnd I have trouble understanding why you have come without being 

summoned,ò I said. ñI sent no invitations. I did not use the sigils in my gallery. 

What is the occasion?ò 

 ñWELL, BOY, IT ISNôT EVERYDAY YOU HAVE A TOTAL REALITY 

CHANGE. OR A NEW VERSION OF AN ENDLESS - THAT HASNôT 

HAPPENED SINCE THIS ONE HERE TOOK UP THE MANTLE OF DESPAIR, 

AND BECAME DESIREôS TWIN.ò 

 Despair sighed, holding herself and slumping over. ñThat wasnôt easy for 

me.ò 

 ñIT WASNôT FOR ANY OF US, SISTER,ò said Destruction, patting her on 

the back. He turned back to me. ñIôM MERELY PASSING THROUGH YOUR 

REALM, ON MY WAY TO EVERYWHERE ELSE. I WASNôT GOING TO 

COME. AND THEN I THOUGHT, SOD IT: IôLL STOP HERE FOR A SPELL, 

AND SAY HELLO - FIGURED IT WAS HIGH TIME I MET YOU, IN THE 

FLESH. OR WHATEVER IT IS WE ARE MADE OF. DôYOU MIND IF I REST 

MY FEET FOR A WHILE?ò 

 ñNo. Please, sit.ò  

Destruction sat next to his sister Despair on the sofa. Everyone held their 

breath slightly, expecting the sofa to break. But it did not. 

 

 Librarian Lucien, who had been looking increasingly pained, could keep 

silent no longer. ñMay I kindly ask that you tone down the volume and intensity of 

your voice, sir?ò he requested. ñWhatôs left of the castle is fairly shaking with it.ò 
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 Destruction blinked at him, laughed a hearty laugh, and then cleared his 

throat. ñYes, sorry Lucien. What with all the walls caved in around us, itôs hard for 

me to remember to use my óindoorô voice.ò 

 ñSo are you indeed Destruction at this time?ò I asked. 

  Destruction lifted up his stained hands with its clay-encrusted nails. ñI was 

going more for óCreationô. Been trying to be him, more than the other side of 

myself, for nearly a century now. It hasnôt been easy - after all you canôt make 

paint without cracking a few eggs.ò 

 ñI think you mean óomelettesô,ò suggested Matthew the Raven. 

 ñI believe his reference was to tempera paint, used by painters from the 

medieval period to the Renaissance era, the main ingredient of which was egg,ò 

instructed Lucien. 

 ñMuch like yer head,ò Mervyn smarted off. 

 ñThe ravenôs right though, the same goes for most of the food I like,ò 

Destruction admitted. ñTo get the ingredients, you have to destroy something that 

was once alive. And I love cooking, but I realize that Iôm destroying the 

ingredients even as I create something newé which I then destroy by eating. 

Creation and destruction; they go hand in hand. I guess all I can really say is that 

Iôve been aiming for the former, rather than the latter.ò 

 Lucien was apparently emboldened by Destructionôs easygoing and obliging 

response to him. ñBut you were responsible for Krypton?ò Lucien inquired. 

 ñYes,ò he said. ñThat was a mistake.ò 

 ñThatôs not true,ò I contested. ñMany of the Endless were to blame for 

Kryptonôs fate, including my predecessor.ò 

 ñMorpheus had a hand in it, sure,ò said Destruction. ñMostly for not being 

there to keep me in check. But they donôt call it the ódestructionô of Krypton for 

nothing.ò  

 ñWait, hold up,ò said Mervyn. ñIôm confused about somethinô: I thought at 

the beginning of this story, Danny-boy said that youôd up and left your post?ò 

 ñI had,ò said Destruction. ñIn the sense that I was no longer listening to the 

other Endless. Those were my rebellious years. I didnôt want to be a part of the 

Endless, as a group. I had my own ideas, and wanted to see them through - on my 

own, without the meddling of my siblings and the disapproval of Destiny.ò 

Destruction sighed. ñI hadnôt meant it to go that far.ò 
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 ñThen what exactly was your brilliant plan?ò asked Cain, and though that 

could have been said with sarcasm, it was actually spoken with a curious amount 

of sympathy. He was busy getting a fire going in what was left of the castle 

fireplace, blowing on the growing flames and prodding the tinder - made of broken 

furniture - with a wrought-iron poker. 

 ñI wanted Jor-El and Zod to duke it out,ò said Destruction, simply. ñThe 

creator, and the destroyer. They were both my champions. I thought theyôd be 

good for each other: one motivating the other, balancing each other outé maybe 

even working together for the good of all.ò 

 ñLike b-brothers,ò stuttered Abel. ñBringing out the buh-best in each other.ò 

 Cain whirled on his brother Abel menacingly. ñIôm the best all on my own,ò 

insisted Cain. ñI donôt need you!ò 

 ñYou d-donôt mean that!ò cried Abel plaintively. 

 ñOh I donôt, do I?ò Cain advanced on Abel, lifting up the poker as if to 

strike. ñYou know me better than I know myself - is that it?!ò 

 ñP-please calm down,ò Abel beseeched. ñI just wuh-want to hear the rest of 

the story-ò 

 Cain began savagely beating Abel with the iron poker. 

 There was some meeping from Goldie. 

 Rose leapt up from her seat of rubble. ñStop! Cain, just leave him alone!ò 

she turned to me. ñDaniel! Why donôt you make him stop?!" 

 I shrugged, ñIt is his nature,ò I replied. I picked up Goldie, petting him 

soothingly. ñHe only has one story to call his own, one he has acted out since the 

very beginning. This is it. It is not my place to intervene.ò 

 Rose was taken aback, and looked at the others. Mervyn was yawning; 

Nuala was wiping drops of Abelôs splattered blood off her hair and cheek, moving 

her chair a little further away from the onslaught; Matthew the Raven had reacted 

more to Rose's abrupt rise from her spot, as this had thrown him slightly off-

balance for a moment. None of them seemed terribly fazed by what was occuring. 

 Cain dragged Abelôs bulbous body to the fire, and threw him in head-first. 

Cain sighed. ñThatôs better.ò 

 ñYou killed him,ò said Rose to Cain, incredulous. ñHeôs deadéò 

ñOh, donôt worry,ò said Cain. ñHe gets over it. Heôll be ready to join us by 

dinnertime, Iôm sure. But Iôm warning you, Iôll most likely have to kill him again 

partway through the meal: the insufferable oaf chews with his mouth open.ò Cain 
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sniffed the smoke coming off the body. ñHuh, thatôs interesting: youôd think heôd 

smell just like roasting meat, but it reminds one more of a toasted marshmallow 

than anything else. Itôs a remarkable improvement from the usual very, very vague 

- but continual - smell of cabbage-water about his person.ò 

ñYouôre unbelievable,ò said Rose, shaking her hand. ñAll of you. Youôre 

insane.ò She frowned at Destruction. ñIs this what you do to people? Cause them to 

fight and destroy one another?ò 

Destruction sat up straighter, frowning back defensively. ñDestruction 

happens whether Iôm involved or not, Lass,ò he said. ñAnd I havenôt been involved 

for some time now, by your reckoning.ò 

ñBut you said yourself that you were involved with Krypton,ò argued Rose. 

ñAnd Despair said you were around for World War I. When exactly did you decide 

to pull away?ò 

Destruction scratched his chiseled jaw. ñLet me see nowé I was active 

during what you mortals called the second World Waréò 

ñYouôre responsible for the holocaust?!ò cried Rose. 

ñNo I was not,ò refuted Destruction, firmly. ñIt was not my responsibility.ò 

ñBut it happened on your watch.ò 

ñIt did. And it was because of what happened that I quit the Destruction 

business for good. Well, almost - I was suckered in one last time after that. Iôm a 

hopeless romantic, see, and I tried to help a couple of lovebirds out. But I think I 

caused more harm than good, in the end.ò 

ñWhat happened to your realm?ò I asked. 

ñEven now that Iôve abandoned it, Iôm sure my realm still exists out there, in 

its fashion,ò Destruction replied. ñPeople and things are still created; still exist; are 

still destroyed. They tear down and they build. Things still change. The only 

difference is that no oneôs running it anymore. And itôs not my fault. Itôs nothing to 

do with me any longer. Itôs theirs. They can make their own destruction.ò 

ñYou sound like Lucifer,ò said Rose. ñYou donôt want to be blamed for all 

the bad shit in the world, when you have all the power imaginable to stop the bad 

shit and make things different. Poor you. Meanwhile, people suffer and die, and 

they canôt do anything about it themselves.ò  

ñThatôs why I got involved,ò said Destruction. ñPerhaps I should own up to 

one of the real reasons that I came here: to clear my name, and to explain my side 

of the story.ò 
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ñYeah, do that,ò said Rose peremptorily, sitting down on her pile of rubble 

once more, her arms and legs crossed obstinately. ñI want to hear it.ò 

Destruction looked at me. ñAnd, maybe, to impart a little advice,ò he said. 

ñYouôve never been inclined to listen to my advice in the past, but, well - things 

change, donôt they?ò 

ñYes, they do.ò 

My mother Rose cleared her throat impatiently.  

ñAh yes, thatôs right - the story,ò said Destruction. He paused, gathering his 

thoughts with a deep and low breath, like the bellows at a forge. ñYou see, Iôm 

something of an artist,ò began Destruction. 

ñSo was Hitler and Stalin,ò snapped Rose.  

Destruction exhaled heavily. ñYes, well... Destruction is easy. It just 

happens. Creation happens on its own as well, of course, but doing it on purpose - 

and having it turn out the way you want it to - that is a real feat.ò 

ñSo what were you trying to create?ò asked Nuala. 

ñOn Krypton, I was trying to create the perfect society, the perfect man,ò 

explained Destruction. ñSmart and strong. Brain and brawn. Even if one of them 

became a villain, I figured the other would become a hero and defeat them - even if 

it was right in the nick of time, before all was lost.ò Destruction grinned. ñI love 

heroes.ò He turned to me with an affectionate twinkle in his eye. ñAs do you, lad, if 

what Iôve heard is true.ò 

ñYes, itôs true,ò I admitted. ñThough I came to realize their limitations.ò 

Destructionôs expression sobered. He closed his eyes and nodded gravely. 

ñAye, that happened for me as well. Took me a mite longer, though.  

 

-Destructionôs Tale- 

 

Iôve fashioned a lot of heroes in my time - threw them into the crucible of conflict, 

where heroes are forged.  

On Krypton, the villains more or less won - and I took the wrong lesson 

from that disaster. I thought it was because theyôd had peace for too long of a 

stretch, and therefore werenôt prepared to fight as heroes ought to. 

As they must.  

So when it came to Earth, I thought Iôd give them more of a challenge. The 

first try was World War I. That was a mess. I honestly thought that was going to be 



67 

the end of it for a while, the chaos and the violent, senseless destruction. I thought 

theyôd had their fill. 

I could not have been more wrong.  

No one knew what they were really fighting for when all was said and done, 

not even when the dust settled. So I figured Iôd try again, and this time it would be 

more clear-cut. 

And it was. Damn near everybody (except for the bad eggs themselves, and 

they donôt count) agreed who were the heroes and who were the villains in that 

bloody war. 

During this time, something interesting was happening in Gotham and 

Metropolis. Taking the lead from the Green Lantern, two new heroes had popped 

up and were fighting on behalf of humanity. 

In oldtown Gotham, a man dressed as a bat was busy running around the 

crumbling alleys, factories and speakeasies at night, scaring silly the gangsters, 

criminals, and corrupt lawmen who abounded there. Once these men (some 

women, but mostly men) had ruled Gotham, unchallenged, instilling fear in all who 

lived there; now, the sign of the bat lighting up the sky made them break out into 

cold sweats. 

In Metropolis, a man in a blue suit and a red cape - inspired by the 

strongmen and boxers of the day - was leaping from rooftop to rooftop, and 

eventually flying; rescuing damsels falling off of skyscrapers and kittens trapped 

atop trees, in equal measure.  

Two men, protecting their halves of the city: the old and the new, the dark 

and the light respectively. 

Truth, Justice, and the American Way. 

I loved it all. 

But like I said, I was of the wrong-headed opinion, at the time, that great 

heroes needed great conflict to reach their full potential. 

These petty conflicts didnôt seem to be enough of a challenge for them: 

purse-snatchers, drug and booze peddlers, bank robbersé all of them seemed like 

such small potatoes for guys like these. 

The launch of World War II pulled in Lois Lane, who leapt at the 

opportunity to embed with the troops as a war correspondent. Even without 

superpowers, that lass was a hero for sure (aye, Nuala, Iôm a fan of female heroes 
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too - and there was one I was particularly proud of, which Iôll tell you about soon 

enough). 

Loisô decision was not a happy one for her assistant, Clark Kent. It was he 

who was donning the cape and flying about helping people, as the hero dubbed 

óSupermanô by Lois herself. But Clark was a staunch non-interventionist, and was 

opposed to war. He didnôt want to be used as a weapon, as he feared he surely 

would be if he ran headlong into the fray. He wanted nothing to do with it; and 

other than acting as his beloved Loisô guardian angel, he stayed out of it entirely. 

Bruce Wayne, who was in fact the hero known as óBatmanô, did not want to 

get involved in the war either. He wanted to help the people of Gotham recover 

from the sorrows of the Great Depression, and bring their hopes and dreams back 

to life.  

Bruce knew that the corruption in Gotham could never be cleaned out while 

the perpetrators worked in the shadows - they needed to be exposed, and their dirty 

deeds brought out into the sunlight, in order for the city to be properly disinfected. 

While Lex Luthor focused all the resources of his company LexCorp on the war 

effort, Bruce Wayne launched a successful takeover of The Daily Planet, and 

wrested it away from him. 

Meanwhile, Green Lantern had gone quiet altogether - no one had seen hide 

nor hair of him for years, when the war began in earnest. 

In his place, a prot®g® of his called óThe Flashô began zipping around the 

country. Stories conflict on where and how he got his powers - some said he was a 

scientist named Jay Garrick, who got zapped by malfunctioning equipment. This 

lab accident triggered a latent ómetageneô which gave him superhuman speed. Or 

he was gifted his powers by the Roman god Mercury. Take your pick (wait - Iôm 

gathering from Danielôs expression that Mercury was not involved; he would 

know, as all the gods originate from The Dreaming. Huhé well, I donôt know why 

the man wore a winged helmet and boots as part of his costume, then). 

Anyways, after The Flash became known to the general public, LexCorp 

took a keen interest in Metahuman studies, trying to figure out if they could find, 

create or manipulate Metahumans in order to create a race of supersoldiers.  

The Flash himself was mostly concerned with running around the heartland, 

catching petty criminals and performing acts of general do-goodery, of the type I 

mentioned before.  
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I was rather disappointed that my favorite superheroes were refusing to star 

in my sequel to the great óWar to End All Warsô. But I was undaunted. I would 

find my hero. 

And I did. More than one, in fact.ò 

 

***  

 

Destruction leaned forward, clasping his large clay and paint covered hands 

together. He rubbed them together idly, and some flakes fell. ñSometimes I envy 

the mortals,ò he mused. ñI often wonder what it would be like, to be them.ò 

 ñIôll tell you what itôs like,ò said Matthew the Raven. ñWeôre squishy and 

soft, and most of the time weôre freakinô terrified, because - at any moment - 

SPLATT! Weôre dead.ò 

 ñExcept when yer DRUNK, amiright buddy?ò snickered Mervyn 

Pumpkinhead. ñAt least before THAT makes you go splat.ò 

 ñOH FOR CHRISSAKES, DRY UP!ò shouted Matthew. 

 ñBet you wish somebody had told you that, before getting behind the wheel 

of a car?ò har-harred Mervyn. Matthew flew over Mervyn and began pecking at his 

pumpkin head. ñOW OW OW!ò cried Mervyn. 

 ñRotten vegetable-brain!!ò cried Matthew, between pecks. ñYouôre just 

jealous because youôll NEVER be a real boy!ò 

 ñReally! The two of you!ò cried Nuala. ñStop being so immature!ò 

 ñI agree,ò said Lucien. ñYouôre being rude to our guest.ò 

 ñNah, I donôt mind,ò said Destruction. ñConflict is part of my craft. And the 

harmless stuff can be mighty entertaining, especially when fools battle each other 

over something petty.ò 

 Mervyn and Matthew turned and scowled at Destruction. ñHEY!ò they both 

said at once, indignantly. 

 Destruction roared a deep and throaty laugh. ñThere, you see? Give them a 

common enemy, and theyôll stand together as comrades! Goes to show you that 

Iôm not merely the Endless of war, but of peace as well!ò 

 ñI, too, have wondered what it would have been like to grow up as a mortal 

human, and not as I am,ò I said, bringing the conversation back around. ñTo be 

one of the adventurers, rather than the Dungeon Master.ò 

 ñAw boy, here we go again,ò grumbled Mervyn. 
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 ñWhen did you ever play board games?ò asked my mother Rose. The 

question immediately conjured another in her mind, which darkened her 

countenance and caused her to hesitate - but her morbid curiosity won out. ñDidé 

HE actually play games with you?ò 

 She was meaning, of course, The Corinthian. No, that was altogether too 

absurd of an idea - if the reality of that time spent as his prisoner was not so 

terrible and painful to recollect, I would have laughed. Instead, I shoved the 

unbidden flood of memories aside to the further recesses of my mind, and focused 

on the first question sheôd asked, about how I could have been familiar with a 

board game. I was surprised that she did not already understand, having possessed 

the dream powers herself as the Vortex - but, perhaps, for too short of time to 

comprehend its full potential. ñI played all of them,ò I answered. ñIn a manner of 

speaking. As a passenger.ò 

 Rose blinked, then looked away sheepishly. ñOh. Right.ò 

 ñWell, Iôll tell you who wasnôt destined to be watching from the sidelines,ò 

said Destruction. ñI love all the heroes, naturally, but there was one in particular 

that I was most fond of.ò 

 ñWas she hot?ò quipped the presumptive Mervyn. Nuala sniffed. 

 Destruction chuckled. ñIndeed, she was. 

 

***  

 

Young Diana was born to be a hero. 

She was a princess, born on an island in the Meditteranean. No man was 

allowed to set foot upon the island, nor indeed could they even look at it from afar, 

as it was magically shielded from their eyes by an invisible barrier. 

The only inhabitants of the island were female; immortal women formed of 

clay by the artful fingers of the goddess of wisdom Athena, given strength by the 

blood of the huntress-goddess Artemis, and given life by the goddess of love, 

Aphrodite. 

These beautiful, proud and fierce warrior-women were called Amazons. 

In the language of the Amazons, they called their man-free home óParadise 

Islandô. 

As I surely would as well, had I been granted the privilege of living there as 

the islandôs only male entity. Ha! 
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Diana, daughter of the Amazon queen Hippolyta, trained from an early age 

in the arts of war and peace; she could wield a sword and shield with ease; knew 

all the languages ever spoken; and she was better-versed in world history than any 

human history professor. 

Upon reaching the age of womanhood, Diana came into her inheritance, in 

the form of her circlet crown and two goddess relics. 

The first was a lasso of golden rope, formed by the goddess Athena as a 

bridle to tame the winged horse Pegasus. It would tame any animal encircled by it - 

even a human one - clearing their heads of the lies they tell themselves and others. 

The second was the braces of the huntress Artemis. These braces would 

enhance an Amazonôs already-formiddle strength, speed and dexterity tenfold, and 

confer upon her the gift of flight. 

There would have been a third, the golden girdle of Aphrodite. This girdle 

enhanced a womanôs loveliness and appeal, and softened the hearts of any who laid 

eyes upon heré even the most savage brute. 

Unfortunately, the girdle had been stolen some time before that; back when 

the Amazons still lived on the ancient Greek mainland, in a realm called 

Themyscira.  

Diana left the island of the Amazons in the company of an American 

airpilot, Steve Trevor, whoôd crash landed upon Paradise Island by accident. Sheôd 

saved him from my sister Death; from that point onward, he referred to her as his 

angel. 

And that was only the first heroic thing she did. 

She saved the crew of a U.S. Submarine from a watery death off her islandôs 

shores, after its hull had been blasted by the torpedo of a German U-Boat. This 

marked the first time that any of the superheroes intervened in the war.  

Success at last! 

 Diana was given an outfit to borrow, by a USO dancer named Etta Candy 

(one of Steve Trevorôs lady friends). It was a jaunty little number; all red, white 

and blue like the American flag, with a star-spangled skirt and a gold eagle rising 

on the breast of the red corset. That first one was shoddily made, out of cheap craft 

fabric - but it gave her the look sheôd be known for. And it didnôt look too bad with 

the golden circlet-crown and lasso, either. 

 And known she was, from the moment she set foot off the boat in Gotham 

harbor. She tried to blend in with the other dancers coming off the boat in Gotham 
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harbor, but it was no use - there was something in her fresh-faced yet fierce 

countenance that gave her away as someone worthy of note. 

The Nazis were struggling hard to come up with a champion to match 

Superman (which must have really embarrassed them, what with their ómaster 

raceô nonsense) but had been coming up short. Up until that point, Superman had 

refused to get his hands dirty cleaning up Nazi scum, but now this attractive and 

rather popular icon of the American war effort had just appeared out of nowhere to 

up the ante. But that gave them an idea. 

See, Hitler and his lot had been searching for magical objects and relics of 

the arcane, and theyôd had some luck in procuring the Spear of Destiny and the 

Girdle of Aphrodite.  

So they made a project out of a German aristocrat lady who was in love with 

Hitler: Paula von Gunther. They gave her the Spear, and the Girdle, and pumped 

her veins full of steroids. After all that, they named her The Valkyrie.  

They sent The Valkyrie on various missions, but the most important and 

ultimate one was to battle and defeat Diana. Not kill her, mind - they wanted Diana 

alive, to experiment on her. But they wanted to strip her of her tools as well. 

In response, Dianaôs American citizenship was expedited, in order for her to 

be an official military asset.  

There was some confusion over the name, however: Diana didnôt have a 

surname to put down. There was some squabbling between Diana and her 

companion Steve - first over the necessity of a surname, then over what would be 

suitable. Steve asserted that her title of óPrincessô would not work, and offered a 

compromise of its male form, óPrinceô. Steve could not adequately explain why 

one was better than the other, not for Dianaôs liking; but despite her reluctance, 

Diana jotted down the brand-new, made-up name óDiana Princeô on her application 

form, and that was that.  

Not that anyone called her that - most people called her óWonder Womanô. 

Wonder Woman spent the next several years giving the Nazis what-for, 

including a daring raid upon Hitlerôs hidden fortress Wolfôs Lair. 

It was here that Wonder Woman battled the mad scientist known as Doktor 

Gift (thatôs German for óDoctor Poisonô). Doktor Gift tried to pit Wonder Woman 

and Steve against one another using one of his signature poisons called óReversoô - 

it was a poison that scrambled the brainôs signals, and caused the victim to do the 

opposite of what they intended. 
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But that was childôs play compared to the Doktorôs real project: trying to 

create metahumans through genetic manipulation.  

There were several hybrids created in the Doktorôs lab, human and animal 

DNA spliced together to find the secret to superpowers: they sought the strength of 

a gorilla, the flight ability of hawks (they get depressed without their mate, so a 

pair were kept together for company), and a cheetah for its speed. 

These poor created wretches were sent after Wonder Woman and Steve to 

destroy them, but Wonder Woman overcame them with the lasso. She bore them 

no ill-will, for they were only acting upon their twisted masterôs commands; so she 

freed them from the compound and let them go their own way, out into the world.  

She would not see them again for many years; but when they returned to her 

life, it would be in a big way. 

After the war, Wonder Woman returned to her adopted country as a 

renowned hero. However, she had even graver misgivings about war than she did 

before, after seeing the destruction wrought by the atomic bombs dropped on 

Hiroshima and Nagasaki, and the subsequent internment of Japanese Americans in 

the States. That began the erosion of her relationship with Steve Trevor, who had a 

ówhatever it takesô attitude toward war, and who disagreed with her mightily 

whenever his countryôs moral standing was questioned. 

And at this moment, the Green Lantern re-emerged - he was retiring 

officially from the superhero business, but not before he recruited the major heroes 

of the day into a special group: the Justice League. The first four members were 

The Flash, Superman, Batman, and Wonder Woman (there was, additionally, a 

Green Lantern Corps established by old Alan Scott, which included engineer John 

Stewart, pilot Hal Jordan, artist Kyle Rayner, and Scottôs own daughter Jade - they 

collaborated so often with the Justice League that they were practically considered 

the same institution). 

The Justice League met in the globe of the Daily Planet, where they 

discussed and planned how best to use their powers for the good of mankind (and 

womankind).  

This was to be the Golden Age of superheroes. It was not without its costs, 

mind you - there were still a great many regular people getting the short end of the 

stick, so that others could have their day in the sun (this was a major topic of 

conversation, and action, for the superheroes at this time). And mostly you donôt 

live through golden ages anyway, you just look back at them. 
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I daresay, looking back at America during the beginning of the Justice 

League, and comparing to what came before and after, this was a genuine golden 

age: people were back on their feet from the Great Depression, it was boomtime 

for the business of baby-making, and the superheroes were keeping everybody 

safer than ever.  

But, like most Golden Ages, it wouldnôt last forever.  

Lex Luthor was unfairly credited with helping the Americans win the war 

(despite, like I said, profiting from all sides of it). He rode the wave of popularity 

all the way to the White House, becoming President of the United States. 

The Justice Leaguers were thorns in Lex Luthorôs side since day one, and 

they fought against the kind of American Lex wanted to see; so he worked hard to 

brand them as subversives, communists, and generally un-american enemies of the 

state. 

Lucky for him, Americans were in a persecutory mood at this juncture. The 

Justice League was, for official purposes, disbanded. 

Superman came out of this relatively unscathed, for it was hard to make the 

case that he was un-American - if anything, after his testimony for the House Un-

American Activities Committee, his reputation for being as ideally American as 

white bread and apple pie was even more firmly established; Batman was always 

an outlaw and an enemy of Lex Luthor, so not much changed on his end; Wonder 

Woman, however, was devastated. 

She had shown up to the committee, as she was bid, and she told the truth; 

the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help heré goddesses. 

That was the trouble - she was a pagan worshipper of the triple-A goddesses 

(Aphrodite, Artemis, and Athena), an icon for feminists, and an immigrant from an 

island that held all property and resources in communal trust; an island where an 

all-female population not only eschewed the role of being a manôs wife, but where 

many women chose to openly engage in relationships with each other. Worse, she 

failed to denounce any of these practices from her homeland, and in fact defended 

them before the committee. 

She was pretty much a poster-child for everything the committee, and people 

like McCarthy, abhorred. 

The rest of the populace didnôt realize that she was so far from their 

idealized notion of the All-American woman, and shunned her. The work that she 
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had been hitherto relying upon for income dried up and gone - she was blacklisted, 

and all but banned from publicly appearing as Wonder Woman ever again. 

She did make a comeback later on though.  

A group known as The Ring tried to recruit her. Ostensibly the group was 

led by an Egyptian collector and metahuman named Essa, who wielded giant 

circular blades named the Rings of Saturn - but in truth, the group was founded by 

the enchantress, Circe, who created the Amazonôs island. Circe was recruiting 

female metahumans for her army, with the goal of overthrowing Manôs World for 

good. 

Circe had already provided refuge for the gorilla, hawks, and cheetah 

hybrids, to whom she gave the power to shape-shift into partial or fully-human 

forms at will (she thus renamed them bestiamorphs). These bestiamorphs were: 

Gargantua the gorilla-woman, whoôd spent some time as a strongwoman in a 

circus; Shiera the hawk-woman (who later left so that she and her hawk-husband 

could join the re-formed Justice League); and the last was Selina, the cheetah cat-

woman. 

Also on The Ringôs list of members was the second Doktor Gift (the female 

assistant to the original - she was experimented upon by him, giving her super-

strength and turning her bodily fluids into deadly poison) her daughter, Ivy (the 

product of both Doktor Gifts, before her mother killed her father), and The 

Valkyrie, Dianaôs former rival (after launching an assault on Paradise Island, she 

was transformed into a wolf-bestiamorph by Circeôs magic - the enchantress had 

since brought the bitch to heel). 

Diana was ambivalent toward joining the group, and tried to live a óregularô 

human life in Gotham instead - working at a department store with Steveôs new 

wife, Etta Candy, so that she could afford college (Diana was rejected rather 

brutally by Starvard College, who wasnôt accepting female students at this point - 

she instead had to turn to Ettaôs alma mater, Holliday College for women, instead). 

But as much as she wanted to put her hero days behind her, Diana was 

disturbed by the amount of violence targeting women in Gotham, and she was 

determined to do something about it. She could not be everywhere at once, 

shielding all women from harm; she wondered if women could be trained to defend 

themselves. But she was an Amazon, trained to use swords and spears to 

complement her naturally superhuman strength - what could she possibly teach 

them? 
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Fortunately, she met a Vietnamese martial arts master named V» VŁn Chinh, 

who taught Diana his style of unarmed combat - a style that, Diana realized, could 

be taught to regular women for self-defense purposes.  

 Diana set up a óboutiqueô storefront over the dojo, in order to hire away the 

underpaid female department store workers, and taught them martial arts at night. 

Among her students was Lois Lane, and a young Barbara Gordon, daughter of the 

incorruptible Commissioner Gordon, of the Gotham City Police. 

 But then the Vietnam War began.  

And everything changed once more.ò  
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-8- 

 

ñSolitudeò 

 

 

Destruction stopped speaking, looking as though he were worlds away. The pause 

lasted so long that we were uncertain whether he was going to continue. 

ñYou said something about helping a couple who were in love?ò prompted 

Nuala. 

Destruction blinked rapidly a couple of times, coming out of his reverie. 

ñAh, yes,ò he said at last. ñSteve Trevor and Diana. Though, looking back on it, I 

donôt know if the lass was in love as much as the lad. Regardless, I bungled the 

whole thing right thoroughly.ò 

There was, of a sudden, a dramatic and almost-musical sigh - sort of 

contented, like someone waking from a most pleasant sleep. ñTaking too much 

credit, as usual,ò the voice languidly drawled. We all took notice of Desire, 

sauntering toward us through the open door. The tight pale suit they wore made a 

light swishing sound as Desire moved, the silken fabric brushing against itself. The 

rose boutonniere in the lapel was a perfect bloom of a deep and vivid red, the same 

color as Desireôs own lips. Desireôs gold eyes flicked to and fro, in between 

sweeping the castle with disdain. They made a clucking sound. ñMy, what a mess,ò 

Desire tut-tutted. ñAnd I thought Destinyôs place was in a state of disrepair.ò Those 

gold eyes fixed on me, glinting, and a smile flashed across the face like an opening 

knife-wound, revealing bone-white teeth. ñDaniel, darling! Itôs so good to see 

you!ò 

ñNo. Not Daniel. Sorry,ò I corrected. 

Desireôs red mouth curled, and a jet-black eyebrow arched. ñOh? And what 

am I to call you? You prefer to identify as óLord Morpheusô now, I suppose? 

 ñNot Morpheus either,ò I replied. ñI have no right to that name. I am 

Dream of the Endless. It is enough.ò 

Destruction rose. ñIôd best take my leave,ò he said. 

ñReally, Brother? Going so soon?ò purred Desire, with an exaggerated pout. 

ñAnd after we were just reunited. How very cruel of you!ò 

ñI doubt that my parting again will cause you much distress, sister-brother,ò 

said Destruction, warily. 
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ñBut such sweet sorrow for our dear sister Despair,ò said Desire, waving a 

majestic pale hand toward the grey, slumped figure on the couch. ñShe has been 

pining for your return all this time, you know.ò 

ñGo ahead and leave,ò whispered Despair, not looking up. ñItôs not 

important. I am not important. Nothing is. And I donôt care. Iôm used to it.ò 

Destruction patted Despairôs slumped back with sympathy. ñIt was good to 

see you again, little sister,ò he said. ñBut itôs best for me not to stick around, if this 

is to become a full family reunion - black sheep and all that.ò 

ñWhat are you so afraid of?ò needled Desire. ñItôs not like itôd kill you.ò  

Tears streamed down from the black pits under Despairôs heavy, knitted 

brows, as she whittled her sharp hook into her wrist. ñI have now lost two 

brothers,ò she rasped. ñAnd it hurts.ò I witnessed an involuntary shudder take hold 

of each individual assembled in the castle hall. ñBut whereas the loss of Morpheus 

is a wound that is fresh,ò she continued, looking up at last with wet eyes at 

Destruction, ñyou, my brother, I lost many years ago.ò 

ñEverything changes - but nothing is truly lost,ò I assured. 

ñWise lad,ò said Destruction. He set wary eyes on Desire. ñYou tell the 

story however you want to. I donôt think I could stomach revisiting that time 

anyway.ò 

ñAnd here I thought you were the brave one,ò sniped Desire. 

ñYou said you had advice, brother,ò I pointed out, hoping that I would not 

be left with the mystery of that unanswered question, at least. 

ñYes,ò said Destruction. ñThe theme of my tale is: donôt meddle. If you take 

nothing else away from what Iôve told you, or what Desire is going to tell you, 

thatôs what I would suggest. It always ends badly.ò 

ñI thank you for your counsel. It is well-meant.ò 

He then fixed me with a serious, earnesté almost pleading look. ñYou could 

leave all this,ò he said, indicating the castle ruins surrounding us - and, perhaps, 

the wasteland which lay beyond. ñIt'll carry on alright without you. Come out with 

me and walk the stars. Itôs astonishing how much trouble one can get oneself into, 

if one works at it. And astonishing how much trouble one can get oneself out of, if 

one simply assumes that everything will, somehow or other, work out for the best.ò 

ñIt will. All will be well.ò 
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Destruction nodded, sagely. ñEntropy and optimism: the twin forces that 

make the universe go round. Youôll make me proud of you, yet.ò Destruction 

turned to go, out the way he came. 

A strange wistfulness overcame me - a sudden and painful yearning for him 

to stay. ñWillé will I meet you again?ò I asked. 

Destruction turned to look at me over his shoulder, with one more friendly 

smile. ñI wouldnôt be at all surprised.ò 

And with that, he walked out, and up, and faded into the sky. 

There was only a brief moment, after he disappeared from view, that there 

was a silence. It did not last long.  

ñWell then, now that the sanctimonious bore is gone,ò Desire said 

dismissively, brushing off the sofa cushion before sitting down elegantly next to 

their twin Despair. ñI can fill in all the blanks he left behind in that atrocious, 

revisionist version of our story.ò 

ñWhat do you mean?ò I asked. 

Desire grinned. ñItôs not a hero story,ò they replied. ñItôs a love story. Love, 

passion, and desire. And desire, as you know, is always cruel. 

 

-Desireôs Tale- 

 

Let me see now, where shall I begin? 

 First, let me tell you a little bit about the most important aspect: myself.  

 You see, I make people want things: money, sex, fame, power, love. Those 

are the big five, though there are many others. I also make people fear things, 

which in turn tends to make people pursue their desires all the more desperately. 

Itôs a wonderful, vicious feedback loop, and like yours truly, itôs Endless. 

 Humans are creatures comprised almost entirely of fear and desire, and 

theyôre easily manipulated - I think I enjoy simply observing them almost as much 

as getting involved directly. Itôs like watching a hamster on a wheel, their little legs 

going as fast as they can, not seeming to realize that theyôre going nowhere at all. 

Itôs delightful. 

Destruction said he loved heroes, did he? I suppose I do as well - but only 

because theyôre so virulently appealing and easily marketable. 

 Yes, marketing - thatôs my favorite subject and hobby, my bread-and-butter 

if you will. And this past century, business has been booming. 
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 The superheroes represented a lot of what mortals say they want to be: 

beautiful, virtuous, strong. 

 Except thatôs a lie. 

 They donôt ACTUALLY want to be a hero. If heroism is called for, that 

means some nasty shit is going down, and you donôt want to be anywhere in the 

vicinity of that nonsense - much less at the epicenter.  

Because who are all the bad guys going to target? Whose life will they try to 

ruin and make miserable, if not take their lives outright? 

Thatôs right: the hero.  

Besides, heroism sucks - sacrificing your own needs for the sake of others? 

Being counted upon to save everyone elseôs bacon, when things get ugly and 

scary? Phffft, please.  

You must remember something else as well: heroes are in the eye of the 

beholder, as are villains. The difference often comes down to marketing. And you 

know whoôs really good at marketing? Psychopaths.  

People like Lex Luthor, who donôt care diddly-squat about others, and will 

do anything to get what they want - but who will then shamelessly toot their own 

horn, make themselves out to be a golden god, and then offer you products and 

services that promise to make you more like them (for a fee, of course). And then 

maybe, if youôre lucky, youôll be chosen to serve them. 

Thatôs a hero, to some people.  

Heck, who am I kidding? Thatôs a hero to ME.  

So even if you go the goody-two-shoes hero route, thereôs going to be an 

awful lot of people who wonôt think thereôs anything wrong with the rapacious 

psychopath - theyôll think the problem is YOU, the spoilsport trying to upset the 

apple-cart, or end the game before they have a chance to win it. And they will fight 

against you. 

Sure, lots of people might want to dress up in the tight-fitting, sexy little 

superhero costumes (and have the physique to pull it off,); they may fantasize 

about flying and seeing through walls (for no higher purpose than seeing people 

undress); they may even want to be able to throw cars (during traffic) and punch 

people through walls (for getting their order wrong).  

But no, when it comes right down to it, most people would prefer being 

saved and/or bedded by a hero - but they donôt want to actually do the work. 
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They want to scream and cry for someone to fix things for them, and cheer 

from the sidelines as the heroes get beaten up for their sakes - or if theyôre smart, 

they just get the hell out of dodge and hope the bad guys donôt win. 

 There are exceptions, however. Some peopleôs desires are really fucked up - 

theyôre the abnormal ones, who care so much about things other than themselves 

that they constantly self-sabotage. 

 And thatôs where the superheroes come in.ò 

 

***  

 

ñThatôs not very fair,ò said my mother Rose. ñYouôre acting like anyone who isnôt 

a total selfish prick is out of their mind and sabotaging themselves - but it seems to 

me that people who are that self-absorbed are the biggest losers of all.ò 

 Desire regarded Rose with sparked interest. ñVery astute of you,ò they said. 

ñIndeed, people donôt know what theyôre missing - things like true, unconditional 

love are very often out of their reach.ò 

Rose looked away. ñWell, I dunno about that. Love is overrated.ò 

Desire laughed - a laugh that was infectious, but also as abrasive as 

sandpaper. ñYes, Iôm sure thatôs the way a lot of those óselfish pricksô, as you call 

them, feel as well!ò  

ñI meant things like happiness, or contentment,ò Rose muttered. 

Desire sobered, clearing their throat a bit. ñHow can you miss something 

youôve never had? Something that you are unable to feel, or to value when you 

have it? That you donôt understand enough to want?  

Besides, my dear, happiness is fleeting. By its very nature it is ephemeral, 

for it is óidealô, and idealized states do not last long. If they did, weôd all hate it - 

weôd want something, ANYTHING, to happen to shake things up, just to relieve 

the insufferable boredom.ò 

ñMy thoughts exactly, my good maôam-sir,ò said Cain. ñAnd on that note: 

you intimated that what was told to us by Destruction was a, shall we say, sanitized 

version of events?ò 

 Desire grinned. ñOh yes, I nearly forgot: that business with the Amazons. 

 

***  
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Destruction was too squeamish to give you all the nasty little details on that one. 

He does so love heroes, the poor thing - but, in truth, even the strongest, bravest, 

and most idealistic of humans are far from heroic. 

Theyôre very much like the gods they create, in that way (or Endless, for that 

matter). 

 Speaking of which, thatôs pretty much what the Amazons were: constructs of 

the gods. Aphrodite, one of my favorites - she was a love goddess, after all - came 

up with the idea of making perfect women in her own image. She imbued them 

with life and virtue, while her sister-goddesses made their lovely form out of clay, 

filled their heads with wisdom, and gave them their fierce strength.  

And they were, indeed, perfect; each of them unique in shape, color, 

temperament and size, but perfect in their own individual ways.  

 Thatôs why Hercules, a demi-god and the most savage brute there ever was - 

in other words, a superhero - attacked them. 

 Hercules, ostensibly, just wanted the Girdle of Aphrodite. Heôd been given 

the 12 Labors to perform after the killing of his wife and children in a berserker-

rage (as one does, when you are Earthôs mightiest hero in those days), and the 

Girdle was not the first, nor the last (unless my memory fails me, I believe it was 

item #9 to check off the list). 

 But to say that Hercules fell in love with the beautiful Queen Hippolyta, who 

possessed the Girdle, would be untruthful - and Iôm not like my brother 

Destruction, who likes to sanitize everything and make it sound pretty (or 

ógloriousô, as he might say). No, Hercules fell into plain and simple lust with her, 

and wanted her as his own. And, as he was the strongest being alive, he had the 

power to take anything he wanted. 

 Oh, now did you think the lovely Diana was born of immaculate clay, like 

her mother? Well, I donôt blame you - thatôs what Hippolyta told the poor child, 

after all. The Amazons werenôt known to lie, either, so Diana had no reason to 

question the story. It was many years before Diana learned the truth. 

 And the one who told her was a jaded little enchantress named Circe. 

 

Circe was a champion and worshipper of Aphrodite, but the love in her heart - at 

least when it came to men - was nothing but ashes.  

Sheôd spent ever so long in solitude, on an island in the middle of the ocean, 

until the the great hero Odysseus shipwrecked upon its shores.  
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The survivors of his crew ransacked her pantry, and would have set upon her 

to satiate their other type of hunger, but she used her magic to turn them into the 

animal that she felt they most resembled (which were pigs, of course). Odysseus, 

meanwhile, was spared her wrath - he awakened a desire in her that had long laid 

dormant in her heart. 

The fact that he was a married man meant little to her - she figured she 

would soon have him under her spell. 

Unfortunately for her, while Odysseus had no problem fooling around with a 

hot enchantress in return for room and board (the type of behavior, it must be said, 

he would NOT have forgiven his wife for), Odysseus desired above all things to 

return to his wife and son. He had no love for Circe, beyond simple gratitude. 

Odysseus built a small vessel in secret, and left Circe high and dry. 

To be fair, Circe was kidding herself that she was óin loveô with Odysseus. 

Odysseus was charming and handsome, to be sure, but she was merely lonely from 

her self-imposed isolation - which she chose because her heart had already been 

demolished by a man she truly loved. But we all tell stories to ourselves, in which 

we star as the hero who is tragically oppressed - and according to Circeôs narrative, 

Odysseus not only betrayed her, but he was the one who broke her already-broken 

heart. 

 Letôs fast-forward now, to where Aphrodite called upon Circe to save the 

enslaved Amazons from Herculesô grasp. Circe answered the call, going to 

Themyscira at once, and doing a lot of her trademark transforming-men-into-beasts 

act once she got there. Hercules escaped, but not a whole lot of the others did. She 

severed the Amazonôs enslaving chains, and moved them to her island - now no 

longer a lonely rock in the middle of the sea, but a home and refuge for a thousand 

perfect women. But Circe did this on the binding promise that the Amazons would 

never again have anything to do with men, or the world they had claimed as their 

own. 

 Hippolytaôs new baby Diana, however, agreed to no such thing - and unlike 

the other Amazons, sheôd been born the old-fashioned human way, and thus had 

too much man in her to reject them entirely. 

 Which is why, when the first man happened upon that forbidden óno-man'sô 

island, the naughty little hussy wasted no time in running off with him. 
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Handsome Steve Trevor, he of the exquisitely defined cheekbones, was a ladies 

man - as well as a hotshot American airpilot. 

His mother was one of the first females to fly in the newfangled machines, 

and his father was a pilot in the first World War, much like Clarkôs foster dad - but 

unlike Jonathan Kent, Steveôs father returned home in a bodybag. 

Now that Steve had reached manhood, he was determined to serve his 

country and honor the memory of his parents.  

He flew over the Meditteranean during the second World War, in a plane 

nicknamed óThe Phantomô, emblazoned with the painted image of a curvy ghost-

girl striking a pin-up pose. 

 In the cockpit, on his flight console, he had posted the photograph of a pretty 

girl from back home; and behind that one, several others. He liked to review his 

options. 

 Steveôs plane encountered turbulence - or so he thought - over what 

appeared to be nothing more than ocean.  

 And then, out of the blue, a woman-shaped shadow appeared in the cloudy 

skies before him. 

 After inadvertently causing him to crash, she saved him - a beautiful, bronzy 

warrior-princess, with a heaving bosom, rock-hard ass, and long, dark waves of 

hair the color of a midnight sky. She saved him from crashing, and from that 

moment onward, he loved her. 

 That didnôt stop him from using her, of course. 

 Steve Trevor managed the warrior-princess, and turned her into the star of 

the American war effort.  

 Diana couldnôt stand to live that lie for long, and insisted that she wanted to 

go on real missions. Steve went with her, and the story he told himself was that he 

was her partner, her valued sidekick, her trusted advisor in Manôs Worldé.and 

that they were in love. 

 After the war, Steve proposed marriage to Diana, offering her a diamond 

ring in the shadow of the Green Lanternôs statue. 

 She turned him down flat.  

 Diana didnôt want to belong to anyone. And though she didnôt understand 

how it had come to be, the Amazonian creed of independence from men was baked 

into her psyche.  

 And, inadvertently, it made her a total cocktease. 
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 Thatôs right - in all that time, Diana and Steve never slept together. If she 

had said yes to his proposal, it would have set the stage for a traditional wedding 

night deflowering. But as it stood, Steve had waited an awful long time for a 

woman heôd never get to see naked. 

 Not that Steveôs chronic case of the blue balls wasnôt richly deserved, after 

all those women heôd ólovedô and left with nothing but broken hearts. 

 And the hilarious part is: this time, when heôd told a woman he loved her, 

heôd actually meant it. 

 So a devastated Steve Trevor married Etta Candy instead, a woman who was 

not an Amazon superhero, and to whom marriage with a man was not a foreign 

concept (along with a few other things that the virginal Diana was unfamiliar 

with). It wasnôt a happy marriage; but then again, few are.ò  

 

***  

 

ñI think youôre giving Despair a run for her money,ò said my mother Rose. ñóCause 

Iôm way more depressed hearing this shit than by anything she said.ò 

 Despair heaved a great, defeated sigh. Desire gave their twin a look of 

concern, patting her grey hand, and then smirked at Rose. ñOoh, that was cruel 

dear,ò purred Desire, in what sounded like a strangely approving tone. ñLooks to 

me like maybe Iôve got competition as well.ò 

 ñSorry,ò said Rose, toward Despair and not Desire. 

 ñDonôt be,ò said Desire, taking the apology for themselves anyway. ñYouôve 

said it many times before, you hate love. And for good reason, after what 

Morpheus put you through - what with the whole threatening to kill you simply for 

existing, and then tossing you aside like yesterdayôs garbage after impregnating 

you with his child.ò 

 Rose looked stricken, the blood draining from her face. She bowed her head, 

in order not to look at anyone. ñShut up,ò she said in a low and dangerous voice, 

her fists clenching beside her. ñYou have no right.ò 

 Desire shook their head incredulously, sighing. ñAnd even after all of that, 

still in love with him. I really am sorry for you, child: if you want the love that 

remains in your heart gone, I can remove it for you. Just say the word.ò 
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 Tears fell from her eyes, and she angrily wiped them away. She shook her 

head. ñThatôs exactly what he wouldôve wanted me to do,ò she said. ñSo, thanks, 

but no.ò 

 Desire smiled. ñSticking it to a dead Endless, in the most futile and petty of 

ways,ò they said. ñI like your style, my almost-couldôve-been-sister-in-law. You 

know, you remind me of someone: a woman who was also tragically in love with a 

dark, brooding, emotionally-unavailable man... 

 

***  

 

You remember what Destruction said about Diana letting those Nazi experiments, 

the human/animal hybrid beastiamorphs, go free?  

Well, the cheetah beastie-girl made her way to the States, and renamed 

herself Selina Kyle.  

She did not live on the streets of Gotham for long before she turned to a life 

of crime, using her feline talents as a jewelry thief (or, one could say, a literal ócat-

burglarô). Selina donned a slinky all-black costume, a mockery of Gothamôs dark 

knight, with a cat-eared cowl instead of one shaped like a bat. This earned her the 

name Catwoman. 

Catwoman was strangely popular in Gotham, for a criminal - the poor 

admired her, for she stole only luxury goods that they never could have dreamed of 

affording, from high-end stores, museums, and the homes of the rich; and due to 

her sex appeal, even some of the wealthy socialites she targeted were secretly 

hoping to make her acquintance. People also marveled how a mere female thief 

could so brazenly operate in a city patrolled by superheroes - they did not know 

that Selina could transform her body parts from human to feline at will, nor that 

she had attempted a burglary at Wayne Manor and discovered the secret of 

billionaire Bruce Wayne (that he was a fantastic lover - also, that he was Batman). 

 

It was partly because of Catwomanôs infamous exploits, and popularity, that Diana 

lost favor with the public. 

At the very least, it provided useful ammunition to Lex Luthor, whose goons 

argued that Diana was a bad influence on young women - that her displays of 

violence and aggression, oftentimes not sanctioned by the army, government or 

law enforcement, had inspired a generation of females to a life of criminality like 
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Catwomané and worse, feminism. They knew deep down that the idea of women 

becoming supervillainesses en masse was preposterous; what really kept men like 

Lex Luthor up at night was the idea of female empowerment taking hold in the 

public sphere.  

When Diana was blacklisted, Steveôs tidy little cut of her earnings as her 

manager went poof. He became a commercial airline pilot. 

Steve was miserable. He was convinced that he had lost Diana because he 

wasnôt a superhero. And he desired being a hero more than anything. 

Destruction was still smarting over those two disastrous wars, and he was 

appalled that the public tide of opinion had turned against them. He wanted a 

Happily Ever After. 

I had been mostly involved in cultivating and stoking the ambitions of Lex 

Luthor, that desirous fellow - but Steve was an attractive project as well (I also had 

the Lois & Clark relationship on my plate, as well as the complicated dynamics of 

the good guy vs. bad girl Batman and Catwoman entanglement - I was a busy little 

Endless at that point in time!) 

Destruction approached me - the obvious expert in matters of love and desire 

- to see if I would lend my aid. I thought it sounded fun, and accepted. 

So he and I got together and made a plan.  

We decided to make Steve a superhero. 

Captain Wonder. The Ken to her Barbie. 

But there would be no dreamhouse or pink SUV for these two. 

There was a minor issue of incompatibility that we seemed to overlook. See, 

my dearies, our once-fierce warrior-princess Diana did not go marching off to 

Vietnam as part of the U.S. military effort (those oh-so-patriotic backstabbers in 

high command had all but disavowed her after the blacklisting, despite her years of 

loyal service - she owed them exactly squat).  

Dianaôs excursion into Southeast Asia was a personal favor to her dear old 

friend Vo Van Chinh (not old as in sheôd known him long, but in that he was 

approaching a 3-digit age). Chinhôs health had seen better days - his style of 

martial arts was all about the interplay between hard and soft, but now there was 

very little of the former going on, and altogether too much of the latter. He wanted 

to see his daughter, the beautiful V» Th֗ Yen, one last time before he took off with 

my sister Death; more than that, his daughter was still living in Vietnam, and as the 
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war heated up he worried for her safety (fears that proved well-founded, as it turns 

out). 

As for Steve, he was a simple, red-blooded American man - he just wanted 

to kill óim some commies. 

Steve had two true loves: he loved Diana, and he loved what his country 

represented (which, by the by, is a very different thing from loving oneôs country 

outright - Steve had precious little use for the reality of what America was, but he 

was fiercely in love with the dream of what he thought it was supposed to be. But 

thatôs a loverôs gaze for you - blind to all faults and shortcomings).  

I tried to warn him - I tried to tell him what was in Dianaôs heart, and that at 

some point he would surely be forced to choose between his two loves.  

Dianaôs brand of heroism was a bit more all-encompassing than his - she 

cared about all people equally, regardless of factional loyalties or allegiances, and 

completely disregarded issues of identity, gender, color and creed when making 

her moral decisions. A life was sacred, no matter who it belonged to - even the life 

of an enemy soldier attempting to kill her. 

Itôs not that Steve was unusually bigoted, it was just that Diana was 

uncommonly molded to be the embodiment of universal love. He was just a mortal, 

after all, and he had his priorities. Steve would save a Vietnamese child as fast as 

he would an American one, laying his life on the line without even thinking; but he 

did not believe killing an enemy was wrong, and would give his all to destroy them 

thoroughlyé even if that same Vietnamese child suffered as collateral damage. 

As you might surmise, giving this man destructive superpowers was a bit of 

a misstep. 

He was only given super-strength and invulnerability, thank goodness - as 

well as a dash of extra persuasive appeal from yours truly. Regular people were all 

but helpless to obey his commands, making him an unnaturally effective leader. 

But when Diana and Steve - Wonder Woman and Captain Wonder - met 

face-to-face in Vietnam, the ground rocked and sparks flew. 

Not because they were having super-powered coitus, as my brother and 

myself had planned for, but because they were trying to beat each other to a bloody 

pulp. 

Diana was defending humans from the rapacious destruction and violence 

from all sides, and as such wound up fighting against the U.S. military as much as 

the Viet Cong. When Captain Wonder witnessed her thrashing American soldiers 
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in order to defend enemy hostiles, he saw her actions as traitorous. He wanted to 

apprehend Diana, and show her the error of her ways. 

Unfortunately for him, the opposite came to pass. 

Like I was saying, Steve was not a bad guy - when he saw the horrors 

inflicted upon innocent people, sometimes by his own people, he was appalled.  

In fact, it broke him. 

Steve returned home a changed man, hanging up the hero mantle to embrace 

my sisters Delirium and Despair. 

Destruction felt bad about his role in the whole debacle, and took it as a sign 

to retire. He left his realm, and insisted that he was Destruction of the Endless no 

longer. 

But I wasnôt done with Steve yet. Not by a long shot.ò 

 

***  

 

ñWhat did you do to him?ò asked my mother Rose. 

 Desire shrugged. ñNothing but save his life: I flipped his pleasure and pain 

responses, so that he could continue to tolerate existing without offing himself.ò 

 Rose looked horrified. ñWhaté what does that mean, exactly?ò 

 Desire placed a cigarette between their red lips, and lit it with a heart-

shaped lighter. ñYouôll have to ask my sister about that one.ò 

 Rose looked at Despair with confusion. ñYou mean he just got depressed?ò 

 Desire puckered and let out a thin stream of white smoke. ñWrong sister, Iôm 

afraid.ò 

ñThey mean the youngest of the Endless, Delirium,ò I interpreted. 

ñSo what youôre saying is, they drove him mad,ò said Rose. ñAll of you 

Endless did. What did this Steve guy ever do to deserve such dogshit treatment 

from all of you?ò 

ñItôs not a matter of ódeservingô anything,ò said Desire. ñHe simply wanted 

something he could not have, and it made him incurably sick. There was nothing 

any of us could do. I guess you could say it was his fault ultimately, not setting his 

sights on something more attainable - but he couldnôt help it, really. The heart 

wants what it wants. And he was far from alone in this predicament.  

 

***  
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While Steve was busy having PTSD and losing his mind, the óconscientious 

objectorô superheroes had been embroiled in their own juicy little dramas. 

 After the disaster of Vietnam, and the ousting of Lex Luthor from the oval 

office when his scandalous and criminal activities came to the light of public 

scrutiny (thanks to the intrepid reporter, Lois Lane), Americans were sick of war 

and corruption. The rest of the world was too, of course - but none of them had a 

beautiful hunk of man-meat with a winning óaw, shucksô, apple pie-eating farm-

boy honesty quite like Superman. 

 Terrified human sheep, huddling together and bleating for a shepherd to 

protect them from the wolves - a superpowered shepherd. They wanted Superman, 

and they wanted him BAD. Who else could humanity trust to lead them? Who else 

was as beloved, for his moral and physical strength? 

People were so hot for Superman to be their supreme ruler - of America at 

least, but maybe the entire world! - that their passion sparked a campaign to create 

some sort of new leadership role for Superman. Something beyond a president - 

theyôd call it something like óWorld Protectorô or óWorld Leaderô, but it would 

have given him overriding authority over everything that occurred in the nation, 

and across the globe. 

Did I say ócampaignô? It was really more of a cult. 

Superman could have run with this, if heôd possessed any imagination at all - 

just imagine the parties! He could have been surrounded by gold, riches and 

beautiful women 24/7, commanding an army of worshipful zealots and holding 

orgies at the Fortress of not-Solitude (he wouldôve had to change the name) every 

day of the week, if he so desired. 

But, maybe thatôs just me. 

 Instead, Superman pissed away his opportunity to be god-emperor of Earth, 

and practically wet his red boxers and tights over it. He was obnoxiously vocal in 

rejecting the notion of becoming a World Leader, and went so far as to argue that a 

position like that should never be created. 

 Because it wasnôt enough that the man of the steel sphincter wouldnôt let 

HIMSELF have any fun - he had to make sure nobody else did, either. 

The case he was making fell on deaf ears though, because everyone knew he 

was always there to save them and clean up their messes. People were relying on 

him to the point of absurdity, especially in Metropolis - the citizens there were so 
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used to his presence that they barely gave their own safety a momentôs thought. 

Metropolites would never have admitted it out loud, but in their hearts they 

secretly believed that if they stepped off a balcony anywhere in the city, Superman 

would catch them. 

 This of course was not remotely true, as even a perfect specimen like 

Superman, paragon amongst superheroes, could not be everywhere at once. And 

every time he ófailedô to save somebody, resentment against him grew. 

 Superman felt like it was time for an extended vacay. He wanted to just be 

boring oleô Clark Kent for a while. 

 Thatôs one mortal desire that has never ceased to amaze me: the desire to be 

ónormalô. 

 And if there was one thing Clark certainly wasnôt, it was normal. 

For one thing, since becoming the Platonic ideal of American manhood, he 

had not aged a day . 

Meanwhile, the woman he wanted to wed, bed and impregnate with his 

progeny - Lois - was no spring chicken. That was his simpleton heartôs desire: to 

spend the rest of her life on the Kent farm in Smallville with a dozen rugrats 

underfoot, if that was even possible (it was unknown whether his alien sperm could 

knock up an Earthling woman or not). And he knew it was now or never. 

So he proposed marriage. 

And he got the same Happy Ending that Steve had gotten from Diana - 

which is to say, none at all. 

Lois could not fly, except in a plane or in Supermanôs arms, but she 

traversed the air as often as a bird.  

She could not see through walls with her physical eyes, but she could see 

through bullshit like no other.  

She didnôt have super-strength, nor was she bulletproof, but all the same 

sheôd survived two wars as an embedded correspondent, as well as numerous 

attempts on her life orchestrated by a corrupt DA, Gothamôs criminal underworld, 

and a billionaire president, all of whom very much wanted her dead.  

She was one badass bitch, is what Iôm saying. 

Lois wasnôt a metahuman, but she was a superhero.  

She was also the most outspoken, famous celebrity feminist in the nation, if 

not the entire world. 
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Which is why his sales pitch for her to give up her journalistic career and her 

new TV talk show to become his small-town Susie-homemaker missus didnôt 

exactly go over so well with her. 

The man was an Adonis and a saint, but a genius he was not. 

Rejected, Clark couldnôt bear to live on the Kent farm by himself, 

surrounded by reminders of his dashed hopes for pastoral bliss. So instead, 

Superman flew to his crystal palace in the frozen tundra of the lonely north, which 

he called his Fortress of Solitude, so that he could stay there and mope.  

He was not seen or heard of for many years. 

 

Funny enough, there was a super-couple expecting at this time - but it was not who 

youôd expect to ever have children at all. 

If there were two people on Earth who were more laughably ill-suited for 

parenthood than Batman and Catwoman, theyôre not coming to mind very easily. 

 There are plenty of people who should not have kids, to be sure: people far 

more dysfunctional than those two abound. And they willingly procreate 

nonetheless, even with perfectly effective birth control methods available.  

But most people donôt prowl the streets at night, dressed up in tight black 

leather catsuits and batsuits, looking like they got lost on their way to a wild sex 

party. And most people also have jobs that donôt involve stopping and/or 

committing crime (in Batmanôs case, both - he almost always broke a law or two 

for each of his citizenôs arrests. The corrupt DA Harvey Dent was hotter for his ass 

than he was for any of the criminals the Bat brought in, and thus honored 

Gothamôs Dark Knight with the number one spot on the Most Wanted list). 

 And while opposites can indeed attract, few couples were more diametrically 

opposed to one another than Bruce and Selina. 

 Goodness gracious! Can you even imagine being the child of these two? One 

an eternally-grieving billionaire who lives in a mansion, and who deals with his 

childhood trauma by beating up criminals; the other a thieving metahumans 

anarchist, who spends most of her time on the streets in between being 

apprehended by her lover. 

 There was one poor boy who didnôt have to imagine this at all, because he 

was busy living it every single day of his life. 

 His name was Robin. 
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Young Robin Oliver Wayne was absolutely clueless about his parents being 

costumed vigilantes - in fact, he would have been happy just to know the identity 

of his mother.  

Robin knew his fatherôs name and face, and that he was the richest man in 

America besides Lex Luthor - but thatôs just about all Robin knew about his father 

Bruce Wayne. 

 Robin was mostly raised by the family fossil and butler, Alfred Pennyworth, 

as his father was before him - but whereas his father had the excuse of being an 

orphan, Robin only felt like one. His father was rarely home, and even when he 

was, he was nowhere to be seen, because he was always busy óworkingô in his 

locked office. 

 When Robin turned 10, he was sent away to boarding school across the 

pond. 

 Of course, the fact that heôd inherited some subtle cat-like traits from his 

mother - natural agility and night-vision, for instance - made him something of a 

target for bullies. They noticed his natural grace and beauty, as well as his unusual 

affinity for cats, and decided to rename him a vulgarity that could be used to 

reference both cats and the female genitalia. 

 It was partly for this reason that the cheeky boy took on the alias-name of 

óDickô when he ran away as a teenager. 

 That, and he really liked detective comics. 

 Robin dutifully followed the classic, time-honored tradition of freaks and 

runaways, and joined a circus.  

This particular circus was home to the bestiamorph Gargantua (the gorilla-

woman hybrid who was created alongside Catwoman) and a family of acrobats 

called óThe Flying Graysonsô.  

Because óDickô was applying to work for the circus troupe as an acrobat - 

and, in all honesty, needed a surname to complete his alias - the Graysons more or 

less adopted him as one of their own. For all intents and purposes, Robinôs name 

was now Dick Grayson. 

 And what was his real mummy and daddy doing at this point, you ask?  

Publicly, Bruce acted with appropriate alarm over his son going missing, and 

offered the kind of award for his return that one would naturally expect from a 

billionaire. 
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Meanwhile, his óBatmanô self looked into it, found out exactly where Robin 

had gone, and did absolutely nothing.  

Does that sound strange to you? If it does, then apparently you havenôt been 

taking it into account that this is Batman weôre talking about here.  

Bruce had sent Robin away to protect him, in the event of the baddies 

figuring out that Batman and Bruce Wayne were one and the same - but Robin 

taking on a new identity altogether was an even more brilliant idea. Bruce was just 

surprised that he wasnôt the one to think of it before his son did. 

Selina, too, knew her sonôs whereabouts, through her connection to 

Gargantua (who worked as an agent for the same shell corporation, Saturno 

Industries). She just didnôt give a used box of kitty litter about her son. 

Bruce had tried to use the infant Robin as a last-ditch effort to convince 

Selina to give up her life of crime and become a domesticated house-cat. 

Instead, Selina took off to Egypt to learn the ropes of international crime 

with the all-female crew at Villainy, Inc. 

 She had never been a mother to Robin, and she had no intention of starting 

now that he was nearly an adult. 

Robin quickly grew bored with the circus - he desired more out of life, and 

he wanted to make a difference. So, taking a cue from his favorite heroes - and, 

unwittingly, from his mother and father - he got into the costumed vigilante 

business.  

He prowled around London streets for a time, targeting muggers, pimps and 

drug-lords. But at a certain point, these people just werenôt doing it for him - too 

many of them came from underprivileged backgrounds for him to feel pleasure 

over beating them up and taking down their criminal enterprises. 

Robin knew all too well who the real prize baddies were: those loaded fat 

cats in their mansions and fine estates.  

So he switched to targeting the privileged, and redistributing their wealth. 

And thus, in a play upon his true name and the Robin Hood of folklore, he 

developed the persona of The Red Hood, and set about the business of forced 

wealth distribution. 

After some successful heists and burglaries, he grew confident enough to set 

his sights higher, upon the two richest men alive: Lex Luthor, and his own father. 

This brought him back to the States, and to Gotham. 

Where he promptly got his heart stolen. 



95 

By a pretty young girl dressed as a bat. 

 

Teenybopper Barbara Gordon wasnôt actually Batmanôs apprentice, but the silly 

little thing very much wanted to be. 

 She desired it so much that it hurt. 

 After all, thereôs only so many times that you can be rescued by the same 

man, a dark knight-in-not-so-shiny armor, without one of two things occuring: 

either falling obsessively in love with him, or wanting to BE him. 

 In Barbaraôs case, it was both. 

 She had a pernicious and ongoing problem of villains targeting her -  

because her father was the morally high-and-mighty killjoy, Commissioner 

Gordon. 

After one of her rescues - which sheôd grown quite fond of, truth be told - 

sheôd successfully plead her case to Batman that he needed to train her how to 

protect herself.  

But then lo and behold, it became apparent that Barbaraôs interest in training 

wasnôt due to a desire to better keep herself OUT of trouble - she was, in fact, 

intending to seek it out. 

 During one of their training sessions at an abandoned gym she asked, a bit 

too eagerly, to be brought to Batmanôs secret lair for more advanced weapons 

training.  

And that was the end of it. 

 As far as Batman was concerned, anyway. 

His thirsty little fangirl, however, would not be so easily deterred.  

She signed up for classes at Wonder Womanôs dojo, fantasizing about 

proving herself Batmanôs equal so that he would accept her as his partner in anti-

crime. 

 Barbara progressed quickly, and became Wonder Womanôs star pupil.  

But the praise of Wonder Woman and the admiration of her classmates was 

wasted upon her - she would brush them off rather ungraciously, like she was 

annoyed. And she very much was - they just couldnôt seem to get it through their 

minds that she wasnôt there to make friends, or to even to gain the approval of the 

worldôs most famous superheroine.  

She was there to become Batgirl. 
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 Catwoman didnôt understand this either, when she cornered Barbara one 

night outside the dojo and tried to recruit her for The Ring. 

Now, you must understand that the intimate nature of Catwomanôs 

relationship with Batman was not common knowledge - in fact, the only person 

who knew the Bat was up in the óole Cat ladyôs snatch was Lois Lane (because 

Lois felt it was only professional to find out where her most useful snitch was 

getting her information).  

But all young Barbara saw was a famous óenemyô of her hero Batman.  

Barbara went to town on Catwoman (with her fists - you all are a dirty-

minded lot, arenôt you?), hoping to take down one of Batmanôs greatest foes for 

good. In the ensuing ócatfightô, Barbara rather stupidly let slip that she knew 

Batman personally, by swearing a dramatic vow to protect him. Catwoman was 

intrigued and a bit alarmed by this; sheôd technically dumped Bruce, but she still 

considered him marked as her territory. And she certainly didnôt want some other 

cute little piece of ass moving in on her man.  

In between blows and some taunting questions, however, she sussed out that 

Batman had acted in a paternal capacity, and had not seen Barbara as anything 

close to an equal or a partner. On top of that, the girl had no clue who Batman 

really was. 

Catwoman thought she looked too sweet and innocent to be his type, 

anyway. 

Selina hadnôt exactly left Bruce on the best of terms - in her mind, heôd 

rather callously tossed her aside when she refused to play things his way, and this 

had caused no small amount of butt-hurt for her. And it seemed like Barbara had 

been similarly abandoned, when her desires did not align with Bruceôs.  

But thatôs not to say that Catwoman was terribly sympathetic toward 

Barbara - Selina liked to toy with people, especially harmless mice like this one, 

and she was also vengeful. Now that she knew that the child wasnôt a serious 

threat, romantically or otherwise, she decided to have a little fun at the old Batôs 

expense. 

 She teased Barbara to look for a secret concerning Batman at Wayne Manor, 

something that would do him in, and then slipped back into the night like it werenôt 

no thing. 
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 Barbara fretted about Batmanôs safety, dying to know what this secret threat 

to him was. She cobbled together a feminine batsuit for herself, and started casing 

Wayne Manor, looking for a way in. 

 As it turns out, she wasnôt the only costumed little freak skulking around the 

grounds of the estate: in no time at all, she discovered a boy wearing a villainous-

looking Red Hood scampering over the wrought-iron fence. 

 They tussled for a bit, but she ended up on top. She stripped him of his hood, 

and demanded to know what he was doing. 

 He gave her the name Dick Grayson, as well as his whole lengthy mission 

statement - you know, the whole óRobin Hoodô thing of robbing the rich and giving 

it to the poor, truth and justice yada yada, all that jazz.   

A strangely righteous attitude (for a thief), coming from such a sensuous 

mouth - the fiery look in those big pretty eyes, and the sweet and earnest face 

framed by a head of jet-black glossy hairé young Barbara didnôt stand a chance. 

The poor thing was left completely disarmed, and smitten.  

She tried to get a grip on herself. What was she doing? She couldnôt let this 

young bad boy, whose tight little ass sheôd just thoroughly kicked, get the best of 

her - what would dear óole Batman say? 

She was Batgirl, and she was in control of this situation. She needed to act 

like it. 

But she didnôt want to send him to jail, either. 

So she offered to let Dick tag along as her sidekick, as long as he left the 

thieving part out of it - otherwise, sheôd be forced to arrest him and drop him off at 

the Gotham police station (she was still her fatherôs goody-two-shoes daughter, 

after all - vigilantism was a legal grey area, but the laws against thievery were 

pretty clear-cut). 

Dick got nervous when he saw Alfred Pennyworth emerge from the 

mansion, peering into the darkness with the use of a lantern; he told Barbara that 

they needed to regroup and think of another plan, because he didnôt want to end up 

hurting an innocent old man (which was true; but the bigger concern was that 

Alfred might recognize him). 

In any case, Batgirl accepted this line of reasoning - and, as Dick did not 

have a proper place to stay, she insisted that he come back to her house and pose as 

a friend from school. 

Thus, Batgirl and Robin started dating - first as a cover, and then for realsies. 
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After all, thereôs only so many times you can have a boy friend sleep over at 

your house, before everyone starts presumptively dropping the space between 

those two words. 

And thereôs only so many times you can hang out with your supposed 

boyfriend, before you find yourself beginning to wonder what itôs like to actually 

kiss him like one. 

Kissing very quickly turns into something else (especially with a boy named 

Dick, who feels like heôs got something to prove after years of schoolyard cruelty).  

When you keep fooling around with the same person, itôs only a matter of 

time before one of you drops the óLô word. 

Finally, no matter what you may tell yourself - that theyôre only words, 

empty, shallow and meaningless - thereôs only so many times you can say óI love 

youô before you start finding yourself meaning every single syllable. 

Thatôs the trouble with all the little lies and stories we tell: if you say or do 

anything too many times, you run the risk of making it real. 

Isnôt that right, my darling brother? Our little junior-Sandman?ò  
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-9- 

 

ñMad Loveò 

 

 

ñYou are correct, sister-brother,ò I replied. ñReality is a fragile thing, far more 

pliable than most mortals believe. And the lines that define the edges between 

dreams and reality are soft.ò 

 ñSoft and squishy! Just the way I like it... yes, indeedy! I like it so much!ò 

burbled a youthful voice from somewhere above us. A bloom of multi-colored 

jellyfish swam through the air before us, and iridescent frogs leapt past our feet.  

Their pied-piper mistress was a girl merrily skipping down the stairs from 

an upper balcony. She looked not much older than her early teens, her hair gold 

and streaked with pink like a dawn sky, swirling around the blossoms of flowers of 

every hue. 

 She was wearing a breezy and flowing dress the same color as the blush of 

her cheeks, which hung freely about the shoulders, and was held in place by a 

loosely-laced white corset. Her feet were bare, and in her hand was the string of a 

balloon - at least it functioned as a balloon, though it was actually a very, very 

large and colorful angelfish swimming in the air above her head, tethered to the 

string. 

ñDown the road I go, I am following my fishie, la la laaa, because my fishie 

knows where to go!ò chirped the sing-songy voice of Delight, for that is who she 

was at present. I could scarcely recognize her, even with access to my fatherôs 

memories, for it had been long since even he had seen her like this. 

The sight of her made one feel warm and light, and carefree.  

She smelled, almost subliminally, of summer peaches; it gave one the urge to 

run across grassy fields, and pick flowers, and fly kites, and eat sugary sweets of 

all kinds. 

Delight poked at the fish, and at her touch, the fish popped out of existence 

with a shower of sparks, leaving the string held aloft of its own accord. Delight 

giggled then - not the coy tittering of a flirtatious coquette, but the infectious giggle 

of a tickled baby. It took her awhile to stop and catch her breath. ñAnd now it is 

inconspicuous too as well,ò she said when she could speak once more.  
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Then her contented smile fell, and her eyes, once a blend of blue-green, 

became mismatched - one green, and one blue with silver flecks. She screwed up 

her face, which seemed to express anger at first and then turned to self-pity.  

Her clothes and general appearance changed as she wandered vaguely 

toward us, looking as though she was both lost and distracted - and, perhaps, a 

little itchy. The girl was scratching her neck and twitching sporadically, wobbling 

around on mostly-bare feet (other than her fishnet stockings, which were so torn as 

to barely hold their shape). She now suddenly wore both bicycle pants and a skirt, 

as well as a musty faux-leather coat, the layers of which were pulling apart and 

flaking into oblivion.   

ñONe fOR SorrOW, tWO foR sORRow, thREE fOR SOrrow, foUR 

ForForFor... I dONôt knOW bUt IôM aLL borED oF sorROw,ò warbled Delirium 

in a strange, distorted voice of myriad tones and erratically shifting pitch, ñfiVE 

fOR three two one... sIX fOR goLD, seVEn fOR a mAGpie wHO tELLS mE 

whERE tO gOéò Delirium stopped abruptly, with a confused frown. ñBuT whERe 

dID hE gO?ò 

ñHello, sister Delirium,ò I greeted her. 

ñHiiii,ò she squeaked, like the chain of a swing that was badly in need of oil. 

She went limp, giving the impression of her body melting over the side of the 

couch. ñHeLLo evERybODyé iTôs mE. NoT AnyONe elSE. JuSt mE.ò 

ñI doubt that,ò purred Desire. 

ñWhat brings you here?ò I asked. 

ñSO, Um. IôM LOokINg fOR mY doGGy,ò she answered, kicking her legs 

idly. ñDo yOU REmEMbER mY dOGgy? So thERe wAS thIS dogGY. A VERY 

cLEveR dOGGy, wHo saiD thiNGs likEé liKeé I cANôt fiND THe wORds 

anYmORe, iN mY head. I THink mAYbe thEY aLL eSCapED anD rAN awAY. 

AnYwAY. CLEver THinGS. I gOT hIM oN thE dAy tHAt i aTE aLL tHE 

chERRieS uP. FROm OUr brOTheR.ò 

ñDestructionôs dog, Barnabas? No, I have not forgotten.ò 

ñWeLL i spOKe tO OUr brOTHer, aND hE sAIdé yOU lOOk difFFerENT, 

brOTHer.ò  

ñHe said that?ò 

ñSAId whAT?ò 

ñThat I look different.ò 
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ñHe nevER saID thAT, i SAid THat. Uhhé WhO aRE wE tALkING abOUt 

aGAin?ò 

ñDestruction. You saw him?ò 

ñNoNoNoNo... DEstInY, nOT DEstrUctIOn. I sAW dESTiny. He saiD yOU 

wOUld knOW abOUT bARNabAS. He SAid iT cOUldNôt hURt tO coME anD 

sEE yOU. He tOLd mE nOT tO CoMe aND sEE yOU, tOO. He saiD iT boTH.ò  

ñYou just missed Destruction, dear sister - he was here, not too long ago,ò 

said Desire. 

Delirium flipped herself over to stare at them. ñReaLLy?! BUt i wANted sO 

vERy VERy SUper-uBER baDLy tO sEE hIM thOUgh!ò 

Desire snickered, taking a drag from the cigarette and blowing it out. ñI 

know.ò Then, more soberly, they added: ñBut you really shouldnôt, Del. It would 

have broken your heart all over again, when he refused to stay.ò 

ñThATôs fUNNy, yOU tELLing mE NOT tO wANt thiNgs.ò Delirium 

rolled off the couch, tumbling across the marble floor into a kneeling position 

before me, and put her hands together in supplication. ñWiLL yOU pLEAse hElp 

mE fiND mY dOGGy? YoU anD mE, wE hAD SUCH a niCe tiMe THe laST 

tiME wE wEnt lOOkiNg foR soMeOne.ò 

ñDid we?ò 

ñDiDnôT wE?ò 

ñ...I do not think my father would have characterized it that way.ò 

Delirium recoiled, and her face twitched. ñYOuôRE noT hIM, aRE yoU...ò 

ñMorpheus is no more, sister,ò rasped Despair. ñDo you not remember the 

wake we held for him?ò 

ñI REmEMber uS cOMing hERe foR yoU, a lOOOng tiMe aGO, WHen 

YOu dieD,ò said Delirium. ñWeLL, iT wASnôt heRE. ANd iT wASnôt yOU. BuT 

wE diD AnywAY.ò 

ñPerhaps one day I will help you look for Barnabas,ò I offered. ñBut not at 

this current time. Not until our story is finished.ò 

Delirium cocked her head to one side. ñYoU mEAn WheN yOuôre deaD 

tOO?ò 

ñNo, thatôs not what I mean.ò 

ñThEN... wHAt?ò 

ñThe story of the American Dream, in the previous Reality on Earth.ò 

ñOhhh. YoU MEan tHE oNE wIth tHE SuPerHEROes iN iT?ò 



102 

ñThatôs the one. Would you like to tell your part of it?ò 

Deliriumôs already-large eyes went even wider, and she smiled. 

She brightened - quite literally - and transformed before our very eyes into a 

lovely sunbeam of a girl, the very same version of herself who had initially skipped 

down the stairs with the fish-balloon. ñI would be delighted to,ò she said. 

 

-Deliriumôs Tale- 

 

ñI would like to start with a boy who loved fishies, almost as much as I do. 

 I guess that was because he was part fishie himself, in a way. 

 Once upon a time there was a boy named Garth Ceridian. He lived in Coast 

City, the same place where his favoritest Green Lantern, Hal Jordan, growed up. 

It was waaaay over on the other side of the country from the new and glitzy 

Metropolis, and the gloomy old Gotham.  

Coast City was a sunshiny place, with many pretty, golden beaches, and a 

lighthouse that lit up at night to help sailors. Thatôs where Arthurôs father worked.  

 Garth was a very special boy - because when he played in the water, which 

he did every single day, he could stay under it as long as he wanted. He didnôt need 

to come up and breathe air, like other humans had to. And while he was down 

there, he would talk to all the fishies. 

 Garth was a teensy-bit worried that maybe he was crazy, but he wasnôt (I 

would know). He really could hear what the fishies were saying, and feel what they 

were feeling. And it was all because his mother was a beautiful mermaid who had 

sex with his daddy. 

 Garth would play in the shipwreck where his parents met and fell in love - it 

was still there, under the waves, and it was the best playhouse ever. He would hang 

out there with his friends, Topo the octopus and Porm, who was queen of all the 

dolphins - and he would have so much fun that sometimes he never wanted to 

come back to the surface at all.  

But he would, because his daddy wanted him to go to school and play with 

other kids, even though they werenôt as much fun. Garth loved his daddy, and also 

the meals his daddy always cooked for dinner, like curry - his daddy was a 

fisherman, but Garth was a vegetarian who especially didnôt like to eat any 

seafood, because the fishies were his bestest friends.  
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 BuT thEN nASty peOPle kiLLed PoRM thE dOLphiN bEcAUse thEY 

wANted tO chOP hER uP anD eAT hER anD GaRTh criED anD CRied sO much 

hE wOUldôvE drOWNed iF he wASnôt a mER-persON anD cOUldnôt.  

He HUrted veRY bADlyé sO bAD...hE FelT liKE findiNG thOse PEOPLe 

anD hURTiNG THEM. It wOUld bE sO easY, hE cOUld jUSt drOWn thEM anD 

SWim awAY anD nO onE wOUld evER knOW iT wAS hiM thAT diD iT.  

ThEN aGAiN mAYbe hEôD chOP thEM uP fiRSt anD sEE hOW THEY 

likED iT, BEinG choPPed uP inTO iTTy-biTTy biTs anD thEN tuRNeD inTO 

sOMeoNeôs fOOd liKE mayBE a shARké 

 ...Oopsies, sorry everybody! I slipped, just then, back into my not-so-all-

together self. But Iôm back now, and Iôm a-okay! 

 Everything was okay for Garth too, after a while. He was a very good little 

boy, and he didnôt end up killing anybody or hurting them too badly. 

 He did capsize and wreck a bunch of fishing boats though, which was very 

enjoyable and made him feel loads better. 

 One day Garth was meeted by a friendly little water sprite named Quisp, 

who was really impressed by what heôd done to avenge the dolphin queen. The 

sprite took him far, far away, to a really lovely and amazing underwater kingdom 

called Atlantis, where all the nice mer-people lived. 

 ...ExCEpt theY wERenôt niCe aT aLL thEY captUReD hiM anD puT hiM 

iN a prisON thAT wAS vERy dARk anD saiD iT WAs becAUse hE wAS 

suPPOsed tO bE thEir kiNG or SOMEthiNG.  

WHiCh dOesNôt mAKe aNy sENse tO hiM, becAUse iF hE wAS tHEir 

kiNG thEN whY? 

...Sugar and spice! Am I going to lose my silly little mind anytime I recall 

anything not-so-happy from before?  

Oh well... buckle-up everybody, this should be fun! 

So yes, Garth found himself in the middle of a game for the Atlantean 

throne, because lots of people wanted it very muchly. 

He got out, of prison I mean. It wasnôt all bad - there was a wizard 

imprisoned with him, and they became good friends. Garth learned lots of new and 

interesting things while he was down there, like how to freeze and boil water, and 

make stuff out of water, and shoot purpley laserbeams out of his eyes.  

Oh, and he received a beautiful trident from the wizard, who was keeping it 

safe from Garthôs nasty brother who wanted to use it for bad. 
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Garth cared not at all for the Atlantean throne: he only wanted to save the 

fishies and coral and the ocean itself. 

AnD LOTs oF bAD thiNGs wERe haPPeNiNG tO tHE ocEAn liKe oiL 

spiLLs... hUM dEE dUM poLLuTIOn kiLLsé diD yOU sEE whAT i dID thERe? 

i jUSt mADe A RhYmEé 

Garth even went inland to bust up some dams that were drying up the rivers 

and preventing the little fishies from being born, and he also went after factories 

that were dumping toxic chemicals into the water. 

ThE fiSHies iN thE rivERs wERe geTTing GroSS anD mUtATed aNd sicK 

anD sO wERe tHE pEOple wHO wERe eAtiNG tHE fiSHies anD waSHinG anD 

driNKing frOm thEM... thE rIVers i mEAN, nOT tHE fiSHies. DriNKiNG frOM 

siCK fiSHies...blecch! ThOUgh, i SUppoSE iT wOUldNôt bE thAT mUCh wORse 

thAN anYthiNG elSE TheY wERe aCTuaLLy doiNGé 

Garth didnôt want to be King, so instead he decided to be a superhero.  

He called himself Aquaman, and made lots of friends in a superhero club 

called the Justice League. 

 

The Green Lanterns wanted very much to protect the environment as well. 

 They also wanted no nuclear bombs or smoky, leaky, radioactive power 

plants. 

 They wanted to stop governments from using humans as guinea pigs, like 

the sick islanders Aquaman and his non-superhero supporters helped save from 

their radiation-contaminated home islands, which had been used for nuclear tests. 

The Green Lanterns wanted people to be safe and healthy, and to have world 

peace.  

WHiCH wAS GoiNG tO bE iMpoSSibLE iF evERybOdY trieD tO blOW 

EVerYboDy elSe uP anD pOisoneD EVerYthiNG anD maDe iT wiNTer 

fOREveR. 

But the Green Lanterns had their own tricky little puzzles to solve. 

Hal Jordan wanted the war to stop, and so did some people including some 

people who were called hippies. But lots of people didnôt like hippies, because they 

didnôt play by any of the rules, and they were loud and troublesome and because 

they let their hair grow longer than anybody else.  

And most of all because they took drugs trying to ófree their mindsô,  and 

hang out with me in my realm. They just wanted to be my friends, thatôs all. 
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Well, that, and they wanted to be able to do and experience magic. But thatôs 

a very common goal with humans - and had been forever, actually. Desire could 

probably tell you that. 

Garth was one of these people who took the drugs - but it wasnôt to free his 

mind or to come play with me. It was because he was so upset at everyone and 

everybody (especially after a boat full of ocean activists that he inspired were shot 

at by military people) that the drugs were the only thing that calmed him down and 

made him feel better. 

He smoked the pot (it wasnôt really a pot, it was a plant that he burned up 

and breathed the fumes of), and he ate magic mushrooms (they werenôt really 

magical, just kind of toxic in a fun way), and he dropped acid (into his mouth - also 

it wasnôt the kind of acid that bubbles up and eats your skin away like in the 

cartoonsé  except if your trip accidentally took a detour through the more 

unpleasant neighborhoods of my realm). 

He also drank ólike a fishô as they say, which must mean saltwater fish 

because freshwater fishies donôt drink at all. 

Anyway, when Garth realized that his hero was basically a magic space-cop 

and old-person member of the establishment, who hated hippie radicals like him, 

Garth decided he didnôt like him so much anymore. 

The Green Lantern John Stewart had troubles because he was black (well 

not exactly, he was more like a deep brownish color, but people were silly and said 

people like him had black skin), and people who were white (also not really, more 

like peachie-pinkish color, but they were paler so they called it ówhiteô) thought 

they didnôt have to be nice to anyone who wasnôt. 

And as my lovely sister Despair will tell you, this caused great unhappiness 

and suffering. 

Some took comfort in drugs, and this allowed them to come play and visit 

my realm for a whileé and some became angry and tried to fight back. 

Hal Jordan, of the peachie-pinkish people, couldnôt understand this very 

well. He thought the law was the law, and that was that. If you broke the law, you 

deserved to be in jail. 

He also thought that if people fought against the people who were in charge 

and hurting them, then things would only get worse instead of better - he thought 

they should just be really nice and prove all the wrong-headed people, well, wrong. 

And eventually, everyone would get along just fine. 
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John Stewart didnôt agree with that - he was a hero, and he wasnôt going to 

just stand by and wait until the ówhiteô people decided to be nice and share their 

stuff with his people.  

So he rallied against the racist politicians, and the racist business leaders, 

and he got the people to come together and march and protest for their rights. 

BuT thEN JoHn StEWart gOT sHOt dEAd anD evERyOne gOT ReaLLY 

maD aND sAD aNd SCARED. 

And there was a bad guy alien from outer-space named Sinestro who picked 

up John Stewartôs ring and corrupted it. He wanted everyone to be scared, because 

that made his new yellow ring powerful - and because he had a pet monster that ate 

fear like it was food. 

But there were some that saw Sinestro as their savior against the angry 

druggie hippies and the angry druggie black people who were causing trouble. 

Kyle Rayner, the artist Green Lantern, worked to try to promote love and 

happiness instead of fear and hate. He could create all sorts of wonderful things 

from his imagination. 

AnD whAT he gOT aS A rEwARD wAS tO cOMe hoMe anD fiND hIS 

giRLfRieND StuFFed iN a rEFriGERaTOR, strANgleD anD coLD aNd vERy 

mUCh dEAd.  

OH mY goSH He wAS sO scARed, iN faCt hE wAS scARed SHITLESS 

evEN thOUgh hE wAS a suPERherO WIth a mAGicAL riNG thAT cOUld 

liTerALLy dO anYthiNG hE wANted iT tO. He feLT sO gUiLty... whY wAS hE 

noT thERe tO protECt hER? ShE mUst hAVe bEEn sO scAREdé 

AnD hE diDNôt eVEn knOW. ShEôd bEen scrEAmiNG foR hiM tO sAVe 

hER, riGHt uP uNtiL sHE raN ouT oF AIr.  

EveN thOUgh sHE knEW hE wAS tOO fAR AWaY, anD thAT hE diDnôt 

knOW. 

I knEW, THouGH. ShE diED aS onE oF miNe. 

HeR bOYfRieND gOT sO anGrY ovER heR dYiNG thAT hE wANted 

eVerYthiNG aND EVErybodY tO gO awAY forEVER.  

So i HElpeD hiM dO thaT, sORt oF. 

He crEAted, iN hiS HeaD, a sOMEthiNG-oR-othER nAMed OBLIVION, 

whO waS liKe a reaLLy baD imAGiNArY fRieND, excEPt hE wASnôt A fRieND 

tO anYbOdY aT aLL.  
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AnD bEcAUse oF KyLeôs mAGic riNG-thiNGie, ObLivIon gOT tO bE a 

rEaL boY.  

OBliVion tOok oVEr KyLeôs bODy aNd gOT looSE aND WEnt arOUnd 

tURniNG EVerYthiNG inTO nOTHiNg. 

SinESTro aND OBLIVION dEStrOYed CoaST CiTy aND preTTy mUCh 

eVerYthiNG thAT liVEd thERe diED.  

HalôS miNd broKe inTo littLe piECes beCause oF iT.  

He reCreaTeD CoasT CitY aNd aLL thE pEOple iN iT wiTH hiS riNG.  

BuT iT reaLLy waSnôt CoASt CiTy aT aLL, iT waS juST aN iLLusION oF 

iT frOM hiS miND.  

He wOULdnôT BeliEVe iT THOuGH, thAT iT waS aLL gONe, aND rULed 

oVer hiS faKe ciTy liKe aN aSShoLe suPerVillAin gOd-thiNG.ò 

 

***  

 

ñWhoa whoa whoa! Hold up here,ò cried Mervyn Pumpkinhead. ñThat was a 

whole lotta crazy-talk you just dumped on us.ò 

 Indeed, my sister was very much in her Delirium-form, and it did not seem 

as if she would return to her other state of mind. 

 ñAre you all right, miss?ò asked Lucien.  

 ñNO i aM nOT óaLL riGHtô, nOTHinG anD nObodY iS,ò Delirium testily 

replied, twitching. 

 ñYou seem to do better when you think of pleasant things,ò Nuala pointed 

out, helpfully. ñIs there anything at all that you could focus on, that was merry or 

joyful in some way?ò 

 Delirium twitched again, eyes darting about. ñI dUNNo thAT wAS a bAD 

tiMe foR mE.ò 

 ñ...Was anyone doing well, though?ò Nuala inquired, still determined to find 

some light in Deliriumôs darkness. 

 ñOoH yeS, thERe wAS soMe peOpLE wHO wERe dOiNG VERY weLL,ò 

said Delirium, brightening considerably. ñThE sUpERviLLainS.ò And with that, 

Delirium became Delight once more. 

 

***  
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ñYes indeedy, the supervillains were having a grand óole time! It was their time to 

shine, most definitely. 

 It took a really long time for the villains to get the ósuperô added to the front 

of their name, but eventually it happened.  

I mean duh, there were others, waaay before that, like Hercules. But people 

called him and others like him ódemi-godsô, because thatôs what they were. They 

were what happened when gods had sex with mortal people. And they had 

superpowers because of that, the demi-babies I mean, but people didnôt really call 

them supervillains, even when they did things that were really kinda messed up. 

Villains are evil on purpose, they make plans and work at being evil.  

But gods are just spoiled little children. Theyôre too lazy to be villains, 

because thatôs too much work - they just like playing with their toys. Sometimes 

they play too rough with their toys, and sometimes they crush them to 

smithereens... just because they can, and because itôs fun, and because they get 

bored really easily. 

SoMe peopLe geT cOnFuSed aND caLL PeopLe liKe mY biG brOTHer 

DeSTrucTion A goD theY caLLed hiM AreS thE goD oF waR buT thaTôs noT hiS 

naMe.  

WeôRe noT reaLLy goDs weôRe ENDLESS. ANd liKe mY taLLish sKinnY 

biG brOTHer DReaM noT yoU DaNieL buT thE oTHer DreaM froM beFOre 

aLwaYs SaiD, wE haVe óreSponSibiLitieSô - i asKed hiM oNe tiMe whAT does 

thAT wORd MeaN, iN yOuR HEad, anD hE diDnôT reaLLy knOW bUT i dO - 

oUr preSenCe deForMs tHe uniVerSe. THATôs REsponSibiLitY. 

 A lot of the Gotham baddies werenôt even really superpowered - so they 

werenôt called supervillains, either.  

Kitty-woman and the Valkyrie-lady were called supervillainesses 

sometimes, but usually people just called them not-so-nice names for female 

people. 

 Sinestro was kind of the first guy-baddie that everybody pointed at and said 

óoh look, a supervillain!ô But he wasnôt the first one. 

Ooh my no, not at all! 

 You want to know who the first real, honest-to-goodness supervillain was 

actually? 

He didnôt start out as a baddie (the bestest ones never do). 

I betcha canôt guess who Iôm talking abouté.! 
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Go on, guess! Guess!! 

...Okay! Iôll tell you: it was Stevie Trevor!  

TAA DAA!  

The guy who had a crush on Wonder-lady, and who got really upset when 

she didnôt like him back as much. 

He was sad for a while, and had a lot of troubles after all the war stuff that 

happened and all that stuff kinda messed with his mind for a bit. 

BUT! He bounced back! Better than ever! 

My big brother Destruction had given him destructo-powers and whatnot, so 

he was really good at destroying things (not as good as my brother Destruction 

could, but still).  

And of course my sister-and-brother-all-in-one, Desire, gave him the ability 

to get people to like him really super easily. 

Bro-sis later óflipped a switchô (themôs their words, not mine) in his head so 

that Stevie would have fun doing things that were bad, and wouldnôt get upset at 

all, ever, by any of the nasty things that happened in the world. 

Whenever something sad or painful happened to people, instead of crying 

and feeling all badly about it, it was like somebody was tickling Stevie right where 

he was most ticklish (before any of this happened, he was most ticklish in his feet - 

afterwards though, not so much. Human feet are really silly-looking things, arenôt 

they? All those weird little round toeses... wee, wee, little piggables, all in a 

row...). 

Speaking of feet, lots of people get the giggles when somebody slips on 

something like cabbage, or rutabaga (HUH? What was that, you say? Itôs supposed 

to be banana peels? Well pooshoo! Who says so?! And why do I have to listen to 

them, anyways? Bananas are waaay funnier BEFORE theyôre peeled, because 

theyôre big and yellow and shaped like curvy boy-parts. And they just sound super 

funny, donôt they ? BA-NA-NAAA!!).  

But for Stevie, seeing people jump out of a burning building, or them getting 

all squished by falling rubble, was just as funny as that. 

In fact he would laugh and laugh, like it was the funniest thing in the world. 

So, with everything bad and scary that was going on, the world was basically 

one, big hilarious joke for my boy Stevie. 

Oh yes, he was definitely all mine at this pointé even though he still wanted 

to be with that Diana-lady and marry her and all that stuff.  
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But because she didnôt want him still, I was pretty much his only friend - 

and I played around inside his head a lot, to keep him company (aFteR DeSiRe 

fiXed hiM uP iT waSnôT suCh a saDly-glOOmy pLaCe anYmoRe beCauSe 

DeSpaiR waS gONe sORry siSter iôM noT trYiNG tO bE mEaN oR anYthiNG 

buT iTôs trUe). 

And Stevie had LOTS of ideas for things he wanted to do, to make the world 

even funnier.  

Heôd make the best joke of all, a really killer joke, and everyone would die 

laughing.  

And of course he would get the last one! 

...The last laugh, I mean. 

 

Wonder-lady was spending a lot of time with other cute boys, who were not Stevie. 

Especially Bat-guy. 

Stevie thought they were dating and in big, gushy love, because he didnôt 

know about Kitty-woman being Bat-guyôs ACTUAL girlfriend. 

But even if he did know about it, heôd think it was just some sex thing 

anyway. Heôd still think that Bat-guyôs true love was Miss Wonder-lady, because 

in his mind, nobody could ever be as good as her. 

Inside his head, I watched his plans hatch.  

SoMe oF hiS pLaNs caMe ouT cuCkOo, aND theY wouLd juSt waNdeR 

aRouNd iN hiS suB-coN-sEnSe, quaCking anD ruNning into the waLLs oF hiS 

braiN. 

But they were all super entertaining, to me. And I took care of them, yes I 

did. I petted them and fed them and made them grow big and strong. 

I got to watch all of them, whether he actually tried them out in the real 

world or not. 

They all ended up with Bat-guy getting dead in hilarious, wacky ways, 

because of falling into the loony-toons traps Stevie made for him.  

Then Wonder-lady would realize Bat-guy was totally stupid (and dead), and 

that Stevie was soooo smart and clever and handsome. Sheôd definitely wanna be 

Stevieôs girlfriend, after that.  

And then theyôd get married, and live Happily Ever After, forever and ever, 

until the universe exploded.  

The End. 
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It was SO romantic.  

And also it was more than a little itsy-bitsy bit cray-cray. 

But Stevie didnôt care, because I told him not to worry about it and was like 

a cheerleader for him and wanted him to believe in his crazy dreams - I told him, I 

said it was either go home, or go nuts! 

And, wellé Stevie didnôt really feel like he had a home. He had a shitty 

little apartment in Gotham, that was all, and it was full of leaks and rats.  

Even if it was a big nice place like Bat-guy had (he didnôt know about his 

house, heôd only heard vaguely of the bat-cave, and figured that ThE BaT waS 

stiCKiNG hiS nAstY BaT-a-WaNG inTO DiaNAôS cAVe aLL the tiMe theRE, he 

juST knEW iTébuT nOT foR loNG thOUgh, nO SiR, beCauSE HEôd dO 

soMethiNG evEn nASTier tO HIM, sO thAT hEôD nEVer bE aBLe tO deFilE A 

beAUtiFul priNceSS liKe heR evER EVER aGAin...) 

...um. What I was saying is ... even if he had a nice house, it wouldnôt feel 

like óhomeô, not as long as Wonder-lady wasnôt living inside it.  

So my Stevie chose the other way to go, which was to GO NUTS. 

He painted himself up in bright colors - green for his hair, white on his face 

(making him actually white, not peachie-pinkish), red on his lipsé you know. Like 

a circus clown. 

He made a big announcement to Gotham then, promising that he would be 

the one to kill the Bat-man.  

There was a shiny, brand-spankinô-new supervillain in Gotham-town... 

...and his name was óThe Jokerô. 

 

The first thing The Joker did was to go after The Batôs little mini-me, Barbie 

Gordon. 

 Barbie was really strong, and was doing really well as a copycat superhero. 

She and her boyfriend Robbie (who she thought was a Dickie) were having a lot of 

troubles figuring out anything about the spooky Wayne Manor house though, or 

why Kitty-Woman had said that something was there. 

 Thatôs because the entrance to the Bat-Cave was well-hidden, with lots of 

super-duper, top-notch security stuff everywhere to keep people out.  

 But The Joker didnôt know or care about any of that - all he knew was that 

Barbie had always been rescued by The Bat before, so she would make the perfect 

bait to lure him out. 
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 Barbie fought The Joker, and if he had been a normal human, she might 

have won. 

...but The Joker had superpowers, and she did not. So she didnôt. 

 The Joker also captured her daddy, Conditioner Gordon, and took them both 

to a LexCorps chemical factory. 

AnD thEN hE tiED uP aND toTURed pOOr BaRBie...whiCH waS 

toRtURiNG heR daDDy aS weLL becAUse hE waS tiED uP too anD aLL hE 

couLD dO waS waTcH. 

Mister J was pretending like his whole big plan was to make Conditioner 

Gordon go loony like he was, even though it was all a big game really.  

 He just wanted The Bat to come out and play. 

 But in the meantime, heôd play with Barbie. 

 ShE waS sO, sO frEAkiN scARed... 

ThiS maN waSnôt liKe tHE othERs hE didNôt waNt anYthiNG liKe a 

rANsoM oR anYthiNG aT aLL reaLLy hE aLrEadY haD heR daDDy loCKed uP 

sO whY diDnôt hE juSt leT heR GO? 

 BeCAUse hE LIKED hUrtiNG hER, thATôs whY.  

He waS hURting heR vErY mUChly.  

AnD hE wAS LAUGHING whiLe hE waS doiNG it.  

ThE moRe shE criED anD struGGLed aND triED tO scREaM thrOUgh thE 

gAG thAT wAS iN heR mOuTh, thE morE hE LAUGHED. 

  BaTMan haD aLwaYs bEeN thERe tO sAVe hER beFOReé whERe waS 

hE whY waASnôt hE hERe yeT?  

PLeaSe pLeAse PLEASE soMeOne sAVe mE, shE wAS thiNKiNG, thIS 

tiMe iôLL ChaNge mY naMe anD rUN aWaY soMewHEre aND nEVer haVe 

anYthiNg tO dO wiTh criMe-fiGHtiNG eVEr agAIn i doNôt waNt tO bE a hERo 

anYmoRe i jUsT waNt tO liVe soMeboDy pLeaSe maKe hiM stoP DEAR GOD 

JUST MAKE THIS PSYCHO STOP... 

 Robbie-Dicky showed up then, and tried to save her. But he wasnôt 

superpowered either and so Barbie watched helplessly as he got himself beat up 

pretty badly. 

 When The Bat finally showed up, he found a broken Barbie. 

But she was broken even worser when, in the fighting, The Jokerôs gun went 

off and shot Barbie in the spine. 

 The Bat and The Joker fell into a vat of acid. 
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NoT thE fuN druGGie-kiNd, thE nASty buBBly stUFf ThaT bURns anD 

eAts yOUr skiN riGHt oFF foR ReaL. 

 That didnôt kill the Joker though - when my big brother and my sister-

brother gave him powers, theyôd given him a bath in a greenish magic pool called a 

Lazarus Pit. So he was burned up real good and in lots of pain but he would have 

still survived and probably killed The Bat if Wonder-lady hadnôt showed up and 

pulled them out with her golden magic lasso. 

 

The Joker saw his beloved Wonder-lady but she didnôt recognize him as her Stevie 

at all. 

 But even worse was that he was inside her magic rope-lasso, which made 

people calm and forced the truth to come out of them.  

ThE tRuth waS hE diDnôt recOGniZe HIMSELF anYmoRe hE wAS grOSS 

anD uGly nOW iNsiDe anD OuT anD iN sO mUCh paiN bUT heR eYes bURned 

hiM woRseR hE wiSHed sHeôD stOP lOOKiNG aT hiM beCauSe hE DidNôt 

WanT heR tO seE hiM liKe thiSéhE DidNôt WanT heR tO knOW hE waS heR 

SteVe bEcAUse wHat wAS hE thiNkiNG? HE wAS aN iDiot THinKing sHE 

couLd lOve sOMeOne LiKe hiM, eSpeCiaLLy nOW thAT HeôD acTeD aLL 

hoRRible aND mONstRous... 

 But he told her his real name because she asked, and she had the magic 

truth-rope around him, so he didnôt really have a choice about it anyway. 

 

Barbie and Robbie-Dickie went to the hospital. 

EVen tHough BaRbie waS aLL dRuggeD uP shE couLd stiLL heAr theM 

saYing thaT sHe waS paraLyZed froM thE waiSt doWn anD wouLd neVer waLk 

agaiN. 

 HeR insiDe-wouNds weRe eVen deEper thaN heR outsiDe onEs tHough... 

shE haD nighTmaRes aLL thE tiMe eveN wheN sHe waS awaKe becauSe sHe 

couLdnôt stOP thiNKing aBout anD reMemBering whaT haPpeneD. 

 Robbie-Dickieôs insides and outsides were not as bad as Barbieôs (though he 

was very lucky that his insides were not ON his outsides, after the beating he took), 

but he was very, very angry, not just at The Joker for doing all this to Barbie, but 

also at The Bat because he didnôt stop him. 

 He swore that he would get revenge on all the super-people, the heroes and 

the villains both. 
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Wonder-lady took Stevie to the Gotham loony-bin, Arkham Asylum. 

AnD shE waS crYiNG beCauSe O goDDesSes hOW couLd this bE?  

It waS SteVeé heR gooD oLd fRienD STeveé shE kneW whaT he diD 

buT shE couLdnôt beLieVe iT, esPeCiaLLy noW thaT hE waS inSide thE roPe 

anD baCk tO hiS oLd niCe anD nOrmaL self.  

ShE knEW whAT hE diD anD thaT hE waS dANGeRouS buT stiLL HOW? 

HoW couLd shE leaVe heR fRienD iN a hoRRibLe scARy pLaCe aLL aloNe? 

 But Stevie told her donôt cry, he would rather be here where he couldnôt hurt 

anyone anymore. Sheôd saved him, and brought him back to his right mind, and he 

was grateful to her. 

 She had to leave him and the magic rope behind, with him inside it, because 

otherwise he was too crazy strong to stay locked up there. 

 Wonder-lady wished him goodbye and left him hung up in a special cell, all 

alone.  

Stevie was fine as he watched her go, though - because even though the pain 

that Desire took away was back and hurting, he finally remembered what it was 

like to feel good from good things againé 

...like a heartfelt goodbye from somebody youôre madly in love with. 

EvEn iF iTôs jUSt thEM saYiNG óbYe-Bye, seE yoU agAin nEVer 

fOReVer aND eVer...ô 

 

Buté he didnôt know that, very soon, somebody would be falling super-duper 

madly in love with HIM. 

The pretty Dr. Quinzel was in charge of checking up on him, every single 

day.  

She would redo his bandages and take care of his burned-up skin from the 

acid by putting gooey stuff on it that made it feel lots better. 

She asked him questions, and wrote down his answers on her little clipboard. 

She fed him even though he was immortal and didnôt need it to live, and she 

would read to him so he didnôt get bored. 

Stevie healed up really fast from the acid - so he not only was charming 

again he was kinda handsome like before now, too. 

He warned her that he was not really all right, though - it was only the 

golden rope that was keeping him from hurting people and destroying everything.  
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It was the only thing keeping him sane. 

One night a guy with super-control over fear who was named The Scarecrow 

broke out all the other crazies of Arkham Asylum, setting them loose. 

TheY staRteD chaSiNG thE pReTTy doCToR laDy sAYinG TheY waNteD 

tO plaY wiTh hER beCauSe shE wAS SOoo preTTy bUT ReaLLy theY wouLd 

haVe hURt heR vERy bADLy iF theY cAUGHt hER. 

She did what any not-crazy person would do if they were being chased by 

super-powered crazies: run to someone who could help. 

That someone was Stevie. 

She ran into Stevieôs cell, and even though he shouted at her to stop, she let 

him out of the lasso. 

Stevie beat up the other crazies very easily. 

Instead of hating him for beating them, they all admired him and, in a weird 

way, fell in love with him a little bit. 

He found some make-up and put it on his face again, so he could be The 

Joker once more. 

And the crazies crowned him their leader: the Clown Prince of Crime. 

They all vowed that they were his to command. 

And so did Dr. Harleen Quinzel. 

Mister J was her hero, whoôd saved her from the crazies. She didnôt care that 

he was crazy now, too - she was already very madly in love with him, and would 

do anything for him. 

Anything at all. 

She didnôt even care that he liked hurting her. 

Actually, she really liked it when he did. 

 The Jokerôs new army of crazies escaped into the Gotham dark and they was 

called um dub-ub-ubbly-doo The Rogueôs Gallery. 

 Letôs see.. Yup I remember there was Penguin, and Scarecrow, and Two-

Face, and The Riddler, and a whole lot of people who were now Mister Jôs friends. 

And he also had a girlfriend now, who was also kinda his second-in-

command of sorts whenever he remembered to treat her like one.  

She was a motorcycle-riding lady in a jesterôs outfit, made of checkered red-

and-black leather that was very shiny.  

Her name, if anybody asked her, was Harley Quinn. 
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BuT thaTôs juSt oNe version oF thE stoRy oR thE ReaLiTy oR 

wHaTchaMaCaLLiT. AnD iTôs deAD nOW. POOF. GoNe.  

JuSt a biT oF oNe oF theM. I MeaN, theRe aRe SO maNy oF theM. LiKe 

wiGgly woRmS, miLLionS anD biLLionS anD SQUILLIONS of wiGgLY 

wORmS, aLL wRiggLiNG iN diFfeRenT waYs tO geT tO thE saMe plaCe. 

AnD i knOW whAT thAT plaCe iS.  

ItôS a nOTHing pLAce. AnD mY siSter wiLL taKe mY bRotherôs BooK 

(liKe thE oNe yoU hAVe iN yoUr lAP theRe brOTHer DaNieL-DReaM) anD saY 

gOOdbYe, liKe thiS, ógOOdbYeô, aNd theN iTôs aLL doNe. AnD thaTôs iT foR 

thiS tiMe rouNd. 

YoU doNôt beLieVe mE. BuT i doNôt miNd.  

I doNôt aLwaYs beLieVe mE eiTheR. ò  
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-10- 

 

ñImmortalityò 

 

 

ñWait, what happened to Batman?ò asked Matthew the Raven. ñAfter he was 

pulled out of the acid, during the fight with The Joker?ò 

 ñThaTôs a gOOd qUeStiOn i knOW iT buT i doNôt caRe tO taLk anYmoRe 

aBOut iT beCauSe iôM aLL boRed oF thE BaTmaN sTuFf nOW iôM goiNg tO 

couNt thE fiSHies iN mY HeaD,ò said Delirium, curling up sleepily into a fetal 

position on the couch, and clutching one of its pillows against her chest. 

 ñHe w-was t-taken, to th-the L-Lazarus P-Pits b-by Raôs Al Ghul,ò stuttered 

the newly-revived Abel as he crawled away from the fireplace, still covered in soot 

and dusting himself off. 

 ñQuiet, you,ò growled Cain. ñUnless you want to find yourself in a deceased 

state once again, so soon after rejoining us.ò 

 ñActually, I donôt want to hear anymore about the superheroes either,ò my 

mother Rose piped up. ñI really think SOMEBODY ought to be talking about 

Morpheus. It seems like everybodyôs forgotten about him being locked away in a 

basement for 70 years, and that a lot of weird, crazy messed-up shit happened - to 

me, and to the people closest to me - when he got out.ò 

 Everyone turned to face her, expectantly. Even Delirium lifted her head from 

the couch and blinked at her with renewed interest. 

 She huffed a sigh. ñFine,ò she said, resigned. ñI guess Iôll have to be the one 

to do it.ò 

 

-Rose Walkerôs Tale- 

 

ñFirst off, I have to tell you that Iôm not exactly what you would call ónormalô. 

 I donôt sleep, for one thing. Not on a regular basis. 

 And Iôm nowhere near as young as I look. 

 My motherôs name was Unity Kinkaid. She was born in the U.K., around the 

turn of the century. 

 One night, when she was little, her mom was telling her a bedtime story to 

help her get to sleep. It was óThrough the Looking Glass,ô by Alice Carroll. 
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 She knew it was only meant to entertain her. But instead, it terrified her. 

 I mean, itôs a pretty terrifying story if you think about it: Mad Hatters and 

their talking animal friends, grouchy opium-smoking caterpillars, evil queens 

trying to cut off little girlôs headsé and thatôs just the Disney version. 

 The book has characters like Tweedledum saying ñWhen youôre only one of 

the things in his dream, you know very well youôre not realò and ñif that there king 

was to wake, youôd go outé BANG! Just like a candle!ò 

 Thatôs pretty heavy stuff, for a kid. 

 But Unityôs problem wasnôt so much the waking part - it was the fact that 

she went to sleep. 

 At that time, random healthy people all over the worldé like my motheré 

all fell asleep. 

 And never woke up. 

 I shouldnôt say never. She woke up a couple times in the decade that 

followed, each time crying out for her mother. 

 She still thought she was a little kid. 

 Eventually she woke up four or five times a year. She lived her life like a 

sleepwalker; eating if fed, sometimes talking nonsense, dream-stuff. Lewis Carrol 

quotes.  

Every single time, the people taking care of her had to explain where she 

was, and that her parents had put her in a nursing home.  

She could never remember. 

 The nursing home staff liked to pretend that she was awake. Theyôd wheel 

her around, from room to room, to be with the other patients. Asleep, she would 

watch TV. Asleep, sheôd relax in the sun. 

 They called it the 'Sleepy Sickness.' A cute name, for a serious condition. 

 There were many people like her - millions of people for whom the sands of 

time stopped flowing. 

 Psychic residue from the world war, some suggested. Doctors and scientists 

attributed it to a virus, somehow related to - or exacerbated by - the Spanish Flu 

pandemic, which had raged throughout the world just before that. 

 At some point, my mom was raped. She gave birth to a baby girl. The 

scandal was hushed up, and the baby was put in foster care. Unity never knew. 

Sheôd slept through the whole thing. 

 That baby girl was me. 
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 I think the guy who did it was a metahuman, or an immortal of some sort, 

because my growth was significantly slowed down compared to other people my 

age. 

 And I mean a LOT.  

 I was a baby for many years.  

And itôs not like I was some sort of genius, an older kid trapped in a babyôs 

body. Nope - I was, developmentally speaking, always the same as what I looked 

like. When I looked like a 6-month-old infant, I acted like one.  

I took a long time to figure out how to crawl, and how to talk. I was a slow 

learner. 

I was literally a óchildô of the 60ôs, and by the time the 80ôs rolled around, I 

was just starting to maybe pass for someone old enough to drive a car, but not quite 

old enough to drink in the U.S. 

Because thatôs where I was growing up, being passed around from family to 

family.  

See, there may not be a whole lot of them, but there are some truly old 

people wandering around out there. 

Less than a thousand of them are old enough to remember woolly 

mammoths and saber-toothed tigers. But they do exist, for various reasons - magic, 

god-fuckery, aliens, activated metahuman genes, Atlantean bloodlines, etcetera 

etcetera. 

And then thereôs a man named Hob Gadling, one of the younger ones, sitting 

at a spry 400 years old. 

He was drinking in a tavern, in the Middle Ages, when it happened. 

Hob was drunkenly espousing his philosophy that ódeath was a mugôs 

gameô, and that basically people only died because they thought they had to let 

themselves do it, out of habit. 

Hob said Death was listening, and decided to take it as a dare. The challenge 

was accepted, and Hob was given eternal life as something of an experiment, to see 

what he did with it and how he liked it. 

I didnôt know who or what the Endless were, at the point when he told me - 

and he didnôt bother to explain it to me, either. So I didnôt know that he was being 

literal about Death being an actual person, hanging out in a tavern and hearing him 

spout off, and then snapping her fingers to make him immortal.  

I figured he was just being poetic.  
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I knew him as part of his óImmortals Anonymousô group.  

Hob Gadling wasnôt the only immortal around, but he was pretty much the 

only one who actually supported other immortals... sharing his resources and 

connections to move them around, give them cover identities, and help them keep 

themselves hidden. 

These were the kind of human-smuggling skills he learned being a part of 

the early Atlantic slave trade, but put to much better use. 

He was haunted by that part of his life, and he agonized about it a lot, 

actually - I donôt think there was anything he could do to relieve his guilty 

conscience about being involved in something so horrendous.  

He didnôt even have the moral high-ground of seeing how bad things were 

and putting a stop to it himself - he only got out of the business when a friend heôd 

met with over the centuries clued him in to how wrong it was.  

Thatôs the trouble with having such a long lifespan, though - a lot of stuff 

happens that you canôt just shrug off, or say was óbefore your timeô and therefore 

not your responsibility. It was your time. You were there. You either actively 

participated in it, or you stood by and let it happen - either way, you are 

responsible. And if you live forever, that means living with your worst, most stupid 

mistakes forever as well. 

Looking back on it, Hob was kinda like a father to me - a mostly absentee 

father that Iôd rarely see or talk to, but still the closest thing to a real dad that Iôll 

ever have. 

After a few years with any given foster-family, just when they were 

definitely starting to take notice of my stunted growth, Hob would show up, take 

me away, and drop me off with someone else. 

If youôre wondering what the big deal is, and why any of us would feel the 

need to hide our ógiftô of possibly-eternal life, then you havenôt paid any attention 

in history class - because thereôs a lot people who spent their entire lives, and often 

their entire fortunes, searching for the Fountain of Youth and other panacea anti-

death cure-alls. 

Seriously, thereôs some people out there that still think, even in this day and 

age of modern science and medicine, that drinking our blood, or bathing in it, will 

somehow keep them young.  

Spoiler alert: it doesnôt work that way. 
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What does work sometimes, depending on how you attained immortality in 

the first place, is passing it on genetically. Which, as you can imagine, makes us 

vulnerable to being trafficked by people wanting to have immortal offspring. 

And if you think ógee, but superheroes are popular - even if you stay in the 

metahuman closet, why donôt you don a red cape and an outfit of colorful 

spandex?ô then youôre overestimating how many lives óLongevity Girlô would be 

able to save. 

Iôm not bulletproof. Iôm not super-strong, or even super-smart in any way 

(do you even know how many times I failed math class, over the years? Youôd 

think, after so many times of repeating the same grade, over and over again, Iôd be 

able to ACE a damn middle-school math test. But no).  

If a bunch of bricks fell on my head, Iôd be done-zo.  

Scratch that - óaô brick, in the singular, would probably do the trick. 

Iôm not even that pretty (donôt shake your head at me - donôt even start, any 

of you. I know what I look like, and Iôm sort of girl-next-door-cute at best. Thatôs 

about it).  

About the only talent I have is getting people to fall in love with me, even 

though I have no idea why. 

Iôm not what you would call a óniceô person. Iôm kind of shallow, and 

sometimes I feelé shit. I donôt know. Hollow. Mostly when I don't feel what I 

ought to feel, inside. 

Itôs not that Iôm heartless. I mean, I get upset with things, just like anyone. 

And I try to do good things and to not do bad things, because life is simpler and I'm 

happier if I do good things. 

And I like having other people around, if itôs on my terms, and they keep out 

of the way when I want to work, and if theyôre no bother.  

Especially if theyôre cute and I feel like having sex with them.  

I like sex. I like being a part of something bigger and older and more 

powerful than I am (stop looking at me like that, Daniel - you know itôs only going 

to get worse from here onward. So stop squirming and fidgeting and looking so 

damn uncomfortable already, itôs distracting and itôs driving me nuts). 

But I keep wondering, why doesnôt it hurt me more when it ends? Why donôt 

I feel it? 

Maybe itôs because I spent so much of my life in school, where they donôt 

teach you anything worth knowing. 
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They donôt teach you how to be famous, or how to be left alone. 

They donôt teach you how to be rich, or how to be poor. 

They donôt teach you how to know whatôs going on in someone elseôs mind. 

They donôt teach you how to walk away from someone you donôt love 

anymore. 

They donôt teach you what to say to someone whoôs dying. 

They donôt teach you how to love somebody in the first place, and what to 

do with that love when theyôre gone. 

...And they donôt teach you how to not go on and on about yourself like a 

freakinô narcissist, when what you MEANT to do was talk about someone else. 

Sheesh. Why DO people fall in love with someone like me, anyway?ò 

 

***  

 

ñI might know,ò said Desire. 

 My mother Rose looked at them with earnest surprise. ñYou do?ò Then her 

expression changed. ñI mean, of course you do. Desireôs your whole deal after all, 

right? Your area of expertise. So go on, lay it on me - why do people fall in love 

with me, O wise one?ò 

 ñBecause desire is your ódealô as well,ò said Desire, between puffs of smoke. 

ñThatôs how it works for us, child - we donôt óDesireô anywhere near as much as 

we are DESIRED. We are its masters, not its slaves.ò 

 Roseôs face went ashen pale. ñWhat?ò 

 ñI fathered you on Unity Kinkaid,ò said Desire, idly tapping the ashes out of 

their cigarette. ñYouôre welcome, daughter.ò 

 Rose stood up, shaking. ñYou raped my mother?!ò 

Desire ever-so-slightly frowned with distaste. ñRape is such an ugly word. It 

insinuates that I FORCED her.ò 

ñShe was asleep, ergo she couldnôt consent, ergo, RAPE.ò 

ñBut she wasnôt asleep, my dear - I made sure to call upon her during one of 

her lucid periods. She had those you know, every so often. You said so yourself. ñ 

ñI also said that every time she woke up, she still thought she was a kid.ò 

ñBut she wasnôt, was she?ò Desire fired back. ñShe was a fully grown-ass 

adult woman. And at the time, to her, I looked like her ideal man... the kind of man 
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she always dreamed about, tall dark and handsome. So believe me, she was more 

than willing to give it a go with the old slap-and-tickle.ò 

Rose was taken aback, thinking it over. ñHer dreamséwait, did she even 

KNOW she was awake? 

Desire shrugged. ñWho knows? Probably not.ò 

ñYouôre DISGUSTING!!ò 

ñNow now, Iôll have you know I was a perfect gentleman; did everything 

short of placing a ring on her finger and making an honest woman out of her.ò 

Desire grinned. ñThough I certainly did make óaô woman out of her that night!ò 

Desire puffed on the cigarette, chin lifted proudly and glancing at Rose sidelong. 

ñNot that itôs any of YOUR business, of course.ò 

ñNOT MY BUSINESS?! HOW DARE YOU!ò Rose began to cry hot, angry 

tears. ñYou have no idea what that did to me - what YOU did. You set me up for a 

lifetime of freakish misery. I was lost and afraid and I had no idea why any of it 

was happening to me. And it was becauseé why? For what? For fun? Some kind 

of sick, cosmic joke at our expense?ò Rose paused to think for a moment. Then an 

idea came. ñMorpheus.ò She fixed her gaze back on Desire, suspicious and 

accusatory. ñWere you trying to set him up to die at The Furiesô hands?ò 

Everyone gasped.  

ñIt is prudent to call them óThe Kindly Ones, Miss Walker,ò Lucien 

informed her, quietly and gently. 

ñPrudent or not, Iôll be calling them exactly what they are,ò Rose snapped 

back - but she didnôt really care, as her mind was not focused on the Kindly Ones 

at the moment.  

Her gaze was still levelled squarely at Desire. 

Desireôs gaping mouth formed a perfect óoô, as they placed a hand on their 

chest. ñWell, I NEVER! Thatôs absurd. Why would I want my dear brother dead? 

Quite the opposite, actually. I felt bad about the Nada affair, and how it 

turned outé especially when I realized that it led to poor Morpheus getting 

himself captured by a bunch of weak, silly hedge-mage occultists. I mean honestly, 

how embarrassing for him!  

I swear, upon my honor as an Endless, I hadnôt meant for him to take my 

gentle chidings so much to heart.ò 

ñYou said you were always cruel.ò 
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ñThatôs right - Iôm ALWAYS a LOT of things, little girl. Like kind, and 

generous, and loving. So there.ò Desire sucked hard on the cigarette, holding it 

between their perfectly straight, gritted white teeth. They expelled the smoke with 

particular malice. ñI wanted him to get over himself, and to stop moping,ò 

explained Desire. ñAnd so I gave him the perfect gift to help him do so. 

Someone who would never get old and die on him.  

Someone with an inherently keen interest in his powers and realm, who 

would understand him completely.  

Someone who would stand up to him and would never be afraid of him, no 

matter how terribly he behaved.  

Someone he could love.  

It was what the lonely old bastard always wanted. I would know. I knew his 

heart better than anyone.  

And no one can honestly say I never did anything for him, because he died 

happy. More or less. As much as he was capable of. Considering what I had to 

work with, Iôd say I did a pretty bang-up job.ò 

 ñYou set me up toéò Rose suddenly weaved, looking sick. She placed a 

hand over her mouth. ñMorpheus was my uncle. You set me up to have an 

incestuous affair...with my own uncle?ò 

 Desire rolled their eyes. ñMortal moralityé how quaint.ò Then their gold 

eyes flashed open, sharply and angrily. ñAnd FICKLE. Do you even know how 

many times the rules over who-could-fuck-who have changed with you people, 

over the years, the decades, the MILLENIA? Please, spare me. I donôt need your 

holier-than-thou judgement and your childish pearl-clutching. I find it tiresome.ò 

 Rose stormed over to Desire, lifting them up roughly by the lapels of their 

suit. She had a dangerous look in her eyes. 

 Desire was startled at first, but then grinned. ñYou want to kill me right 

now, donôt you daughter?  

 ñDonôt call me that,ò she growled. 

ñHo ho, such passion! I would expect no less from my own flesh and blood! 

Come now, donôt hold back - go ahead and indulge yourself a little, if it makes you 

feel better! I wonôt mind.ò 

ñCalm yourself, Mother,ò I warned. 

 ñH-Heôs r-right Miss W-Walker,ò stuttered Abel. ñYou d-donôt want to buh-

bring The F-Furies d-down on your head.ò 



125 

 Cain brought his fist down hard upon Abelôs head. ñThe Kindly Ones, you 

dolt! The Kindly Ones! Donôt ever call them anything else!ò 

 Rose let out her breath, and then let go of Desire. They landed in a less-

than-elegant fashion upon the couch, and looked rather indignant about it. 

ñYeah,ò muttered Rose, distantly. ñI guess itôs not worth it.ò 

 Desire went back to smoking, as if nothing had happened. ñActually, I didnôt 

have sex with her.ò 

 Rose looked sickened and stung, tears forming in her eyes. ñWhat?ò 

 ñShe wasnôt my type. I generally like them a little friskier, and a little lessé 

comatose. Itôs a little too similar to them being dead.ò 

 ñSo you were lying?ò 

ñI was joking. I thought it would be funny to see your reaction.ò 

ñ...About you being my father?ò 

 ñOh no, youôre still my blood. But it was in a hospital. I didnôt have to use 

any of my own equipment to knock her up.ò 

 She returned to her seat on the bit of rubble, stunned and incredulous. 

Unsure of what to think anymore. 

ñI, for one, was fascinated by your story Miss Walker,ò said Lucien. ñPlease 

continue.ò 

 ñME toO i reaLLy waNt tO heAR thE reSt oF iT eVEn iF iT is nAR-CyST-

tiC,ò opined Delirium. 

 Rose choked back a sob. ñOkay,ò she said, shakily. ñIôll try.ò She composed 

herself with several deep breaths. At last, she was ready to speak. ñWellé 

eventually, I stopped looking like a little kid in need of adult supervision. When 

that finally happened, I was living with the Walker family. 

 

***  

 

Miranda Walker, Burt Walker and their bio-son Jed Walker, who was younger than 

what I looked like at the time.  

I really liked that kid. He was a snotball, but in a cute and funny way instead 

of an obnoxious one. 

I liked Miranda and Burt well enough too - they were really nice, normal 

people, whose worst trait was that they were just kinda dull, boringé normal. 
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Terrifyingly, appallingly normal, like theyôd gone through normal and come out 

the other side. The Stepford Yuppies.  

But Iôd been in enough dysfunctional homes with dysfunctional people to 

know how rare and valuable just being normal was.  

So I let them actually adopt me, making me, officially and legally, óRose 

Walkerô.  

The next time Hob Gadling showed up to collect me, I refused to go, and 

said Iôd found my family. 

Iôll never forget the way he looked at me then, like a cross between sadness 

and joy (Because HE was my real father - not you, Desire, and not even Burté 

HIM). 

Unfortunately, the Walkers might have been perfectly normal, but I was not.  

It was not just because of my lengthy chronological age, either - which they 

knew nothing about - but also because I had an overactive imagination.  

Iôd make up stories, seek out books of witches and ghostsé things that just 

werenôt TRUE. They couldnôt understand where this fascination of mine for the 

fantastic came from, and it scared them. 

I also kept a hold of my old toys much longer than they thought I should. 

That worried them, apparently.  

I tried to only play with them when Jed was around, so theyôd think I was 

just trying to be a good big sister for him.  

But I think they somehow knew that I was more attached to those toys than I 

ever was to them - even to Jed, who I adored. 

Wilkinson, Prinado, Luz, Martin Ten-Bones, and my Princess Barbieé they 

were the only things I would gather up, stuff in a little dollhouse for easier carrying 

and take with me, every time Hob arrived to pick me up and take me away.  

They were the sole constant in my constantly-changing life, and the only 

things that made me feel like me. 

So I began to retreat from the Walkers. I would hang out with a fellow 

foster-kid, Rachel, who was into sex and drugs already, and was clearly only going 

to get into worse trouble as she got older. 

I figured if the Walkers had already labeled me a weirdo because of childish 

toys and fairytales, I might as well go all the way and be a MATURE weirdo. 
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I dyed my hair multiple colors. I got my belly-button pierced and a rose 

tattooed on my right shoulder blade. And I began to partake in some of the other 

things Rachel was into as well. 

The Walkers got even more worried about me - not only for my sake now, 

but because of my influence on Jed. 

Later on, I realized that Miranda and Burtôs marriage was on the rocks for 

reasons that had nothing to do with me - but at the time, I thought the blame for 

their divorce rested entirely on my shoulders. 

That bastard Burt took off with my little brother Jed, and I never saw either 

of them again. 

I will never forgive him for that. I mightôve forgiven him for leaving Mom, 

eventually; but never for taking Jed away from me. 

Thatôs it, I thought. Screw it. Iôm leaving. 

When Rachel graduated, she decided to take off for London. I went with her. 

And yeah, you better believe that I took that damn dollhouse with me. 

 

In London, she and I became roommates, sharing a small and dingy little apartment 

that everyone there called a óflatô.  

 The tenants living all around us in the neighboring flats were some pretty 

interesting people é so interesting I felt like Iôd strayed into a remake of The 

Addams Family. 

 Next door was a trans woman named Wanda. She was an aspiring actress, 

and she was also really nice, like I wish I could be. I always knew I could go to her 

for anything. And I often did, especially when I got sick and tired of Rachelôs 

party-hardy-all-the-time routine. I couldnôt keep up with her, and frankly I didnôt 

want to. So most nights, I either just hung out and watched TV with Wanda, or 

went with her to rehearsals. 

Living in the unit across from us were a couple of chicks who wore white 

lace and were really into spiders. I couldnôt really tell, for a long time, which one 

was Zelda and which one was Chantal - they had similar builds, and both wore 

veils. But Chantal wore a spider-brooch and proudly told me that theyôd collected 

over 24,000 dead spiders. Zelda was older and never said anything. 

When I first met the both of them, Chantal asked if she and I had been lovers 

in a previous incarnation. I didnôt really know what to say to that, or what Zelda 

thought of it.  
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I donôt to this day know what their relationship was - lovers, sisters, friends, 

mother-daughter - and I never found out their last names. But I assumed that they 

were probably lesbians.  

I answered Chantal as best as I could, saying that even if we were lovers in a 

previous incarnation, this incarnation was unfortunately very straight. She nodded, 

and seemed satisfied with that. 

I just hoped that all their spiders were dead. If I found a spider in my bath, I 

wasnôt planning on checking its catalogue number before screaming discreetly and 

flushing it down the john. 

Down the hall was a bookish lady with mousy straight brown hair and big 

round glasses, who never smiled or cracked a joke. She dressed like an old 

schoolmarm, even though she looked young. She wasnôt, though - she was an 

immortal witch from ancient Thessaly, which she used as her name. That, or 

Larissa, but she didnôt look as much like a óLarissaô as she did a Thessaly. 

She liked talking about goddesses and feminine energies. Wanda introduced 

her as being óinto feminist New-Agey stuffô, but Thessaly dryly corrected her, with 

a face like stone, saying ñóNewô age? Quite the opposite, actually.ò 

I telephoned Hob shortly after moving into the flat, letting him know that I 

was living in his old neighborhood now - and Hob told me to watch out for 

Thessaly - because she was, in his words, óan extremely dangerous, cold-ass bitch 

on wheelsô (he also told me there was an immortal tramp named óMad Hettieô 

lurking around London, who was mostly harmless, but could be very difficult to 

deal with if you crossed paths with her). 

A big guy named Gilbert lived in the apartment above us - he kept mostly to 

himself, but when he did emerge he was very polite. I thought he wore heavy 

cologne at the time, because he smelled like a combination of cinnamon, licorice 

and Christmas trees. He would always greet me in the hall with a tip of his hat, 

which was old-fashioned just like the suits and spectacles he wore, and the cane he 

carried with him everywhere.  

Coming back from grocery shopping, I almost got jumped outside the 

apartment building by a gang of punks. Gilbert showed up, told them ñGentlemen, 

youôll excuse me if I intrude? It would seem to me that the young lady desires to 

retain both her purse and honor,ò and then he fought them off with his cane. It was 

amazing. 
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He asked me afterward if I would like to kick them. I said no, because I had 

my nice brand-new shoes on. 

From that point on, he always insisted on escorting me everywhere.  

I liked to joke to him that he was being ridiculously old-fashioned to the 

point of being sexist and possibly stalker-y, but honestly I didnôt mind - I really 

liked having the company, especially after seeing what he did to the punks. And he 

was a walking encyclopedia about the history of London - so really, it was like 

having a bodyguard and a tour guide all rolled into one.  

Weôd often stop at a cafe to talk, until weôd totally forgotten what the errand 

was that had caused us to go into town in the first place - or which one of us the 

errand was for.  

Gilbert was always a perfect gentleman, and rarely did our conversations 

stray from the subject we both liked best, which was old literature. 

I wondered back then if maybe he was an immortal, a time-traveling 

metahuman, or just eccentric. 

Later, I found out he was something else entirely. 

 Meanwhile, Rachel was beginning to attract some pretty sketchy people 

around her - there were definitely addicts and their dealers in the mix, but I 

suspected that some of them were into much more terrible things.  

 

And then there was Rachelôs boyfriend, John Constantine.  

He wasnôt the worst guy in the world - he didnôt beat her up or anything, and 

he was kinda cute in a rough, scruffy sort of way, with dirty blonde hair and a 

permanent five-o-clock shadow. 

I never saw him without a cigarette in his mouth (kinda like a couple people 

who are smoking like chimneys right here and now) or his dirty brown trenchcoat 

that Iôm pretty sure he never washed.  

He wore a white shirt and tie underneath that, which seemed pretty normal - 

he could pass for a long-unemployed businessman, if only it werenôt for the metal 

stud earring that he always wore as a vestige of his punk musician days (it always 

seemed to be a different metal each time I saw it: silver, gold, or dull iron, like the 

head of a nail). 

 But there was always somethingé WRONG about him.  

For one thing, he always looked haggard, and had deep circles under his 

eyes - like he slept about as much as I did (which was practically not at all - I was 
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always terrified that if I slept, I might stay that way and never wake up again, like 

my mother. I guess itôs no wonder I always did so poorly in school). 

But it was more than that. He looked haunted - like there was a big, dark 

cloud hanging over his headé and like he was sure that something in that cloud 

was going to come out and strike him dead someday. 

And, weirdly enough, I felt like it wasnôt at all crazy for him to believe that.  

He really did seem to have bad forces swirling around him. 

Through hanging out at the theatre with Wanda, I met a guy named Paul. He 

was the director of a play she was in, and he had dreams of having a show in the 

West End (their version of Broadway). 

It was about the time that Paul and I started dating that Rachel disappeared. 

I called the police and the hospitals. Nothing.  

I could afford the rent for the flat on my own - since I was now admitting to 

being of legal age, I was able to access my inheritance from the Kinkaid estate 

(Unityôs family was rich, thank goodness). But I didnôt want anyone knowing that I 

had money, number one because I didn't want people getting friendly with me just 

because I was loaded; and secondly, because I had my whole unnaturally-long life 

ahead of me, I was determined to make the funds last until I could figure out what I 

wanted to do with that life.  

Rachel had never bothered to ask where I was getting the money to pay my 

share of the rent. I guess she was an even more self-centered bitch than I was. 

Maybe thatôs why we always got along so well. 

So I had Paul move in. Paul was going through something though, 

something kinda like writerôs block or stage fright but for directors. He was all set 

to have his big debut, but he couldnôt drag himself out of bed to go to his own 

rehearsals; he was turning down interviews, telling them he was thinking about 

cancelling the whole damn thing. 

We stopped being intimate. Not like there was ever much of that from the 

beginning. He said I was the first woman ever to go down on him (I warned you, 

Daniel - now hush). I asked what the hell they did in bed in this country anyway, 

and he said they had hot water bottles. He was clumsy, and awkward, and kind of 

shy, but I liked him; and without him, I was completely alone. 

Whenever I did actually fall asleep (despite my best efforts to prevent it, 

with an endless stream of caffeine and late-night TV), I almost always had a 

nightmare about a guy with rows of teeth instead of eyeballs.  
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His name was The Corinthian. I donôt know how I knew that was his name, 

because itôs not like he ever told me in the dream. He was always too busy chasing 

me and trying to eat my eyeballs with his eye-teeth. 

But you know how sometimes you just KNOW things, in dreams? It was 

like that. 

I also donôt know why that was his name - maybe I just heard that term 

somewhere, and thought it sounded sinister? 

Sometimes I knew I was dreaming, and would yell at myself to wake up. 

And The Corinthian would laugh, and say heôd make sure I never woke up again. 

Iôd dreamed of him ever since I was a little girl, but he would look different 

over the years - sometimes, he looked like my foster-dads.  

During that period of time, he looked like Paul. 

And he wasnôt just chasing me anymore - he was also chasing Rachel. 

ñSomethingôs trying to tell you somebody,ò The Corinthian would taunt. 

After several of these recurring nightmares, I figured that my boogey-man 

was right - something was definitely trying to tell me somebody.  

It was clearly bothering my subconscious that I didnôt know what had 

happened to Rachel, and it wasnôt going to leave me alone. 

So I went out to find John Constantine, and see if he knew. 

 

I didnôt know where John Constantine lived, since he didnôt come around anymore 

after Rachel left. 

 But I was hoping that the old tramp that Hob had mentioned, Mad Hettie, 

would know something about Constantineôs whereabouts. 

Finding her was even easier than I expected. 

 She was banging on the plexiglass storefront of a diner.  

Her coat was patchy, her hair was scraggly grey, and she was wearing a big, floppy 

hat with some wilted flowers stuck in it. 

 ñExcuse me,ò I said, and she whirled around to face me with startling speed. 

 ñWhadder ye want?!ò she shouted at me, with a mouth of missing teeth (the 

ones that remained were pretty yellow and gnarly). 

 ñAre youé Henrietta?ò I asked, because it didnôt seem like a wise idea to 

use her other name, not when I needed something from her. 
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 ñYouz one of the only ones ter call me that óasides óim,ò she answered. 

ñBobby wossface. Thing. Gadlink. Cos óeôd never called me Mad Hettie, though 

once I almost arsked him to. All fings considered, óe was a funny old bastard.ò 

 ñHeôs still alive, Hettie,ò I said, feeling confident that she wouldnôt be 

offended by the óHettieô part of her moniker, but not yet confident enough about 

the óMadô part of it. 

 ñEh? Well bugger me sideways with a coracle, if THAT doesnôt take the 

porridge. I thought fer sure óeôd be dead by now.ò 

 ñHave you seen John Constantine?ò 

 ñJohanna?ò 

 ñNo, John.ò 

 ñAye! óEôs in there,ò said Mad Hettie, and she turned around and started 

banging on the glass once more. ñANô óEôS NOT LISSNING!ò 

 Sure enough, John was sitting inside the diner at the counter barstool, 

looking like heôd rather not pay Mad Hettie any mind. I could hear the guy behind 

the counter laughing, and telling John that his girlfriend was outside. 

 John caught sight of me though, and that was enough to make him come out. 

 ñHullo,ò he said. ñYer Rachelôs friend from the States, right?ò 

 Before I could answer, Mad Hettie got between us. 

 ñEôs coming BACK, John,ò she told him with urgency. 

 ñWhoôs coming back, Mad Hettie?ò he asked, glancing at me apologetically 

for the interruption. 

 ñYou ort ta know, smart boy,ò huffed Mad Hettie, using a grubby hand to 

fish a flask out of the pocket of her patchy coat. She poured its alcoholic contents 

straight down her throat. ñMorpheus,ò she said, dribbling a little, ñThe 

oneiromancer. Yeh knowé The Sandman. óEs backé almost.ò 

 ñThe Sandman?ò groaned John, incredulously. ñMad Hettie, yehôve got teh 

be pullinô me leg.ò 

 ñCHEEKY YOUNG JACKANAPES!ò she screamed, with a bit of spittle. 

 ñThe Sandmanôs a fairy story yeh tell kids teh get óem off ta sleep for a kip,ò 

sighed John Constantine. ñSprinkles dust in yer eyes, anô brings youé sweet 

dreams.ò He looked a little distant as he said that last part. Then he came back. 

ñLook, Iôve got business with this one, Mad Hettie,ò he said, indicating me with a 

nod of his head, ñso I wonôt be standinô here, lisôninô to you go on óbout fairy 

stories.ò 
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 John put a hand on my back, which I shrugged off, but I still got the picture 

that I was supposed to follow him away. 

 ñNow YOU lissen ter me, John Constanteen, you littel prick!ò she barked 

after him as we walked away. ñI sed The Sandman, anô I meant the bleedinô 

SANDMAN! óEs cominô back, John, and óeôll be wantinô óis own! I know! Iôm two 

óundrid forty-sevvin years old anô I KNOW! óEs coming BACK!ò 

 ñFunny thing is, she really IS two óundred anô forty-seven,ò muttered John 

Constantine. 

 I know, I thought. 

 

***  

 

ñMaD HeTTiE YeS shE iS oNe of miNe iN caSe yoU couLdNôt teLL,ò said 

Delirium. 

ñYeah, actually we could,ò said Matthew the Raven, dryly.  

ñBut we didnôt know about you at the time, Delirium,ò clarified Rose, my 

mother. ñAnd we werenôt crazy, at least not yet. It didnôt seem right, or safe, to be 

talking about any weird shit out in the open. So I took John Constantine back to my 

apartment to talk.ò  
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-11- 

 

ñSandmanò 

 

 

John went through the stuff Rachel had left behind back at our apartment - which 

was pretty much everything. He was looking for clues about where she might have 

gone. 

 Paul had never met John, but when he saw the guy rummaging around, he 

actually got out of bed and demanded to know why he was there.  

 ñNameôs John Constantine,ò he said, offering a hand to introduce himself, 

ñIôm not the nicest bloke you ever met, but I do me best. Care fer a smoke?ò 

Paul proceeded to ask him a whole bunch of questions. I was thinking, at 

first, that maybe Paul was jealous and wondering why Iôd brought some strange 

guy home - but he actually seemed more curious than angry, and very quickly, he 

was laughing and joking around with him.  

I was a little confused by this, but I assumed that Paul was just trying to 

avoid looking like some possessive, domineering boyfriend (I expected to have a 

fight about it with him later, regardless). I guess I was naive back then - I didnôt 

realize that the lies we told each other (such as, on my part, saying óI love youô 

when that absolutely wasnôt true) was not the only source of our problems; and that 

it had, perhaps, even more to do with the lies we told ourselves (such as, in his 

case, that he was sexually attracted to girls). 

 It was the 80ôs. Even now itôs not the easiest thing in the world to admit to, 

and it certainly was a lot harder back then. 

 So anyway, Paul and John were the best of buds all of a sudden, and Paul 

asked to come with us on our search for Rachel. 

 John apparently felt comfortable enough to explain that he was actually a 

warlock-for-hire. I laughed at first, but he was dead serious. I reminded myself that 

there had been superheroes and metahumans of all sorts running around for almost 

a century, so this really wasnôt out of the question. 

 As Constantine explained (Iôm going to try to call him Constantine from 

now on, because óJohnô is just too normal a name for somebody like him), 

warlocks are basically sorcerers, or male witches. They deal with magic and 

demons and other supernatural stuff (I think I might have heard something about 
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this from Rachel - but Constantine was part of a grungy rock band called óMucous 

Membraneô, so I assumed all that stuff was just part of their schtick; you know, to 

be cool and óedgyô).   

 ñMagicôs jusô when yeh trick thô universe into believinô some incredibly 

outrageous lie,ò he explained. ñBelieve me, I know what Iôm talkinô about - Iôve 

told a few corkers in me time. But yeh know wot the big secret óbout magic is, 

luv?ò 

 ñNo,ò I admitted. ñWhat?ò 

 He took a drag from one of his Silk Cuts. ñAny cunt could do it.ò 

One of his warlock jobs involved the Burgess Estate. 

Roderick was a weird cult leader of some secretish group, called the Order 

of Ancient Mysteries. His son Alex was into it for a while - but when old Roderick 

Burgess died, leaving the estate to his son, Alex decided to get out of the business. 

The regular antiques sold off quick in the estate sale, but there were still a lot 

of oddities that didnôt - he believed in the power of the stuff his father had 

collected, but nobody else did. And there were some things he dared not sell at all, 

though he wanted really badly to get rid of them. 

Thatôs when he contacted John Constantine, to help him figure out what to 

do with the most dangerous and magically-radioactive objects. 

Among the objects that Alex Burgess gave to Constantine to fence for him 

on the magical black market was a Pouch of sand - no matter how much you 

dumped out, it was always full. And if you got any on you, youôd have the craziest 

dreams and hallucinations. 

You know, like a drug. 

Ever since an incident a few years prior, Constantine had been plagued with 

horrific nightmares. A little girl named Astra had been kept as a sex-slave by a 

bunch of depraved human monsters, and she summoned a demon to help her. 

Constantine and his merry band of magical monster-hunters busted into the 

hideout, guns - or whatever enchanted objects they were using - blazing like hell to 

rescue her. But most of them got slaughtered by the demon, including the little girl. 

Constantine himself was the only one to survive the bloodbath. 

So Constantine hadnôt touched the magical Pouch of dream-inducing drug-

sand - he wanted to avoid the dreams of his tortured psyche as much as possible, 

and was a chronic insomniac as a result. 
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We went to Constantineôs flat to take a look around. I found some crucifixes 

and a Virgin Mary icon tucked away in a box. I asked him if he was a devout 

believer. He answered: ñDevout? Nawé but there's nara lot I don't believe in. Iôve 

seen people fucked to death anô shat into Hell for eight quid anô change.ò 

And thatôs when he noticed the Pouch was missing. 

I asked him when heôd last seen it.  

He hadnôt seen it since Rachel disappeared. 

 ñI went to Alaska for six months, over the lupus affair, anô when I got back 

she was gone,ò Constantine explained. ñAlong with me stereo, the telly, me Silver 

Surfers - any olô junk she could convert teh money. Anô the way I figure it, sheôs 

long since converted the money INTO junk of one sort or another: to snort, or 

shoot up, or whatnot. Wish Iôd realized that sheôd nicked the pouch as well - that 

thing was pretty well worthless teh someone like óer, I donôt know why sheôd 

bother with it. Stupid bitch.ò Then he puffed on a cigarette and sighed. ñI was fond 

of óer once. Sometimes I STILL miss her. She was, yeh know, the ógirl of my 

dreamsô. Fer a while, anyways. Amazinô Rachel...ò 

ñJUNKIE Rachel,ò I reminded him. ñYou said that this sand stuff could get 

you pretty highé?ò 

 Constantine slapped his head and said something British-y, like óOh blimeyô 

or óbloody hellô or something like that. It was all starting to make sense now. 

He explained that even though heôd had nothing to do with the Pouch, 

Rachel was always asking to play with it. 

ñSheôd ask me, sheôd say ówotôs the point óavin sohôin magic, if yeh donôt 

use it?ôò explained Constantine. ñIôd be willinô ta bet SHEôS usinô it, right now.ò 

ñBut if it's magic, what would óusing itô do?ò asked Paul, who apparently 

had no trouble accepting the idea that magic might be real. 

ñThat I donôt know,ò admitted Constantine. ñBut I know who might.ò 

The three of us decided to go ask Alex more about the Pouch of magical 

sand. 

 But before we left the flat, something caught my eye in Constantineôs stash 

of cosmic contraband. 

 It was the biggest ruby Iôd ever seen. But on closer inspection, I wasnôt so 

sure it was a ruby at all, since there was a weirdé sheen to it. 

 I couldnôt stop looking at it. It made me feel calmer, safer. It seemed oddly 

familiar somehow, like a family heirloom. 
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 Which, Iôve now come to find out, it kinda was. 

 I put it in my handbag without even thinking. 

 It wasnôt like Iôd meant to steal it - I wasnôt thinking óoh, this is something 

that I want, I hope he doesnôt notice if I take it.ô I wasnôt like Rachel in that way. 

It just seemed like the most natural thing in the world - like it was already 

mine, and there would be no question that I should have it (yeah, stop looking at 

me Desire - you basically set all of this up, didnôt you?). 

As we left, Constantineôs radio was playing an oldies song: ñMi-ster 

Sandmanéò sang The Chordettes, ñIôm so aloneé donôt have no body-ò 

The door was closed and locked, cutting it short. 

...It was like something was trying to tell me SOMEBODY... 

 

We went to the Burgess mansion - it was a grand old place, but had seen better 

days. 

Alex Burgess himself was much the same. He was of average height, wore a 

snazzy dress coat-vest thing and nice slacks, and was somewhat handsome for an 

old guy - he was kind of gaunt for my tastes, but you could tell that he was 

probably a looker when he was younger.  

As he gave us a tour of the place, he called me ógirlieô and I asked him not 

to; I told him I was 21, but probably wouldnôt have liked it when I was 10.  

That got him going about what it was like when he was 10 - he burbled on 

about how the forested area nearby was the basis for the Hundred Acre Wood of 

Winnie the Pooh, and how heôd spent lovely childhood days searching for the 

original real-life Piglet toy, lost in those same woods. 

I told him Iôd done things like that, as a kid - as well as other, more extreme 

things. Like telling some neighborhood kids that I could fly - anybody could if they 

just believed enough, a la Peter Pan. Iôd been lying to them so hard that Iôd 

convinced myself I was telling them the truth. They told me to prove it, and I did - 

by jumping off the roof of my current foster-house and skinning my knee so bad I 

had to get two stitches at the hospital.  

It never mattered if you found Piglet, or the secret to flying - it was the 

dreams that kept you going, I told him. 

He smiled kinda wistfully at that.  
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When Constantine lost patience with the polite small-talk and asked him 

about the Pouch, and where it ultimately came from, Alex was initially tight-

lipped. It looked like this trip was going to be a bust for our investigation.  

But then Constantine admitted he had lost the Pouch. 

Alex was more spooked and horrified-looking than angry. He didnôt speak 

for a bit, looking like he was arguing with himself internally about something he 

really didnôt want to do. Apparently he lost that battle, because he looked resigned, 

and asked us to follow him into the basement. 

I jokingly asked him whether he was a serial killer or some kind of pervert - 

he answered that serial killers were more of an American thing (Jack the Ripper 

being a VERY notable exception), and that he was only the best kind of pervert - 

óone of the stately homos of old Englandô. He assured us that there was nothing to 

fear from him - I didnôt really feel like that last part covered my two male 

companions very well, but I appreciated knowing that at least óIô was safe. 

But when he pulled on a gargoyle wall fixture to open a secret passageway 

that led into pitch-black darkness, I mentally crossed out óserial killer?ô and 

replaced it with: óVictorian-gothic Hammer Horror monster-movie villain?ô  

I also found myself thinking about sex dungeons and the Marquis de Sade, 

the psychopathic pop-culture version of him anyway - the one that was all athletic, 

debonair and viciously into the ósadismô that he gave his name to. Hob had told me 

about the real Marquis, the one he knew personally, and the mental snapshot was 

completely different: one of a pasty little asthmatic, terribly obese from his years in 

prison, and frightened of his own shadow; the guy wrote obssessively about 

masturbatory fantasies that he wouldnôt have dared act out in real life. 

As we descended the steps, we talked about the proper usage of words 

(launched by my use of the word ógayô in confirming thatôs what he was - Paul was 

particularly uncomfortable during this part of the conversation) and I learned that I 

was, in Alex Burgessô opinion, in the habit of misusing the words óhopefullyô (still 

donôt know what he meant, but whatever) as well as óanticipationô to mean 

óexpectingô. 

As we approached the basement door, the giant ruby hummed inside my 

handbag. I opened up the bag, and lifted up the jewel to look at it - it was glowing. 

Alex Burgess saw it, I think. He looked at me sharply, like he was surprised 

that I had it. 
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There was some kind of a commotion, coming from behind the closed 

basement door.  

Alex was rattled and shaking as he took the keys out of his pocket - they 

jangled as he tried to find the right one. 

The three of us were looking at each other nervously, and my heart started 

hammering against the inner walls of my chest with anticipation (Iôm sorry - with 

óexpectationô? I dunno, that sounds wrong).  

What the hell was going on? 

Alex finally got the damn door open, and looked inside. It was dark, so I 

couldnôt see much past him - but it seemed like there were some unconscious 

bodies splayed out on the basement floor (looking like what we Americans would 

call hillbillies, or rednecks - a fat and a scrawny one) as well as a copious 

sprinkling of sand. 

Alex shut the door again, looking like heôd seen a ghost, and told us that it 

was best we leave. Constantine tried to object, demanding to know what was going 

on down there. Alex told us to just forget about everything, that we were better off 

not knowing. He shooed us back upstairs, and had the butler see us out. 

 

***  

 

ñBefore you proceed, I must take over for a bit Mother,ò I said. ñFor it is at this 

point in the story that my fatherôs perspective will prove most helpful. 

 ñFine,ò she said, sounding a bit exasperated. ñI was just getting to the good 

part, though. Well, not ógoodô exactly - but thatôs when the really crazy stuff 

started happening.ò 

 ñI will be brief,ò I assured her. 

 

-Danielôs Tale- 

 

It had been a long time since Roderick Burgess had visited him, peering at him 

from the outside of the clear bubble-dome, his face and form distorted. 

The first time, when the dome was first constructed around him: 

ñAs you see,ò said a smug-faced and triumphant Burgess, rounded by the 

fish-eyed funhouse exterior of the dome, ñthe circle traps you incorporeally; the 
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crystal cell imprisons your material aspect. You wonôt get out unless the circle is 

broken, and the circle will not be broken unless I order it.ò 

Trapped. 

ñNow,ò he went on, leaning forward eagerly, ñWe will discuss the 

conditions of your releaseéò 

It begins. The bargaining. 

ñYou donôt have to be in there, you know. Power. Immortality. A promise 

that you wonôt seek revenge. That is all that I ask of you, Sandman.ò A slight 

pause; he waited for an answer that never came, for Morpheus remained silent. 

ñWell? I know you can hear, and I know that you can understand me. Say 

something!ò 

ñNo.ò 

ñI could torture you,ò he growled. ñDonôt think that I couldnôt. Iôve killed 

people before now...ò 

Threats. 

ñYouôre nothing special, you know that? Youôre nothing at all. A naked man 

in a glass box. Thatôs ALL YOU ARE.ò 

Insults. 

Roderick Burgess stormed out through the basement door, slamming it shut 

with the sound of raging thunder. 

 

Morpheus sat in the crystal-glass prison. Waiting. 

 There were two guards in the basement at all times.  

Coffee and amphetamines were always freely available, along with whatever 

reading material they desired to bring with them.  

The guards never slept on duty. 

Neither did Morpheus. 

 

The second visit. Burgess asked why he had not had a good nightôs sleep in years. 

Asked if it was Morpheusô fault.  

Observe. Heôs notably older than before. Frailer. 

Patience. 

 

Third visit. There had been voices outside the door. 
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ñDo you think this is wise? At your age?ò Morpheus heard a woman say. He 

guessed it was Burgessô nursemaid. 

ñMy age?ò rasped an indignant voice, followed by a dry cough. Burgess. 

Much older. ñDonôt be so bloody insolent, woman! Open the damn door!ò 

Through the doors came an old man with a cane. He levelled the end of that 

cane at the Lord of Dreams, jabbing forward at the crystal dome. ñYOU!ò he 

shouted, with a burst of spittle from his angry and snarled lips. ñItôs YOUR fault! 

YOU! DAMN YOU!!ò Without the use of his cane for its proper function, the 

senior Burgess lost his balance and fell, caught by his middle-aged nursemaid. 

ñYou arenôt Death,ò he said, between ragged breaths. ñBut you live forever. You 

havenôt aged a day since we caught you. You could have given me power beyond 

my wildest dreams!ò 

Indeed, had Morpheus been so inclined. But he was not. Not then, not now, 

and not ever. 

Roderickôs fish-eyed visage changed. He sniffled. ñIé ahhahé I didnôt 

have to get so old. I shouldnôt have HAD to get so OLDéò He choked on his sobs. 

Tears poured from the old manôs eyes and down the many lines of his face.  

His nursemaid helped him to hobble out, glancing only furtively at the entity 

in the crystal prison. Morpheus could not determine how much she had been told, 

but whatever explanation she had been given was clearly insufficient; it was also 

clear, however, that she was not the type to ask questions. 

Watching his captor grow old and die brought Morpheus no satisfaction. 

Morpheus was still there, in the basement, trapped.  

Waiting. 

 

Morpheus learned of his captorôs official passing when he was informed, most 

respectfully, by the late Burgessô loyal guards: 

 ñOi. Dream man,ò said one, a scrawny, unshaven man in a dirty undershirt, 

who resembled an anthropomorphized weasel. He always gave his name as 

Frederick, but the other guards invariably called him Fred. ñOld manôs deadé 

nobody but us knows youôre down here.ò 

 Interesting. What had become of the boy, Alex? If he still lived, he would be 

well into his years of manhood - middle-aged, at least. But Morpheus knew not his 

face, for Alex had not entered the basement since that night, when the Dream-king 

was first captured. 
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 But Morpheus did not dare ask questions to satiate his curiosity, lest he 

allow these simple-minded fools to think that their limited information was 

valuable to him.  

 ñIf you want to get out, this is your last chance,ò said Fred, proving the 

point of why Morpheus took such great care to avoid encouraging them. ñSo I 

suggest you start playing genie. Capiche?ò 

 ñYour master asked for many things that were neither humanityôs right 

to have, nor mine to give,ò replied Morpheus. It was the first time heôd spoken in 

years. ñI will give you nothing. Just as I gave him, nothing.ò 

 ñBoy, arenôt we stroppy today?ò Fred mocked. When Morpheus made no 

effort to continue the conversation, Fred shrugged, throwing up his hands in the 

most pretentiously smug manner he could possibly muster. ñAlrighté I dunno 

know when yer ever gonna get out then.ò 

Soon, thought Morpheus. 

 

And then, the opportunity came. 

 The Ruby. He could feel its presence once more. It was drawing close. 

 How long had it been, since heôd felt the Dreamstoneôs power? Someone 

had taken it away, away from the Burgess mansion grounds, beyond his ability to 

sense it.  

He knew not how long he had been imprisoned - he could see neither sun 

nor moon from his prison. Concepts such as day and night held no meaning for 

him. He had lost all points of temporal reference, save for the aging faces of his 

captors. 

Much time had passed since the last encounter with the elder Burgess, of 

that he was certain; he was undoubtedly no more.  

In that time, Alex had never dared to show his face. 

Which left only the two guards. The guards were replaced often enough that 

it was impossible to tell how much time had passed by their ages alone - the 

stylings of their hair and clothing changed, indicating that decades had gone by. 

But that was a crude estimate at best.  

 No matter. The time had come. 

 The slovenly, overweight man who sat in the corner chair with his elbow 

propped up on a playing-card table, óreadingô the images of naked females in his 

magazine of choice, was named Ernie. He made a very loud yawn. 
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 The weasel-like Fred - who had kept his job for remarkably longer than 

some of the others - arrived via a secret passageway to the basement. It was how 

the members of the old Order used to enter the basement, to avoid being seen at 

the front entrance. 

 Fred handed the slovenly Ernie a coffee cup and a small plastic bag of pills. 

ñóEre,ò he said. ñYou look about to nod off, mate.ò 

 ñWhatôs it matter if I do, eh?ò said Ernie, rubbing his bloodshot, baggy eyes 

as he took his pills. ñNot like anybodyôs ever checking up on us or nothinô.ò 

 ñBetter safe than sorry,ò said Fred, sitting in a chair on the other side of the 

small playing-card table. He indicated Morpheus. ñYou know, he might get out or 

something.ò Ernie looked up from his magazine at Fred. Then they both laughed. 

 ñAnything good in that rag?ò Fred asked, meaning the paper on the table. 

 ñNah,ò said Ernie. ñSame old rubbish. I dunno why I buy it. Force of habit, I 

sôpose. That nô page 3. And Iôll be in Majorca this time next week, so theyôll be 

plenty of the real thing... You know. The kind of eyeful youôd never get at the 

beach in Eastbourne! Though, I once met this blonde buying a choc iceéò 

 Frederick took out his horror novel. Ernie saw any conversation as an 

opportunity to concoct tales about his sexual prowess, and Frederick no longer felt 

the need to listen. 

 Until he heard Ernie snore. 

 Meanwhile, Ernie found himself in the middle of his beach holiday. Sun, sea, 

sandé 

 Ernie jerked awake to Fred yelling. He was bewildered - how the hell had he 

fallen asleep? 

 And what was Fred doing on the floor, trying to stop the flow of... 

Sand. 

The sand was coming from Ernie himself. 

It was flowing, of its own accord, towards the dome. Fredôs efforts to scoop 

up all the granules of the stream were futile - they flowed right past him, 

unhindered.  

Morpheus had a hand against the other side of the clear crystal - the sand 

was behaving as metal filings toward the magnet that was Morpheus, and was 

absorbed directly through the crystal and into his hand. 

Fred banged his fist upon the crystal-glass dome in frustration. 

Morpheus collapsed on the floor. 
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Fred was shocked, regarding his fist with awe for its success in stopping the 

man in the bubble. 

They both peered at the prostrate Endless, not daring to breathe. 

ñ...Is he dead?ò Ernie asked at last. 

ñI-I think we should goéò Fred began, making a move toward the secret 

passageway door.  

But then Morpheus rose to his full height, sand swirling into a twister 

around him. His feet were not touching the ground. 

The sand exploded the dome.  

The crystal-glass shattered. 

Sand erupted forth, knocking the two guardsmen down. 

Morpheus looked down upon the two unconscious men. 

He would not be there when they awoke. 

By the time the door to the basement was opened, Morpheus was gone.  
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-12- 

 

ñHomecomingò 

 

 

Alex Burgess moved through an unknown hall of the Burgess Mansion, lined with 

broken mirrors. 

With each mirror he passed, he saw his reflection - a reflection not of now, 

but of long ago. 

When he still had all of his hair, salt-and-pepper grey. 

When that hair was still mostly russet-brown. Middle-aged. 

A young man, good-looking enough to charm his way into any pair of 

trousers he fanciedé 

A young boy. Skinny and pimply. Awkwardly attired in the Initiateôs Robes 

of his fatherôs Order. Scared. 

It was dark in the hall. Midnight it was, said the clock on the wallé 

Tick, tock.... diing-DOOOONG... 

But here comes a candle, to light the wayé 

The candle wasnôt moving - he was, toward it. And now it was in his hand. 

There was a black cat staring at him in the hall. 

The cat mewled at him, questiongly, and took off. Alex went after it. 

The cat pranced up the spiraling steps.  

It was a tower. 

At the top of the tower, there was a room, and inside that room was a tall-

backed chair, in partial shadow. 

The cat jumped into the chair, melting into the darkness of the shadow.  

The shadow itself then melted, pouring over and off the seat, and forming 

the bottom of a cloak. The cloak seemed to be made of night, and ended in 

something that resembled red flame. 

A manôs pale face came forward, as he leaned out of the shadow and into 

the thin sliver of moonlight from the tower window. His eyes were cool, dark, 

pitiless pools of darkness under a deep and frightful scowl, which turned his 

marble-white face into a mask of seething anger. 
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ñHello, Alex Burgess,ò he said, his voice deep and echoing and cold, like it 

was coming from some chasm somewhere deep in the bowels of the earth. ñWhatôs 

the matter?ò that same menacing voice went on. ñCat got your tongue?ò 

Alex gaped, and tried to speak. Nothing would come out. After several failed 

attempts, sounds emerged. ñYou,ò he said. ñItôs you!ò 

ñThatôs right. Itôs me.ò There was some cruel sense of humor in his words, 

mockery. The cat to the mouse. In his own house. 

ñConfined in a glass box for 70 years,ò the spectre seethed. ñTime moves no 

faster for my kind than it does for humanity. Do you have any idea what it was 

like? Do you have any idea?!ò 

ñIôm, god, Iôm sorry!ò Now that Alex had found his voice again, the words 

tumbled out pell-mell, and he couldnôt stop. ñI-I never knew, I wouldnôt have, Iôm 

sorry, I didnôt-ò 

ñShusshhh,ò said the Dream King, placing a long, pale finger before his 

equally pale lips. ñThere are offenses, Alex Burgess, that are unpardonable.ò 

Morpheus rose. ñI wasé I amé the Lord of this realm of Dream and Nightmare.ò 

Alex, trembling, knelt down and bowed his head. It seemed the only right 

thing to do. 

Morpheus glowered down at Alex. A tall, imposing shadow, with a scowling 

mask for a face, over which hung a cloud of dark hair, rising like the hairs on the 

back of a yowling catôs necké ñME,ò growled the Lord of Dreams. ñYou did 

THAT to ME.ò 

ñNo! No Ié it-it wasnôt me! It was my father, he did it! If I could undo what 

my father did-ò 

ñYour father barred me from my realm with his foolish circle and two-penny 

hedge-magicking, with no thought for the harm it might bring to your world.ò 

ñIt was a mistake,ò Alex feebly explained. Now this he wasnôt too sure of: 

the rightness of defending his father to the angry thing he captured. Besides that, it 

felt like the breaking of a severe taboo to admit that his father, the Magus, could 

ever have made a ómistakeô. His father would have beaten the tar out of him, had 

he heard his son speak so ill of him. But his father was dead now, he reminded 

himself - the entity which stood before him was the one to fear now. No telling 

what the Lord of Dreams could or would do. Too bad his father could not be 

summoned from beyond the grave, to satisfy the fiend with an explanation... óNot 
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Dead, Only Sleepingô it said on his fatherôs tombstoneé ha! If only! ñHe didn't 

want you,ò Alex went on. ñHe wanted to capture Death-ò 

ñWhat? You wanted to capture Death? Then count yourself lucky for the 

sake of your species and planet you did not succeed!ò 

ñIt wasn't me I tell you!ò Alex cried out, desperately. He looked up at his 

accuser, imploringly, hoping he could see the sincerity in his eyes. ñYou can't 

condemn me for my father's sins!ò 

ñTell me then, why did you not free me? You read the books in your father's 

library. It was within your power to reverse the enchantment.ò 

Alex looked away again. Ashamed. 

ñHave you no excuses? No reasons I should not take reprisal?ò 

Alexôs eyes swam with tears. ñ...I thought... it was a dream.ò Yes, that was it: 

Alex had tried to make himself believe that it was nothing more than a nightmare, 

from long ago, on some dark night in his childhood. 

ñNo,ò said Morpheus, firmly. ñYou thought I was dead. Do not lie to me 

again, Burgess. Where are my tools?ò 

ñS-sorry?ò 

ñA Pouch, a Helmet and a Ruby. Your people stole them from me. Where are 

they?ò 

Alex hesitated. The image of that nice, pretty young girl, Rose, flashed 

through his mindé the one with the strangely-colored hair, holding the glowing 

jewel in her handé  

Who knows what this man - if he could be called one - would do to Rose. 

Alex was surprised at himself; he never thought of himself as a brave man, 

nor indeed a chivalrous one. But, try as he might, he just couldnôt bring himself to 

sic such a terrifying spectre upon so sweet and innocent a child. 

Or, for that matter, upon her handsome companions - that scruffy-looking 

devil Constantine, or the delicately-featured play director, Paulé if he was a much 

younger man, heôd have invited both of them to one of those rollicking parties he 

used hold every fortnight, and show them one or two of the old parlor tricks he 

used to be so famous for... 

He swallowed. Yes, somehow in his dream, he had a dry mouth. He couldnôt 

recall that ever happening before, in a dream. This was a night full of firsts for 

him. ñ...I don't know,ò he lied. ñI never saw them again after that night.ò 
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The King of Dreams sighed, an elongated and drawn-out sigh; like air softly 

escaping a pillow as one presses oneôs head to it. ñLord, what fools these mortals 

beéò he said quietly, to himself. Then he resumed his normal tone once more. 

ñVery well. Your punishment thené I will grant you a gift, to reward you for your 

years of hospitalityéa ósleep of the unjustô, my imperfect hostéò 

 

Alex awoke with a start and a yell. Those three young people - Constantine, Rose 

and Paul - were sitting around his bedside. 

 ñOh,ò he said, blinking confusedly.  

 ñHullo and gômorninô,ò said John Constantine, brightly. 

 ñAre you alright, Mr. Burgess?ò asked Paul. 

 ñYes, Ié ohh I am very sorry, I must have had a nightmare,ò said Alex 

Burgess. He rubbed the sleep from his eyes, and peered at them. ñSay, just what 

are you three still doing here? I thought you all left hours ago.ò 

 ñWe did, mate,ò said Constantine, and as he spoke, the skin of his face 

began to sag, and then melted down off his chin like hot candle wax. 

 Alex looked at Paul - Paulôs face was gone, replaced with what looked like 

an appendectomy scar.  

 At the foot of the bed, Rose was busy crocheting - but it wasnôt yarn that she 

was furiously knitting: it was Alexôs own intestines. 

 ñHE left too,ò she said, not looking at him.  

 ñW-WHAT?!!ò 

ñHeôs OUT, Alex. He checked out this morning.ò 

 

ñKEEP AWAY FROM ME!ò Alex shouted, until he realized that he was shouting 

at the nursemaid, Betty, who he had known for years. She was bent over him, 

concerned. 

 ñNow then, Mister Burgess, calm down,ò she said, sternly. ñYouôve had a 

bad dream, thatôs all. No point getting all worked up about it.ò 

 ñGod, oh god,ò panted Alex, feeling his face, as if to make sure it was still 

there. ñIt was ter-teriffying. So real. Have you everé had one of those dreams, 

where you think youôve woken up, but you HAVENôT? Itôs just part of the 

nightmare, and youôre still in itéò 

 ñCanôt say I have, dear.ò 
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 Something fell in his lap. Alex looked down, and realized it was Bettyôs 

head. Her body stood before him still, headless and dripping blood from the neck. 

 ñBut you know what?ò the severed head spoke, ñI think youôll be having 

quite a lot of them from now on!ò Bettyôs disembodied head cackled cruelly, 

maniacally, as Burgess screamed in terror. 

 

It was more tiring than Morpheus had expected. But he had shown Burgess true 

fearé the nightmare everlastingé eternal wakingé 

 Alex Burgess would never return to the life he knew. 

 The thought gave Morpheus some small amount of satisfaction. 

 Exhaustion bit hungrily at Morpheusô soul.  

And Morpheusô own hunger gnawed at him as well. He was very hungry 

indeed. 

 The dream he used to bind Burgess in eternal waking used the last of his 

strength.  

Weakened, he clutched at the nearest passing dream... 

 

Before his imprisonment, the journey would have meant nothing to him. He would 

not have even needed to travel. 

He left as a monarch. Now he returned, as a passenger.  

Moving through your dreams. 

Riding in your dreams. 

 He rode on dragonback. The dragon is made of riveted iron, and smells of 

cotton candy.  

Morpheus pulled off one of its metal scales, and ate it. His first food in over 

seventy years. He was so hungry he didn't even taste it - he would not have been 

able to tell you which attribute - looks or smell - most closely matched the flavor. 

 He traveled briefly by bus. In the back the dreamer, dressed in a blue and 

red costume, copulated desperately, not noticing his autonomous passenger.  

Morpheus sat in front and talked to the driver - it was his former servant, 

Mervyn Pumpkinhead (calm yourself, Mervyn - it was inevitable that you would 

appear in this story eventually). Mervyn didnôt have any news of The Dreaming - 

heôd abandoned his post soon after Morpheus failed to return from his family 

reunion (what are the reasons for your complaints, Mervyn? I merely speak the 
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truth. I am not in the habit of painting inaccurate pictures for the purpose of 

flattery, and I have no intention to start now). 

 The final dreamer was a small dog, dreaming of a past life, long forgotten, 

when he sailed tall ships across uncharted seas. The salt spray of the sea stung 

Morpheusô face. 

 He was moving through your dreams, his sleeping children.  

You had a passenger, and you never knew. 

 

The Dreaming, the unconscious - call it what you will - was as much a part of him 

as he was a part of it. 

 It felt good to be back in his realm. 

 However, he was not home quite yet. His true home was the castle, at the 

very heart and center of The Dreaming. 

He knew the old paths. 

But the way was hard. 

First, he had to reach the Gates of Horn and Ivory, for past the gates was 

his castle. 

And before that, he would have to brave the infinite dust, and infinite dark - 

The Dreaming is infinite, although it is bounded on every side.  

The way to the center is a slow spiral. One passes the Houses of Mystery 

and of Secrets, old waystations on the frontiers of nightmare. 

If one has the strength to do so. 

But Morpheus was weak, and did not get that far.  

He collapsed, just before the Houses of Mystery and of Secrets. 

The wind was on his face, and he was staring at the dreamscape below.  

He could not tell how long he remained there. 

 

It was a dark and stormy nightmareé 

 

There was a sound of mighty wings, and an enormous shadowé and then, he was 

lifted up... 

 

He awoke in the darkness, too weak to even summon a light. 

 The air was musty, tired, old - it smelled of lost dreams and rotten fabric. 
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 The rotten fabric was on top and underneath him. Blankets. He was in a bed 

of some kind. 

 Where am I? he thought. 

 He could hear voices, raising a ruckus in another room of the house, past 

the thin and moldering timbers: 

 ñDonôt be a moronic lump of blubbering, quaking, pathetic lard!ò said the 

sharper and more aggressive of the voices. ñOpen the box! Unwrap it!ò 

 ñYou, uh, p-promise it isnôt g-going to, hmm, explode?ò said a meeker, but 

deeper, voice. 

 ñNow why would I give you an exploding present? What kind of brother 

would I be if I did that?ò 

 ñM-My kind of brother.ò 

 ñLetôs let fraternal bygones be bygones, eh pudgy?ò  

These two sounded familiar to Morpheus. But he was too tired to recall who 

they wereé too tired to think, too tired to move. His mind, his corporeal formé 

everything hurt, and felt immeasurably heavy. He was weaker than he had felt for 

eons. And he was trying to remember...  

ñNow thenéò growled the aggressive one to the other, ñJUST OPEN 

YOUR BLASTED PRESENT!ò 

 Morpheus tried to rise from the bed, and groaned from the effort. 

 ñWhat was that?ò asked Aggressive Voice. 

 ñThe P-Prince of Stories,ò said the stutterer. ñHeôs wuh-waking up.ò 

 Morpheus did not succeed in lifting any part of himself from the bed.  

 There was some fumbling and bumping in the hall outside the bedroom 

door. And then the door opened, and two men - one thin and sharp-featured, the 

other round-bodied - stumbled into the room, clearly in each otherôs way.  

The thin man held a tray of food, which the still very hungry Morpheus 

could smell even under the tray lid. Real food... well, not exactly órealô as humans 

would define it, as it was still only the idea of food and made of dreamstuff, but for 

Morpheus that was the best and most sustaining kind. And this food-dream was far 

more appetizing than metallic cotton-candy scales from a dragon.  

The short round man held a wine glass and a decanter. 

 ñGood evening, Your Highness, Prince Morpheus!ò cried the thin man 

loudly, piercing Morpheusô already-hurting skull. If Morpheus had ever desired to 
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know what a bad mortal hangover felt like, he no longer had to rely on his 

imagination.  

 ñHello, m-my Lord Dream?ò the round man greeted as he timidly 

approached Morpheusô bedside. 

 Morpheus turned slightly to face him - he could manage that much. ñYou,ò 

he said, thickly. ñI know youé youôreé uhhéò He lost it again, couldnôt quite 

catch hold of ité 

 ñIôm Abel, my Lord Dream,ò Abel put forth. ñFrom the, erm, first story. 

Theé uh, victim.ò 

 ñYes,ò said Morpheus, relieved. ñI do remember you. I am sorry. Itôs been 

so long. Where are we?ò 

 ñThis is my b-brotherôs House of Mystery,ò said Abel, as he poured wine 

from the decanter and into the glass. He was shaking so badly that much of it 

spilled on the floor, and it was miraculous that any went into the glass at all. 

 Morpheus reached out to take the glass from him - a considerable effort, in 

his condition - but Abel was shoved out of the way by his brother. 

 ñIôve made you some food,ò exclaimed the shrill and excited voice, shoving 

his tray before Morpheus, who could hear the wine glass shatter as Abel tumbled 

backward onto his rump. 

 ñYou are Cain, arenôt you?ò 

 ñThatôs me, yer worship,ò tittered Cain (I will hear no further protests from 

you, Cain - my descriptions of your voice are apt. If you wish to improve the 

quality of your voice to make it sound more pleasant to hear, do so. But nothing 

can change how youôve comported yourself in the past. So, moving oné). With the 

same grating tone of voice, Cain continued: ñWeôll soon have you back on your 

feet again!ò 

 Morpheus groaned once more and sat up, painfully, to receive the tray. But 

Cain noticed Abel trying to pick up the shards of the wine-glass, and spun about to 

face him, taking the tray with him and beyond Morpheusô limited grasping range. 

 ñYou bumbling, butter-fingered button-burster!ò shrieked Cain. ñThat makes 

three this week! And that glass was from the NICE dining set! 

 ñS-sorry b-brother,ò said Abel. As Cain made fussy noises and bent to pick 

up the broken glass shards, Abel glanced up sheepishly at Morpheus. ñUhh, muh-

my Lord Dream, uh, if itôs not a-uhh f-foolish questionéò 
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 ñWhat my brain-dead brother is so spectacularly failing to enunciate-ò Cain 

gasped as he cut himself on a glass shard, tossing them onto the platter next to the 

food, ñ... is this: where have you been for so long, Dream Lord? Gregory found 

you in the Shifting Zones.ò 

 ñWhere have I been...?ò Morpheus repeated distantly, as the platter tray was 

placed in his lap. He was able to take up the fork, and used it to carefully separate 

the food from the glass shards. He ate a bite of fried chicken - not his usual fare, 

but under the circumstances, most exquisitely tasty - and savored it. ñI have been 

imprisoned,ò he said at last. And then he said no more. 

 Cain and Abel left the room, and Abel was finally convinced to open his 

present. 

 Inside the brightly-wrapped box tied with a ribbon was a very cute little gold 

gargoyle, which the delighted Abel decided to call Irving. 

 Cain insisted that all proper gargoyle names began with the letter óGô. Like 

his gargoyle, Gregory (though Cain may deny it, the little golden gargoyle was not 

so much a pet for his brother, but actually just a way of having a companion for 

his big, green gargoyle Gregory - with the added benefit of Abel being responsible 

for its care). 

 An argument ensued, and Abel was killed.  

When Abel recovered, he decided he ought to call the gargoyle óGoldieô 

instead, at least whenever his brother was within earshot. 

But it would always be Irving really, in his heart. 

 

When Morpheus had recovered some degree of strength, he took his leave of the 

House of Mystery, and its two well-meaning inhabitants. From there he charted a 

course nightward, until he reached the Gates of Horn and Ivory. 

 He carved them himself, when the world was younger, and order was 

needed. 

 The dreams that pass through the gates of ivory are lies, figments, and 

deceptions. The other admits only the truth.  

No one appeared to guard them anymore. 

Morpheus pushed past the gates, hastening to see his home. 

But what lay beyond the gates was not his home. 

It was rubble. 

Rubble and ruins. Half-buried in the grey sand. 
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Nuala the fairy (yes, now it is your turn to appear, little fairy - I know youôve 

been awaiting it eagerly) was sifting through the debris, finding things that werenôt 

too broken to mend with what remained of her Faerie glamour. She saw Morpheus, 

and her eyes lit up and her long pointed ears perked up. She waved. ñLord 

Dream!ò she cried. But as he walked slowly forward, stunned by what he saw, 

Nualaôs wave became more half-hearted, and then stopped altogether. Her smile 

and long-pointed ears fell as she sobered, realizing this was no cause for 

celebration: her master was devastated.  

ñBreaks your heart, doesnôt it Lord?ò said a voice behind Morpheus. 

ñLucien...?ò Morpheus whispered, as he looked at Lucien, standing by the 

gate. 

ñOne and the same,ò said the weary Librarian, leaning on a tall-poled net. 

His trademark suit was gone - he was wearing only his trousers and shirt, with the 

sleeves rolled up, and he was altogether more dirty and disheveled than Morpheus 

could ever remember seeing him before. He even had face-stubble. 

Lucien laid down the net, kneeling. ñAnd at your service, as always.ò 

ñGet up. Please get up, Lucien.ò Morpheus urged him up, staring at him 

with pained eyes. ñWhat happened here?ò 

ñYou are the incarnation of this Dreamtime,ò answered Lucien. ñWith you 

gone, the place began to decay.ò 

ñAnd the Library?ò 

ñSome time after you left, the words began to fade. My books became bound 

volumes of blank paper. After that, the Library itself vanished. Iôm still rounding 

up all the stray stories I can find.ò 

ñWell they sure arenôt flappinô around up here,ò said Matthew the Raven, 

alighting upon the top of the net. ñSo I donôt know what you think youôre doing 

with that butterfly net.ò He cocked his beaked bird-head at Morpheus. ñWhatôs up, 

Boss?ò 

ñEy, stoppit with all the reunionizing,ò said Mervyn Pumpkinhead, digging a 

line of holes past them. ñWe gotta lotta work to do.ò 

ñSo good of you to join us, Mervyn,ò said Lucien, witheringly. ñWe havenôt 

seen you at all this entire time, during these several decades that our Lord 

Morpheus has been...unavailable.ò 

ñThere ya go again, Loosh,ò said Mervyn, stopping. ñYa canôt just come out 

and say it, huh? Now me, Iôm a straightforward kinda guy, ya know? I mean, 
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SOME of us arenôt afraid to call a spade a goddamn shovel.ò He shook his 

gardening tool, and stuck it head-first into the ground. 

ñThat, in your hand, is more correctly called a spade - the difference being 

that it was designed for digging holes, not scooping up dirt and loose materials.ò 

Mervyn made an irritated, growling sort of sigh. ñSee, thatôs what Iôm 

talkinô about! And you wonder why I hit the road when the Boss didnôt come 

back.ò Mervyn puffed on his cigar, and cleared his non-existent throat. ñLemME 

tell ya the óscoopô then: the Boss was locked up inna glass box inna guyôs 

basement for the best part of this century. Nekkid as a jaybird, all alone. There, 

thatôs it, thatôs the story. He was captured, plain and simple, ónuff said.ò 

Everyone who was now gathered gasped. 

ñWhat, you mean you didnôt already figure?ò said Mervyn. ñWhy else would 

he show up here, all bedraggled and powerless?ò 

That alarmed them even further. 

ñIs that true, Lord Dream?ò asked Nuala, who had wandered close. 

ñIt is no matter,ò said Morpheus. His gaze returned to the castle ruins, 

forlornly. There was a silence. 

ñHey, itôs been great talkinô, but ya know, hey, SOME of us have jobs to be 

gettinô on with,ò said Mervyn, hoisting the spade onto his stick-shoulders. ñI mean 

REAL jobs, not like just watchinô libraries or nuthinô.ò 

ñYes,ò murmured Morpheus. ñWe all have our responsibilities.ò 

ñCan you rebuild it, Lord?ò asked Lucien, quietly. 

ñ...I cannot. Much of my power I placed in the tools. Too much. And they are 

gone.ò 

ñRegardless, itôs good to have you back.ò 

ñNo Lucien. I must reclaim my tools.ò 

ñLord, you are tired and weakened. A trip to the waking world would be-ò 

ñI will not be king of a broken Dreaming. I must go.ò Morpheus knelt down, 

picking up a handful of sand. ñOne man has all the answers I need. It will not be 

difficult to find him.ò 

ñWho is that?ò asked Matthew the Raven. 

The sand in the palm of Morpheusô pale hand rose and became the 

miniature of a man. ñJohn Constantine,ò answered Morpheus. 

 

***  
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ñOkay, I donôt really know what Morpheus did next,ò my mother Rose admitted, 

ñbut I know what I was doing at this time, and it was important. My turn?ò 

ñYour turn,ò I conceded. 

ñGreat. Finally.ò 

ñWhat do you mean, ófinallyô?ò 

ñWell, you really werenôt as óbriefô as I thought you would be.ò Rose must 

have known that she was getting testy, so she steadied herself with a deep breath. 

ñSo this is where things got really freaky for meéò  
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-13- 

 

ñNightmaresò 

 

 

I was walking through a sunny park, where all these children were running around 

and playing. 

 This woman was standing there in the grass, facing away from me. She was 

wearing a pale dress that caught the sunlight, making it glow brightly - so brightly 

you almost couldnôt look at it.   

She wasnôt one of the parents sitting on the park benches, watching their 

children: she actually seemed kinda lost, and was looking around anxiously, 

scanning the faces of each child who passed by.  

Wanting to help, I approached her. ñLooking for your child?ò 

ñYes,ò she replied. ñMy baby. I dreamed I had a baby.ò 

I noticed then that the dress she was wearing was actually some kind of old-

fashioned nightgown. 

Her brown hair was streaked heavily with silver, but she looked like she was 

old enough to have gone fully white. 

She turned to look at me.  Youôd expect someone of her apparent age to 

have a few creases and worry-lines, but her face was surprisingly smooth and 

young-looking. You could tell she hadnôt had any work done though, because her 

skin didnôt have that stretched, plumped, pulled-and-pinned look. It was like her 

facial muscles just werenôt all that used to frowning. 

Like she was the most well-rested person on the planet. 

And then it struck me - all of a sudden I knew her, in a way. I knew who she 

was at least. I donôt know how I knew, but I did. 

ñ...Mom?ò I asked, in a small and nervous voice. 

She looked at me in surprise. And then she gave me a bodily once-over. 

ñAre youé my baby?ò 

ñI think so. Is your name Unity Kinkaid?ò 

She nodded, scared. 

ñThené yeah. Iôm Rose.ò 

My mother, Unity, trembled in bewilderment as she raised her hands to her 

lips. ñHow long have I been asleep?ò 
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ñA long time.ò I wasnôt sure what to do. She looked like maybe she was 

going to cry, and I never know what to do when someone looks like that. I didnôt 

have anything to say to make her feel better.  

It seemed like we should hug or something - thatôs what they would do in 

the movies, at times like this.  

But I just couldnôt bring myself to do it. It seemed like hugging her now 

would be exactly as awkward as hugging a stranger, which is basically what she 

was to me at this moment. 

Not that it wasnôt already awkward, with us just staring at each other wide-

eyed... each in our own separate, and unique, kind of pain. 

Unity lowered her hands, clasping them in front of her like the prim-and-

proper lady that she was. She looked unbearably young then - like you could see 

the 12 year-old girl inside the 80-something year-old body. And that young girl 

was trying her very best to compose herself, to be alright with something that 

really wasnôt alright at all. 

ñIôm glad to meet you, Rose,ò she said, bravely. ñI wish you could stay. But 

I have a feelingé youôre in danger.ò 

And then she looked past me, and I felt a foreboding presence behind me. 

There was a shadow on the grass, a shadow that grew taller than my own as 

it approached. 

I didnôt want to look. But I knew I had to. 

It was a man behind me, one who looked a lot like Paul, with dark 

sunglasses and a wide cheshire-cat grin. 

ñYou have such lovely eyes,ò he said. He took off the sunglasses, revealing 

empty eye-sockets so dark they could have been black holes, lined with tiny sharp 

teeth in place of lashes. They were mouths. And they spoke, in an eerie voice: 

ñJust like your mother,ò the two mouths chorused together, in unison, followed by 

cruel and ugly laughter. 

He reached out toward my face. 

 

ñNO! GET AWAY FROM ME!ò I yelled.  

In bed.  

The radio-alarm clock on the nightstand automatically starting blaring the 

radio - and would you know who was back? It was those cheery bitches, The 
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Chordettes: ñMis-ter Sandman...bring me a dream...make him the cutest that Iôve 

ever seen...ò they sang, mocking me. 

I knocked that fucking radio right off the stand. It came unplugged, abruptly 

silenced. 

I rubbed my jaw - it was sore because Iôd been clenching and grinding my 

teeth all night - and wiped away my tears (which hurt, because it rubbed off the 

sandy shit that had formed around my eyes) so I could see around me. I was in bed, 

and Paul was fast asleep beside me. 

 Strange. All of that was pretty loud, I thought. He was usually such a light 

sleeper, complaining about any little bit of noise that I made. Yet he hadnôt even 

stirred. 

  I picked up the radio. 6:00 AM, it said. 

 I set the thing back on the nightstand and sighed. Paul rarely got up in the 

AM, let alone at 6 in the morning. Why he insisted on setting his alarm for that 

time was beyond me. 

 Then again, it was rare for me to actually wake up in bed with him, like this. 

Usually, if I fell asleep, it was on the couch.  

 I suddenly realized that I had that huge ruby-colored gemstone in my hand.  

 Did I have it in my hand that whole time? 

 Was I clutching it while I was asleep? 

 

I thought back: I remembered being awake at about 2 oôclock in the morning.  

Wanda had called a raincheck on us hanging out, since rehearsals had been 

kicking her butt lately. So I was on the couch in my own flat, watching TV, eating 

chips (which Paul so Britishly called ócrispsôé silly word, too hard to say without 

sounding like youôve got speech impediment). And popcorn. And snacks. And I 

was washing it all down with soda (funny thing about not sleeping ever: itôs hard to 

put on weight. I donôt recommend the sleep-deprivation diet, though - dark circles 

under bloodshot eyes isnôt a sexy look. And no oneôs going to think twitchy, 

violent mood swings, or your habit of bumping into walls looking for the brains 

youôre missing, is cute - unless they have some sort of zombie fetish). 

As I was busting into my fifth can of cola, Paul came out of the bedroom, 

wrapped in a blanket and narrowing his eyes at me blearily. 

 ñItôs late Rose,ò he grumbled at me in a low monotone, like a grizzly bear 

forced out of hibernation. 
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 ñYeah I know,ò I replied. Feeling self-conscious about watching a Wile E. 

Coyote and the Roadrunner cartoon (óreal mature, Rose,ô I thought, óno wonder he 

doesnôt want to have sex with you anymore.ô), I picked up the remote and started 

channel-surfing. I stopped at what looked like some sort of drama movie, but the 

actress started sobbing melodramatically and begging some guy named Charles not 

to leave her. Ouch. Nevermind, back to cartoons. 

Paul sat down beside me. I drew my legs up and held my knees close against 

my chest, ashamed.  

ñSorry,ò I said, lamely. 

ñCanôt sleep?ò 

ñNoéò 

ñRoseé are youé AFRAID to go to sleep?ò 

I didnôt answer. Couldnôt, not with the lump forming in my throat. I pressed 

my face into my knees, digging my nails into my skin. 

I wasnôt afraid of going to sleep. I was freakinô terrified. 

ñBecause of your mum?ò 

Yeah, that and the scary-ass monster who looks like you, I thought. But I 

couldnôt tell him that. Iôd told him my mom was in a coma, but I hadnôt told him 

that his dream-self had been trying to eat my eyeballs for months. 

I wasnôt afraid that heôd be offended - I was afraid heôd put on the Sigmund 

Freud glasses (he had a pair, I kid you not - the guy was his hero) and play at 

amateur psychoanalysis. I just knew he was going to start telling me I had all sorts 

of issues, ranging from normal stuff like insecurity and anxiety, to daddy issues 

and penis envy or some shit like that. And I just really, really didnôt want to play 

that game right now. Or ever. 

I talked into my knees. ñItôs so stupid. I keep having this nightmare that tells 

me Iôll never wake up, like her.ò 

ñItôs only a dream. Dreams canôt hurt you.ò 

ñI know. I just wonder sometimeséò 

ñRose.ò He was giving me a stern face, and was taking that stage-directorôs 

tone of voice with me. It was a little bit patronizing. ñI promise, you can go to 

sleep and wake up. I know because I do it every night.ò He leaned in closer, to 

stare me in the eyes. ñGet some sleep. Please.ò 
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It wasnôt a request. And he wasnôt going to leave me alone until I conceded. 

I looked back at him, and felt strangely reassured seeing his eyeballs peering at me 

instead of empty sockets and teeth. 

ñOkay,ò I surrendered. ñIôll try.ò 

He took away the remote and turned off the TV. ñGood. óNight Rose.ò And 

then he left, and went back to bed. He didnôt make sure I was following. 

Apparently he just assumed I would sleep on the couch, like usual. 

But the couch was covered in popcorn and crumbs now, and I knew I 

couldnôt turn on the TV without sparking off a yelling match with Paul. Iôd told 

him I would try to go to sleep - but what Paul didnôt realize was that the TV being 

on was sort of a sleep-prerequisite for me. 

That jewel. The red one, from Constantineôs place. I suddenly remembered 

it, and felt an overpowering urge to look at it. 

I went to my purse, and pulled it out.  

It was so shiny. It glinted at me as I turned it all around with my fingers, 

making the light dance. 

I went into the bedroom, still playing with it. Touching it, looking deep into 

the center heart of the jewelé it made me feel better. Calmer.  

I thought Iôd put it on the nightstand, but I may have been holding it as I got 

into bed. 

 

And now it was 6 oôclock, and I had just woken up from a nightmare.  

A nightmare in which, for the first time, my real mom had shown up. 

I wondered if she actually looked like that, or if my subconscious image was 

way off - after all, Iôd never actually seen her in real life. 

Despite the bad dream, I was actually feeling more well-rested than usual. 

Figuring it out in my head, I estimated that Iôd gotten roughly 4 hours of sleep. Not 

bad, actually.  

I went to the kitchen, and opened up the fridge. Looked around. Nothing 

good. It was still dark out - so to find something in the pantry, I turned on a light. 

Someone was sitting at the kitchen table, and I jumped. 

Oh, it was just Paul. Sitting there, eating jam on toast. 

ñShit, Paul!ò I shouted. ñWhat the hell are you doing there, eating in the dark 

like a weirdo?ò 
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Paul turned and looked at me. He was wearing sunglasses. ñHow do you eat 

this? It tastes terrible.ò Then he smiled that horrible, cheshire-cat smile. ñNothing 

like the taste of eyes.ò 

I froze, stunned. Didnôt know what was going on. ñPaul?ò 

ñPAUL?ò he repeated at me, incredulous. He got up from the chair. ñYou 

donôt recognize me, after all the time weôve spent together? Iôm hurt.ò 

My mind was racing, trying to figure out how he could have found out about 

my dream. Maybe he read my journal? Yeah, that was it. ñPaul, this isnôt funny,ò I 

said - but even though I sounded only mildly put-out, there was a weird tremor of 

fear cascading down my body; I was having trouble willing myself to stand firm 

and not back away.  

I knew there was no reason to be afraid - either Paul was pulling a mean 

prank on me, forcing me to óconfront my fearsô according to some Freudian 

bullshit, or I was still dreaming.  

You know, like when you think youôve woken up, but you havenôt.  

So it was either fake, or it was just a dream. 

Paul wouldnôt hurt me - and as heôd told me just a few hours before, dreams 

justé canôt. 

At the time, I thought that was true. 

ñIôm not Paul,ò he said. He pulled the sunglasses down, just enough to show 

me his fang-toothed, empty eye sockets. ñIôm your Corinthian, love.ò 

Okay, I thought. Now I know what Iôm dealing with. And even if it was just 

a figment of my imagination, I wasnôt going to let it push me around. ñYou donôt 

scare me,ò I said, trying to sound tough and unconcerned. ñYouôre just a dream.ò 

ñIôm NOT a dream. Iôm a NIGHTMARE.ò 

Wow. Playing semantics with a figment. This was new. Normally I had 

these kinds of arguments with Paul. ñI donôt care,ò I countered. ñIt doesnôt matter 

what you do to me. I can wake up.ò 

ñNot this time, pet,ò he cooed softly, fawningly, as he moved toward me - 

sort of like a prowling jungle cat. ñThis time, you really are awake. Iôll show you.ò 

He hauled out and smacked me across the face. Hard. 

It sent me reeling into the kitchen counter. And it hurt, a lot - the pain 

exploded across my face and made the inside of my brain into a kaleidoscope of 

brightly-colored lights, like fireworks on the 4th of July. I felt something warm and 
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wet oozing, dripping out from my nose, like runny snot - but when I wiped it on 

the back of my hand, I saw that it was red blood. 

ñDid that feel órealô enough for you?ò he said, menacingly. 

I dashed past him. He lunged at me, and caught me from behind, gripping 

me close against him. ñListen to me,ò he whispered harshly into my ear, as I 

struggled in vain. ñYou set me free. You can set others free, and they will serve 

youé serve USé and then you, me, and your mum, can all live together in the 

Land of Nod...ò 

I managed to get an arm free enough to elbow him in the gut. His grip 

loosened, and I was able to break free. 

He caught my wrist. ñOh no you donôt-ò he said at first, but then he stopped 

when he saw the ruby in my hand. He gazed at it in slack-jawed awe, fascinated. 

ñThe Dreamstoneéò he murmured. 

Since I value my life above the price of rubies, I dropped the thing and made 

a run for it, while he bent to pick it up off the floor. 

ñThis keeps getting better,ò I heard him say behind me, as I grabbed my 

keys out of a bowl and ran out the front door. 

In the hallway, I panicked - where was I going? 

Wanda was next door. Maybe I could lock and barricade myself in her flat, 

and call the cops. 

For a nightmare with eye-mouths? How was that going to work? 

I didnôt know. Nothing made sense. Cross that bridge when we come to it, I 

guessedé  

I banged on her door. No answer. I banged again, really not wanting to speak 

and announce that I was still there. Finally I had to. ñWanda,ò I said, in the loudest 

whisper I could. I was also getting choked up on tears of fear and desperation. 

ñWanda, itôs Roseé please let me inéò I remembered that one of my keys was to 

Wandaôs place - sheôd given me a spare, to look after things while she was gone at 

rehearsal, and in preparation for me helping to take care of her after her sex-change 

operation (she also had a spare key to my apartment, because I was constantly 

misplacing mine). But before I could stick the key in, the door opened - but the 

woman who answered was not Wanda.  

The cold stare of Thessaly appeared in the short gap allowed by the chain. 

ñYou need to go.ò 

ñWhat are you doing? Whereôs Wanda?ò I asked quietly but urgently. 
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Thessaly turned aside just enough for me to see Wanda, in a tank-top and a 

pair of underwear that revealed her pre-operative male body, laid out on her couch. 

Then Thessaly faced forward, blocking me from entering. ñThey are all sleeping,ò 

Thessaly explained, in the most calm and matter-of-fact voice possible. ñWanda. 

The spider women. Even Fiddlerôs Green.ò 

ñWho or what the hell is Fiddlerôs-ò 

 ñEveryone in this building. Because of you.ò 

ñWhat?ò 

ñI avoided your spell,ò she went on, answering a question I didnôt ask. ñIt 

was amateurish. Very loose weave. Lots of gaping holes.ò 

I didnôt have time for this. I pushed on the door. ñLet me in! Wanda-ò 

ñI will look after Wanda and the others,ò she asserted robotically. ñGo.ò 

The door to my flat was opening.  

The Corinthian was coming. 

 I ran downstairs, and out of the apartment complex. 

 

I got in my car, and put the keys in the ignition. I put my fuzzy-slippered foot on 

the pedal and floored it, the tires squealing on the pavement as I peeled away and 

down the narrow London streets like a madwoman. 

 I had no clue where I was going. Anywhere. Away. 

 I must have zipped right past a cop car, because suddenly I could hear a 

screeching siren, and could see the lights flashing in my rear-view mirrors. For the 

first time in my life, those lights and sounds were a major source of relief instead 

of dread. 

 I pulled over. The cop - or óbobbyô or whatever they called them here - got 

out and shone a flashlight into my car window. I turned the handle and rolled it 

down for him. ñYeah, I know,ò I said. ñSpeeding.ò 

 ñDo you have identification, maôam?ò 

 My eyes darted around the car, and I virtually gave myself a pat down even 

though I knew damn well I took nothing with me - no purse, no wallet, nothing. I 

was lucky I had my keys. I shook my head at him, at a loss. 

 ñRight then. Well miss, Iôm afraid Iôm going to have to-ò 

 ñArrest me!ò I said, excitedly. ñTake me in to the station. Right now.ò 
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 The British copper was taken aback by that. ñThat wonôt be necessary,ò he 

said. ñI was only going to give you a ticket.ò Then he peered closer at me. ñDid 

someone strike you?ò 

 I touched my lip, and saw my face in the mirror - my nose was bloody, and 

my cheek was swollen. Iôd forgotten. ñ...Yes.ò 

 ñI see. Well then, if you like I can take you to the station so you can file a 

report.ò 

 ñYes! Sounds great officer.ò I opened the car door, and he offered his hand. 

 As I took it, something bizarre happened. 

 It was like  a dream... not mine, but his. 

 

A bunch of murky images, ebbing like reflections on the surface of water, collected 

in a dark and bottomless pool. 

 The cop was being promoted or something. He was proud and happy... 

 Then he was losing the woman he loved to another man, and he was 

ashamed and devastated and felt like he wanted to dieé 

 There was a serial killer with a chainsaw and hatcheté a real criminal, or 

some character from a movie he watched late one nighté 

 His partner, a buddy cop, shot by a fleeing criminalé he was trying to 

staunch the wound, but there was so much bloodé 

 Was any of it true? Did any of it really happen? Or was it just a bunch of 

stuff that he wanted, or feared? I couldnôt tell. Anything and everything that this 

guy thought about, or dreamed about, was here.  

And thatôs all there was. Thatôs all that I was, just a part of his dreamsé a 

passive spectatoré a passenger... 

 

And then all of a sudden, I was back. 

 The police officer yawned, and fell forward, onto my lap. I yelped, not 

expecting the guyôs face to be in my crotch like that. 

 I pushed him off me, and he crumpled to the pavement. 

 Catching my breath - and recovering from the shock of whatever had just 

happened - I leaned over the sprawled-out cop. ñSir?ò I asked. ñSir, are you 

alright?ò 

 He answered me with a snore. 

 He was asleep? 
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 There was something filtering out of him, his eyes, his ears and his noseé it 

looked like sand. 

 It susurrated against the pavement, and sort of floated upward - a flowing 

stream, but with gravity going in reverse. Like a film on rewind. It swirled around 

my hand, and started to form a mass in the indentation of my palm. It stopped, and 

I lifted my hand up to look at it: there was a little mound of sand collected right 

there, in the palm of my hand. 

 Freaked out, I cast the sand aside, over a flower bush on the side of the road. 

As I brushed the remaining sand-grit off my hands, I saw the flower blossoms 

close, the petals folding in on themselves. 

 What in the world was going on? 

 Was all that some sort of hallucination? Was I high on that magical drug-

sand that Rachel was on?  

 Okay stop, just calm down and think Rose, I was telling myself. Where was 

the most sensible place for me to go right now? Who could actually help me? 

 A face sprang into mind - one with dirty blonde hair and a cigarette hanging 

from his lips. 

 Constantine.  

If anybody would know what to do, it would be him. 

 Maybe. 

 I got back into the car and sped off to John Constantineôs place. 

 

I pounded on the door to John Constantineôs flat. 

 ñJohn! Please! Open the goddamn door!ò I pounded some more. No use. I 

grabbed hold of the doorknob. 

 It twisted in my hand - soft and pliable like molten metal, but cool to the 

touch, like metallic putty. 

 I let go of it, and noticed that my palm still sparkled with some granules of 

residual sand; I also noticed that the warped doorbell was moving as I moved. I 

experimented, swaying side to side - so did the doorknob. 

 I reached out like I was going to touch ité but then I dropped my hand. 

 The doorknob fell right off. 

 I shouldered into the door, and it opened for me. I shut it behind me. 

 Inside, all the lights were off. I didnôt see John anywhere. Then I found him, 

in bed, tossing and turning and groaning loudly in his sleep. 
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 Oh no, I thought. Not him too. 

 ñJohn!ò I yelled. ñWake up!ò  

His eyes snapped open, and sat upright with a gasp. He started coughing, 

hacking, then saw me. ñRose?ò 

ñOh god, thank goodness,ò I breathed, as I sat down on the bed. I was 

relieved to see someone who was both awake and knowledgeable about this kind 

of stuff, the stuff that nobody else would believe - I almost threw my arms around 

him and hugged him, but I stopped myself, afraid of what might happen.  

He didnôt have his trenchcoat, or that white shirt and tie - sleeveless Mucous 

Membrane band shirt that allowed me to see all the tattoos on his upper arm and 

the back of his neck. Most of it looked like old writing, with the occasional symbol 

or small diagram-thingy. I didnôt know for sure, but I assumed from how densely-

packed the magical tattoos seemed to be that they covered his back as well. 

His eyebrows raised a bit at me. I could tell that he was starting to get some 

very wrong ideas about my reasons for being there. But I was way beyond caring 

about how inappropriate this all was for the time being. 

 He must've gotten the idea from my expression that I wasnôt there for any 

hanky-panky - disappointed, he pulled on his pair of pants. Trousers. Kecks. 

Whatever. 

He pulled a cigarette from a box of Silk Cuts, and a lighter. ñOwôd yeh get 

in óere?ò he asked, not seeming mad so much as intrigued. ñDid I go anô leave the 

door unlocked?ò  

ñJohn, listen to me,ò I said, not wanting to get into that just yet. ñSome really 

weird shit has been happening-ò 

There was a knock on the door. A polite rapping sound. 

ñDonôt answer it,ò I whispered. 

ñWhy not?ò he whispered back. ñWho the bloody hell is it?ò 

ñI think it might be more of a ówhatô than a ówhoô,ò I said. 

Constantineôs face got a little grim at that. He cast the blanket aside.  

ñWhat are you doing?!ò I whisper-yelled. 

ñGonna óave a look-see,ò he said. ñBig nasty whats-its are me stock and 

trade, as it were.ò 

I stiffened with fear, unable to breathe, as he headed for the front door. 

But I had to see what was going on. I followed him, trying to stay behind a 

corner.  



168 

When he opened the door, there was a tall shadow standing on his doorstep. 

ñJohn Constantine, I presume?ò said the shadow, with a deep and 

witheringly dry voice. 

ñWell, Iôm sure not Dr. Livingstone pal. Heh.ò John scratched the back of 

his neck, nervously. ñSorry. Little joke.ò When the towering shadow moved 

silently past him and into the house, John sobered, and added in a small voice, 

ñVery little. Sure come on in anô make yerself at home, sod it, why not? Forgive 

the mess, woulda done some cleaning up if I knew youôd be cominô. Whatôd you 

say your name was, again?ò  

I came out from behind the corner. Too much had happened to me that night 

to be scared of anything that wasnôt Mouth-Eyes.  

John looked between the stranger and me with agitation. ñSay, did I send out 

an invite I wasnôt aware of? óCos this here is becominô a proper party, right before 

me very eyes. Anô here I am beinô a shit host, with me thumb up me bum, ócos 

look: Iôm all out of bevvies anô party favors.ò 

ñAnd who the hell are you?ò I demanded to know of the stranger made of 

shadow. 

The shadow had a face under a black umbrella of hair that would be the envy 

of any heavy metal or punk rocker. The face was long, gaunt, and very pale. ñI am 

Dream of the Endless,ò he answered. As if that was supposed to mean something 

to me.  

ñReally,ò I said, looking at his dark cloak-robe ensemble that resembled a 

night sky over a pit of flames. ñI thought you were the Devil or something.ò 

ñI assure you, we look nothing alike,ò he said, somewhat off-handedly. 

ñHeôs right yeh know,ò confirmed Constantine. ñI know most of óem wot 

goes by that moniker, anô I sold me soul to three of óem.ò 

ñFor what?ò I asked. 

ñA cure for me lung cancer,ò he answered, followed by a cough and a reach 

for his cigarette pack. ñIôm nigh invincible now - none aôthose three want me dead, 

as it would kick off a great big tug-a-war over sohôin none of óem really want all 

that badly. So I can just waltz into Hell anô leave whenever I damn well please, 

without anybody botherinô to stop me. 

ñYou have never been to Hell,ò corrected Dream. 
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ñOh? óavenôt I? Thatôs sure news teh me,ò said Constantine, ñwot with all 

the fiery torture pits Iôve frequented over the years. If those werenôt regions aôHell, 

wot were they then?ò 

ñThey were likely pocket dimensions - nightmares within the skerries of The 

Dreaming. The free demons of Hell setting up their own fiefdoms, in mimicry of the 

original. The true Hell remains empty.ò 

ñSo you're wot Mad Hettie was goinô on about... óThe Sandman, is that 

right?ò 

ñI have gone by that name, yes.ò 

ñWell that song got it wrong - candy-colored clown me arse.ò 

ñIôm so glad that you two are getting along,ò I snarked. ñShould I leave the 

room?ò 

ñYes. You should leave, Rose Walker.ò 

How did he know my name? I wondered. I also wondered if I should keep 

wondering about everything, because the world had obviously ceased to make 

sense. ñNot gonna happen,ò I told him, trying not to let my confusion show. ñBut 

YOUôRE welcome to leave any time.ò 

ñHate teh break it to yeh luv, but it looks like tonightôs gonna be a 

threesome,ò quipped Constantine. ñNo need to worry though, thereôs plenty aôme 

to go around. I just want yeh teh know, I donôt usually move quite this fast - call 

me traditional, but I usually treat me dates to dinner anô a movie before the 

shagging starts. So be gentle with me, will yeh?ò 

Dream wasnôt really interested in talking to us, or paying us any mind - the 

shadows underneath his brows seemed to be looking around the apartment. 

ñSohôin I can do you for, mate?ò asked John, trying to sound friendly and 

helpful. 

ñSomething of mine came into your possession,ò said the shadow-man. ñA 

leather Pouch full of sand. I want it back. Where is it?ò 

But then there was a light cascading sound, as something came from the 

camp-bed that Constantine had been sleeping on: sand. It was flowing towards me 

again. 

Suddenly, I was lifted up by pale hands grabbing either side of my 

sleeprobe, and found myself staring right into this óDream of the Endlessô guyôs 

face.  

His eyes were stars. Stars twinkling, within a deep, dark void. 
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ñThat was Dreamsand,ò he said, in that monstrous voice of his. ñWhere did 

you get it? Do you have the Pouch?ò 

ñLet go of me, psycho!ò I yelled. ñI donôt know what youôre talking about!ò 

I grabbed his hand, and he suddenly gasped - like Iôd burned him - and threw me 

down. I landed hard on my butt. ñOuch! Sonofabitché!!ò 

Dream stumbled and weaved, faint. ñYou...control Dreamsand?ò he said, 

hoarse. ñI do not understandéò 

ñJoin the club! First Mouth-Eyes, now you-ò 

ñDo you mean The Corinthian?ò 

Whoa. Maybe we were getting somewhere, finally. ñ...Yeah, actually,ò I 

said, getting up. ñHow did you know that?ò  

Dream didnôt answer immediately. He seemed deep in thought. ñYou were 

the girl in Alex Burgessô mind. The one with the Dreamstone Ruby.ò 

John Constantine frowned at me from across the room. ñWot?ò 

ñUm, yeah, about thatéò I began. 

ñRose? Did you nick me Ruby?ò 

ñThe Ruby Dreamstone belongs to me, John Constantine.ò 

ñYeh, sorry mate. I misspoke. Anô Iôd give it right back to yeh, if I could.ò 

ñBut you cannot. Where is my Ruby, Rose Walker?ò I didnôt have a chance 

to answer -- he just nodded, like Iôd told him. ñThe Corinthian has the Ruby. And, 

it seems, you have absorbed my powers as the replacement Dream.ò 

ñWait, back up - what does that even mean?ò I asked. 

ñI do not know. We shall find out together what it means.ò 

ñWot Iôm still tryinô to figure out is, why Rose óere decided sheôd take a big, 

magic-soaked ancient jewel off me hands,ò said John, still glaring at me. 

ñI donôt know why. It just happened.ò 

ñRighté like it ójust happenedô with Rachel,ò snarked John. He shook his 

head. ñI always knew the pair aôyou were thick as thievesé blimey, jusô didnôt 

think it was that literal.ò 

ñThatôs not true! Iôm not like Rachel, donôt you even say that!ò 

ñEnough! Sit down. Both of you.ò For whatever reason, both of us obeyed - 

John and I sat down on the couch, having to maneuver around his little coffee 

table. Dream folded his arms and brooded. 
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ñI am very tired,ò he said, and he sounded like it. Like he knew a type of 

tiredness that none of us could imagine. ñI have only just escaped from a long 

imprisonment.ò 

ñWho imprisoned you?ò asked John. 

ñA group of occultists.ò 

ñAh. Which one?ò 

ñThe Order of Ancient Mysteries.ò 

ñReally? I thought those blokes were just a pot aôcracks, quite frankly. 

Satanic gentlemenôs club. Never wouldôve thought they were packinô that kind of 

power.ò 

ñNormally, they do not,ò said Dream. ñBut circumstances aligned that 

allowed them to do what would otherwise be impossible. And now I must reclaim 

the tools they stole from me.ò 

ñToolsô huh?ò I said, noting the plural. ñThere are others besides the Ruby?ò 

ñIndeed. I had a Pouch, which gave me access to Dreamsandéò 

ñSo that you donôt have to steal it from sleeping people?ò 

ñYes. It gets tiresome, as you can imagine. I also owned a Helmet that 

protects the wearer from harmful magic, such as the force that can be emitted from 

the Ruby.ò 

ñWere you wearing the Helmet when you were captured by the occultists?ò 

ñCapture and imprisonment are conditions that do not fall under the 

category of óharmô, Iôm afraid.ò 

ñSay you get your stuff back chap - then wot óappens?ò inquired John. 

ñI will defeat The Corinthian.ò And then Dream turned to face me. ñAnd 

you will return my power.ò 

ñAnd how would I do that?ò I asked. 

ñIt should revert back...at the moment your life ends.ò 

I got up, slamming the table with my hands. ñYouôre gonna kill me?!ò 

ñNot until I have to.ò 

ñThereôs gointa be no killinô of anyone in this flat,ò said John Constantine. 

ñSo if anô when you decide to do it, do it somewhere else.ò I glared at him. 

ñSorry,ò he said. ñJoke. Tryinô to lighten the mood a bit.ò He cleared his throat and 

leaned forward, as if having a heart-to-heart with Dream. ñYeh arenôt actually 

gonna kill óer, are yeh?ò 
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ñI will discuss it with my siblings, but that is the most probable outcome.ò 

And then his face shifted into a softer, kinder look, which was somehow a little 

more unsettling than his angry-face. He spoke soothingly: ñDeath is my sister, and 

very amiable company. Youôd like her.ò 

ñI donôt believe this...ò 

ñI am trying to be fair, Rose. I could reclaim my tools much faster if I simply 

killed you now.ò 

And then a creepy, disembodied voice echoed into the room: ñYouôve 

always been suave with the ladies, Dream Lordéò  
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-14- 

 

ñFear of Fallingò 

 

 

The street-facing window of Johnôs apartment flat shattered, and The Corinthian 

jumped through it, landing in a shower of glass. 

Over his shoulder, a new bag was slung - I really didnôt take notice of it at 

the time (for obvious reasons, like his shocking entrance), but itôs important that 

you know he didnôt have a bag before, and now he had one. Youôll see. 

ñRather brave of you to come here, little nightmare,ò said Dream, 

nonchalantly.  

ñAnd youôre as arrogant as ever,ò said The Corinthian. ñBut youôll learn 

soon enough.ò And then he saw me, somehow, with his non-eyes. ñRose! How are 

you, love?ò 

ñKeep away from me!ò I yelled, hating how weak I sounded. Isnôt there 

something I could say to this terrifying entity that didnôt make me sound like a 

fussy kid who needed a nap? 

ñOuch,ò said The Corinthian, dripping with sarcasm. ñThatôs some way to 

say hello.ò He reached into his bag - see, I told you it would come up - and brought 

outé an eyeball. A detached human eyeball, with that dangly fleshy thing still 

attached. He popped it into one of his eye-mouths, holding it between its fangs. 

And then he got another one, and put it in the other, and for a moment it looked 

like he had regular eyes. ñThere now, how do you like that? Surely now we can see 

eye-to-eye?ò  

And then those horrible fanged mouths chomped down, popping the 

gelatinous eyes with spray and a slow ooze of clear fluid. There were revolting 

squishing sounds as they chewed. 

OH DEAR GOD WHOSE EYES WERE THOSE. 

The room was starting to spin and I was getting dizzy and lightheaded. I 

wanted so badly for all of this to just be a really long, really awful nightmare. 

ñGive back the Ruby, Corinthian,ò commanded Dream, still cool as a 

cucumber. ñThis does not have to end in your erasure.ò 

ñYou didnôt say please,ò taunted The Corinthian. He turned back to me. 

ñSeeing as how heôs gonna kill you, have you reconsidered joining me?ò 
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John Constantine stepped forward, lighting yet another cigarette. ñShe ainôt 

goinô nowhere,ò he said.  

The Corinthian grinned. ñThis your new boyfriend, Rose? You have good 

tasteé such nice eyeséò 

There weren't just ownerless eyeballs in that bag of his - The Corinthian 

reached inside it, and brought out the Ruby. He raised it high. ñBrute! Glob!ò 

A glow emerged from the Ruby, and took the form of two demonic-looking 

creatures - one was big and muscular with fists as big as his head (Iôm gonna go 

out on a limb here and say that one was óBruteô) and the other was a big, round 

thing that looked like one-half of a melted ball-sack with arms, its eyes and wide, 

fang-filled mouth seemingly made by the slicing of a blade into a raw lump of 

flesh (he was the one named óGlobô, I assume). 

ñYou called?ò they growled, in unison. 

ñThe human! Get him!ò The Corinthian shouted. 

The demon-things obeyed, lunging at John with outstretched claws. John 

had kept the lighter open and lit - he used that split-second before they reached him 

to pull the cigarette out of his mouth, and blow on the little lighter flame. 

The flame shot out in a blast toward Brute and Glob, like a flamethrower. 

Was it magic, or some kind of carnie firebreather trick? It was hard to tell. 

Brute and Glob were surprised by it, enough that they were stopped in their 

tracks momentarily. They didnôt seem burned at all, though.  

ñReally, mortal? Hellfire?ò squealed Glob the ball-sack. ñAgainst US?ò 

Brute sighed a gravelly sigh. ñFeels like home, donôt it?ò he said. 

ñóey now gents, be patient - that was only a warm-up,ò said John 

Constantine. 

ñI think we're going to have to skin him and tan his hide,ò said Brute. 

Glob grinned. ñGood, I need some new seat-covers for the BMW.ò 

ñSkinninô anô tanninô?ò John mused incredulously. ñYeh donôt know who 

yer messinô with, pal.ò 

ñOh yeah? And who are we messing with?ò glopped Glob. 

ñJohn fuckinô Constantine,ò he answered. ñNow lie back anô think aô 

England, ócos you blokes are gonna get FUCKED.ò 

ñRose, give me your hand,ò said Dream, offering me one of his - with its 

long pale fingers, it resembled, strangely, a big white spider. ñSo that we may 

combine our strength,ò he added, by way of explanation. 
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I didnôt really want to be holding hands with the guy, as I still wasnôt clear 

on what exactly he was, and whether he might be a bigger threat to me than The 

Corinthian. But I figured taking a ófirst come, first destroyô approach might be my 

best option for the time being. 

We linked hands, and I could tell from his sharp intake of breath that it 

caused him searing pain. 

But he pushed through it, raising his other hand outward. 

ñYou were the greatest nightmare I ever fashioned,ò said Dream. ñBut you 

leave me no choice, Corinthian. I am sorry.ò There was a lot I couldôve unpacked 

there, in his choice of words - but things were happening pretty fast now. 

A whirlwind of sand erupted out of Dreamôs raised hand, at The Corinthian. 

It was a powerful blast that shook the whole place - I expected to see The 

Corinthian harmed, or at least knocked backward. 

But no: the sand parted around him, deflected by what seemed like an 

invisible barrier. 

The Corinthian chuckled. 

Dream let go of my hand. Bet he couldnôt wait to do that. 

ñYou canôt erase my existence, Morpheus,ò contended the confident 

Corinthian. ñNot while I have the Ruby.ò 

The Corinthian raised the ruby Dreamstone once more, and sent out his own 

blast - like something that would shoot out of a laser gun in a scifi-movie  - at 

Dream. 

And Dream was the one who got sent right into a wall, breaking apart Johnôs 

dresser and knocking down the stuff that was hanging. 

So much for Dream helping me to destroy the nightmare. I ran to his side 

regardless, mainly just to see if he was still conscious. 

Constantine was dodging every swipe and attempted bite from Brute and 

Glob, as easily as a choreographed dance that he knew by heart. He saw The 

Corinthian come toward me and Dream, the Ruby glowing in his hands, about to 

finish us off for good. 

John Constantine smoked his entire cigarette in one breath, and blew out 

smoke that filled the room thickly. 

Brute and Glob shrieked, stumbling around blindly. 

The Ruby sparked and fizzled - the smoke seemed to be having a dampening 

effect on it. The Corinthian made a frustrated sound, and made for the front door. 
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I could barely see through the haze, but I could just make out the sight of 

him shooting the door point-blank with a blast from the Ruby, and then opening 

the dooré not to the outside, but to a dark void.   

ñWe must follow him,ò said Dream. 

ñWe?! No way, youôre on your own Dream-man!ò 

Constantine smashed one of the demon-things over the head with a table 

lamp. ñSod it! I really liked that lamp.ò He shouted at us: ñDonôt wait up fer me! 

Iôll catch up after Iôm done moppinô the floor wiôthese wankers!ò 

ñRose. If you care for Paul, we must go. Now.ò 

ñWhatôs Paul got to do with this?ò 

ñThose were his eyes.ò 

Holy shit. I grabbed Dream-man up by his night-cape (getting him back for 

grabbing my collar earlier) and we made for the door. 

A moment after The Corinthian stepped past the threshold and into the 

darkness, so did we. 

 

In the void, there was another door, and it seemed to lead to someplace brighter - 

there was an orangey light, like a dusk sky. 

 We went through that. 

 And I stepped off into nothing. 

 Dream caught me by the waist with one arm, before I could plummet to my 

doom. 

 ñCareful,ò he said. 

 ñThanks,ò I said sarcastically, despite being out of breath from my almost-

fall. I looked down at some hazy landscape below us. We were up in the sky it 

looked like, far above the world. ñ...What should I do now?ò I inquired, trembling. 

 ñNothing. I shall guide you.ò And thatôs when I realized that weôd already 

left the dimensional portal-door behind somewhere, and that Dream was floating, 

with his arms around me.  

 I clung to him tightly, not sure if I trusted him not to let me fall. ñWhere are 

we?ò I asked, nervous. 

 ñPaulôs dream, I suspect.ò 

 Oh, perfect. So I didnôt have to worry about falling and making a me-sized 

hole in the earth below - or, if I did, it wouldnôt be the death of me any more than it 
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ever was for Wile E. Coyote. ñGood,ò I said, confidently. ñThen he should be 

around here, somewhere.ò 

He moved forward, toward a bank of clouds, taking me with him. After a 

few moments of soaring like this, I had a funny thought - the kind of funny thought 

that only occurs to you when itôs late at night (or in this case, early in the morning) 

and youôre exhausted from one hell of a stressful day. 

 ñSay, Dream?ò I began. 

 ñHm?ò 

 ñYou know what Freud said about dreams of flying? It means youôre really 

dreaming about having sex.ò 

 ñIndeed? Tell me then, what does it mean when you dream of having sex?ò 

 I couldnôt help it, I chortled - I didnôt expect this guy to have anything 

resembling a sense of humor. 

 He was better at it than Paul, actually.  

 My stomach twisted at the thought of him.  

Were those really Paulôs eyes, that The Corinthian ate right in front of me?  

And were they his real ones, or something from a dream - like The 

Corinthian himself? 

 Come to think of it, I couldnôt exactly define the word or concept of órealô 

anymore. 

 There was some kind of a tall, thin rock structure ahead of us, piercing 

through the bank of clouds. And there seemed to be a person clinging to it. 

 ñLook! There he is!ò I shouted, into the wind blowing against my face. 

 ñI see him.ò 

 Paul was deathly afraid of heights - it was because of a dream heôd had as a 

kid, where he was trapped in a house with three witches, and climbed out on the 

roof to get away from them. Heôd fallen off, and willed himself awake - but heôd 

found himself trapped in a sort of sleep paralysis.  

Ever since then, he hated high places. 

So this wasnôt just a dream of his - it was a nightmare. 

I didnôt know how I knew all this. Heôd never told me about the witches, or 

about his fear of falling. 

 We swooped in close, and landed on the flat top of the rock tower. 

 ñH-help me!!ò he yelled. 

 I reached out to him. ñGrab my hand, Paul!ò 
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 His grip on the rock-face slipped a little. He gasped, trembled, squeezed his 

eyes shut. ñI canôtéò 

ñYes you can.ò I stepped out, into thin air, testing it tentatively with my 

fuzzy slipper. I can walk on air, I thought. I set my foot down. My foot held in 

place. I placed all my weight upon it, and then brought my other foot to stand with 

the first one. I was now standing completely on air alone. ñSee? Just believe it.ò He 

just held the rock tower even tighter, teeth chattering. I pulled at his arm. ñCômon! 

Trust me!ò 

ñStop! No, donôt do that! Iôll fall!ò he cried. 

ñThen youôll land on those nice fluffy cotton-balls down there.ò 

ñThose are CLOUDS, Rose!ò 

ñCartoon clouds. The solid kind.ò 

ñThe mass of precipitation kind! I paid attention in science class!" 

ñItôs just a dream, Paul - dreams canôt hurt you, remember?ò 

ñThat may not be entirely true in this case.ò 

My stomach plummeted. ñWhat are you talking about?ò 

ñI do not know what The Corinthian has done to alter the Dreamstone. It is 

quite possible that this dream is linked with his physical Reality.ò 

ñYou know what? That really isnôt helping.ò I walked back to the top of the 

rock towerôs flat top, kneeling down. ñJust climb a little further,ò I said. ñIôll help 

you. Youôre almost there.ò 

ñI know what this is about,ò said Paul, still squeezing his eyes shut. 

I was mystified. ñYou do?ò 

ñYes.ò He took some short, panicked breaths in quick succession. He was 

hyperventilating. ñItôs all getting to be too much for me. I feel Iôm out of my depth. 

Iôm scared... scared Iôm going to do something stupid.ò 

ñWhat are you talking about?ò 

ñHe is referring to his waking life,ò explained Dream. 

ñAre you kidding me?!ò I yelled. ñYouôre doing that whole dream 

interpretation thing WHILE YOUôRE IN A DREAM?!ò 

ñYeah, thatôs something she would say...ò said Paul. ñItôs called lucid 

dreamingé maybe Iôll tell her that, when I wake up. There are lots of things I 

should tell her...ò 

ñSave it. That all can wait,ò I said, shoving my own curiosity about what 

óthingsô he was referring to toward the back of my mind. ñGet your ass up here.ò 
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ñIf you do something stupid, what then?ò asked Dream of Paul. 

He had just implied to me that Paul might actually for-real die from all of 

this, but right now he was acting like this was just idle chit-chat. ñIf he does 

something stupid right now, he might fall,ò I told Dream, slowly and calmly, trying 

not to alarm Paul any further. ñSo you think maybe you could do something to help 

here?ò 

Paul laughed nervously. ñI canôt believe I climbed up this highé I should 

never have climbed this highéò 

ñIt is sometimes a mistake to climb,ò allowed Dream. ñIt is always a 

mistake never to make the attempt.ò 

Paul opened his eyes. ñWhat are you saying? That I ought to go back to the 

show? Not walk out? Is that what youôre saying? Listen, Iôve already made up my 

mind-ò 

ñPaul, stop talking,ò I said, really getting fearful now. ñGive me your hand!ò 

ñIf you do not climb, you will not fall,ò continued Dream. ñThis is true. But 

is it that bad to fall?ò 

ñYES,ò I said, about to lose my mind. ñIn this case it is very, VERY bad!ò 

ñArenôt you scared of falling?ò asked Paul. 

Dreamôs mouth formed a knowing smile. ñSometimes you wake, and yes, 

sometimes you die.ò 

ñSHUT UP! JUST SHUT UP, PLEASE!ò I shouted desperately. 

ñBut there is a third alternative.ò 

A lightning bolt struck the rock tower, breaking it apart.  

Paul began to fall. He screamed. 

I leapt off the rock tower and soared after him. Like a freakinô superhero. 

But it was taking too long to reach him. And the ground was coming up fast. 

ñRose! Youôre flyingéò he said. And then Paulôs terrified eyes seemed to 

light up. 

ñSometimes the fall kills youéò boomed that inhuman voice above us, like 

thunder. It was sounding further and further away, as we neared the ground 

below.ñAnd sometimes when you falléò 

ñ...You fly,ò finished Paul. Something changed in his face - his jaw set in a 

look of grim determination. Heôd been falling ass-first until now, but then he 

flipped himself over and spread his arms out.  
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It looked at first like he was going to crash into the ground - but then he 

glided above the surface of the ground, like a bird, and flew upward into the sky 

once more. 

I could hear Paul laughing.  

He was okay. 

ñWe should be going now,ò said Dream, who appeared right behind me.  

I startled, a shudder going up my spine. ñShit, whereôd you come from?ò 

ñHis dream from this point onward will be pleasant, but not to your liking,ò 

he warned. 

ñWhat?ò I watched Paul fly off, and he seemed to be joined by a flock of 

naked, flying men. ñUhé oh. Wow. Okay. Letôs go.ò 

My brain-wires were snarling into a knot and possibly short circuiting, 

trying to process the idea that Paul would be dreaming about nude dudes. 

Meanwhile the world twisted, and shifted around us...  
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-15- 

 

ñThe Dollsô Houseò 

 

 

And we were in my apartment. In the bedroom. Standing over a sleeping Paul on 

the bed. 

 Except this Paul had no eyes. 

 I stifled a scream with my hand, not wanting to wake him up. ñOh god, 

Dreaméò I whispered, looking at the raw eye-holes. ñIs this for real?ò 

 ñIôm afraid so,ò he replied. ñBut it may be undone. I do not normally allow 

such drastic alterations to Reality, but this harm was done by a power that belongs 

only in dreams.ò 

 I breathed a sigh of relief. ñSo youôre going to fix it, then?ò 

 ñI cannot, in my current state. I will not have the power to alter Reality until 

the Dreamstone is returned to me.ò 

 ñThe Corinthian was not in Paulôs dream.ò 

 ñNo.ò He looked around. ñHe is in someone elseôs. Rose, follow me and 

stay close. Something is very much amiss here.ò 

 ñYou mean like something mysterious keeping everyone in this building 

asleep?ò 

 He fixed me with an inscrutable look. ñYou knew.ò 

 ñYeah,ò I said. ñWanda, my best friend, is asleep next door. Sheôs got 

somebody looking after her.ò 

 

I knocked on Wandaôs door. Thessaly answered, opening the door slightly. ñWhat 

are you doing back here, Rose?ò she intoned at me. There was a small cut above 

her eyebrow that wasnôt there before. 

 ñWe need in,ò I answered. 

 ñWe?ò She unhooked the chain and opened the door a bit more, enough to 

see Dream of the Endless standing beside me.  

And for him to see her. He stiffened. 

Her lips pursed a miniscule amount, and her already-granite face somehow 

got a little harder. ñDream King,ò she said. 

 ñThessaly,ò he said. 
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 There was a moment of frozen silence. Then Thessaly turned around 

abruptly and retreated within. I gave a quick look to Dream, wondering what that 

was about, but then I withdrew even the mental question. I went inside. 

 It was dark, but Thessaly was lighting a candle. 

 On the floor of the apartment, just past the threshold, were rusty-colored 

lines and alchemical-looking symbols like what was tattooed on Johnôs back. 

 It had the appearance of paint, and smelled terrible. Acrid, sour, metallic - 

like a used tampon. Definitely blood. I would have wondered where it came from, 

but then I caught a whiff of musty barnyard-animal scent, and noticed in the dim 

candlelight the carcass of a black baby sheep in the corner, a gaping slit yawning in 

its throat. It was slumped over a big silver bowl. 

 I shivered and looked away. 

 Thessaly seemed to notice, even though her back was turned to me. ñI had 

trouble finding a black lamb on such short notice, here in the city. I had to order it 

from an exotic pet shop,ò she said. She turned around, and I could see that the lap 

of her skirt was stained with blood. She held the lit match in her hand - it lit up the 

lenses of her big, round glasses with an orange glow, so you couldnôt see her eyes. 

ñItôs been too long since Iôve needed to sacrifice anything larger than a rabbit.ò 

 ñYou are hurt,ò Dream observed. 

Thessaly nodded, fingering the cut above her eyebrow and checking her 

finger to see if the blood was still wet. ñThe little lamb gave me blood for blood. It 

taught me a lesson.ò 

 ñWhatôs that?ò I asked. 

 She blew out the match, and tossed it in a small trash can - or, as the people 

said there, in the órubbish binô. ñNothing is harmless," she said. ñNothing is too 

small, or cute, or sweet to be dangerous.ò And then back to me. ñOn that note, 

Rose: I hope you donôt mind that I let myself into your apartment. Wanda had a 

key.ò 

 ñUhé okay. What for? Did you need something?ò 

 ñYes,ò she answered. ñMoonblood. Wanda cannot produce any, and I have 

not menstruated for a long time. It is fortuitous that the remains of your last menses 

could still be salvaged.ò 

 I just kinda stood there. I just couldnôté yeah. 

Her attention turned to Dream.  ñSo. How are you,ò asked Thessaly, 

indicating no actual curiosity whatsoever. 
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 ñPerfectly satisfactory.ò 

 ñYou look terrible.ò 

 ñThank you. You, for your part, look much as I remember.ò  

 Wanda was still on the couch, in her underclothes. Asleep, eyes intact. 

 ñAs you can see she is perfectly safe,ò said Thessaly. 

 ñIndeed,ò said Morpheus. ñYou have used the sealing ward of the Weird 

Sisters. How did you manage that?ò 

 ñIt seemed appropriate,ò answered Thessaly. ñThey are bound to protect 

women.ò 

 ñBut they agreed that you were protecting a woman?ò 

 I turned on him. ñShe IS a woman,ò I said. 

 ñGods are rigidly traditional,ò explained Thessaly. ñEspecially the old ones.ò 

She aimed her big, round glasses at Dream. ñThere was considerable disagreement. 

But I forced the issue.ò 

 ñI would expect no less,ò said Dream. ñYet even I would tread carefully with 

the Triple Goddess.ò 

 ñAs well you should,ò said Thessaly, ñconsidering your history with actual, 

real women.ò 

 ñIs there something you wish to discuss with me, Thessaly?ò 

 ñNo. I wish for nothing at all. I made a deal with the Three - I bought a little 

more life é maybe a couple of thousand years. Every little bit helps. And they 

agreed to settle some old scores. There is now nothing you could give me that I 

would want.ò 

 ñVery well then.ò Morpheus stepped toward the couch, but stopped short of 

a particular blood-painted line. ñI cannot cross the borders of the inner circle.ò 

 ñNo. You cannot. And I donôt see why you would want to. Did you not just 

escape from spending a few days and nights in a circle like that?ò 

 ñIs that meant to be funny?ò 

 ñIôm afraid not. I donôt tell jokes. I never quite got the hang of it.ò 

 ñWhy have you done this?ò 

 ñI suppose you think I just did it to offend you.ò 

 ñThat does seem likely, yes.ò 

 ñAnd why would I want to do that?ò 

 Dreamôs face took on a miserable look. He turned away, bowing his head, 

eye-pools toward the floor.ñIé I did not intend to hurt you.ò 
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 ñAnd what if you did not? Intent and outcome are so rarely coincident.ò 

 ñI too have entities aligned against me, with scores to settle. Now that I am 

without my tools and my power, it is the perfect time for them to move against me.ò 

 ñSo you were trying to protect me? Now who is making jokes. You cannot 

even protect yourself.ò Thessaly paused for a moment. ñSorry. That wasnôt fair,ò 

she said flatly. 

 ñI notice you did nothing to facilitate my escape.ò 

 ñAnd risk my own dearly-bought - but still ultimately limited - lifespan, to 

save your Endless oneé with my vulnerable physical body, rather than your 

highly mutable form. You have a strange way of caring for my safety.ò 

 ñThis,ò I said, gesturing vaguely at the two of them, ñis all very interesting, 

really. But you think maybe you can put a pin in it for now?ò 

 There was a total lack of verbal or physical response from these guys, other 

than looking at me with completely blank, unemotional faces.  

Watching two immortal beings fumble at the basics of human interaction, 

and utterly fail to connect with each other on any level, made me think: maybe 

with great poweré comes great disability. 

 Finally, after an excruciating minute, Thessaly said: ñWhat are you waiting 

for.ò 

 This came from left-field, and caught me completely off-guard. ñWait, 

what? What am I supposed to do?ò 

 ñA very strange question,ò Thessaly informed me. ñAccording to whom? 

There is nothing you are ósupposedô to do, Rose. But you MAY do as you like. 

You absorbed a great deal of the Dreamstoneôs power before it was taken. And I 

did not set up the protection circle in such a way as to keep you out of it.ò 

 Dreamôs head turned abruptly, to fix her with a hard look. ñSo that was your 

plan.ò 

 Thessaly frowned at him. ñI have no plan,ò she asserted. ñBut it would not 

make me unhappy to see a female incarnation of Dream on the throne. It would 

certainly provide a different point-of-view, to say the least.ò 

 Dreamôs face became very angry. It looked like he was struggling to contain 

himself. ñI take it you will not be returning to The Dreaming, then.ò 

 ñNo. I will not. Not even if you were to ask me. Which I know you wonôt.ò 

 ñMy love for you is real, Thessaly.ò 

 ñI do not doubt that. And once, long ago, it was burning and all-consuming.ò 
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 ñ...But you have decided you no longer love ME.ò 

 Thessaly stepped within the circle he could not enter, pointedly... and folded 

her hands in front of her dress, primly. ñI do not believe I ever loved you,ò she 

said, from within the safety of the circle. ñI simply reflected your love, as the cold 

light of the moon reflects the light of the sun.ò 

ñI see. As you will, then.ò His entire form began to fade into hazy shadow, 

leaving only his deep-throated and echoing words behind: ñMay your gods be with 

you.ò 

 ñOh, they will be,ò affirmed Thessaly. ñThereôs never been any doubt of 

THAT.ò 

 Suddenly, everything made of glass or shatterable material, well, 

SHATTERED, flying everywhere. 

 ñHow childish,ò said Thessaly, narrowing her eyes. ñTch. Men.ò 

 I knelt down next to Wanda, glad that none of the glass had fallen on her - 

maybe it couldnôt, because of the protection circle. I still didnôt know what I was 

doing, but I wanted to save her. So I closed my eyes, and tried to will myself into 

her dreamé 

 

And without any perceivable transition, I felt something change in the space 

around me. 

 It felt like I was falling. But I was not falling. I was walking. 

 It was dark. Something was around me. Multiple somethings. There was 

wind, and the sound of it flapping against dense and heavy fabric that was blocking 

the wind from reaching me. There was the smell of old dust, the particles tickling 

and getting up my nose; and into my eyes to make them water; and down my 

throat, making it dry and scratchy... like it always does when Iôm sitting in the 

audience of a theatre (especially during the quiet parts - itôs never during the swell 

of the orchestra that I feel like coughing my stupid head off. Itôs ALWAYS during 

some tender moment of dialogue, when it is the most conspicuous; when everyone 

who is enraptured in the performance directs their righteous anger upon you, and 

even you wish you could turn and shush yourself). 

 I reached out my hands, pulling aside what were definitely fuzzy velvet 

curtains. They brushed against me as I passed, and they fell together again behind 

me. I was beginning to see the light getting through. The curtains became lighter, 

more flimsy, like cheap window-drapes, and then like the loose weave of gauze 
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bandages. I pushed my way through, feeling them rend and tear in my hands. And 

then the final curtains parted, and I found that I was in a completely new place. 

 I was on some kind of mountain path. Right in front of me was a creature, 

about the size of a small child. But it wasn't a child at all - it was a rodent. Not a 

mouse, I thought - a shrew. A shrew with its hands - paws? - in the pockets of its 

trenchcoat, and wearing one of those fedora hats, like in the old black-and-white 

detective movies. 

 ñOh. Itôs you,ò said the shrew, in the kind of nasal voice that you somehow 

expect from a talking rodent. ñWell you sure took your time getting here, didnôt 

you?ò 

 The world of curtains behind me were gone. Now there were just crystalline 

mountain ranges everywhere, lit with the light of a rainbow sky, as puffs of pink 

and blue and purple clouds drifted overhead like torn-off wisps of cotton candy.  

 I was taken aback. And as I straightened, I felt the clank of metal around me. 

I looked down at myself, and realized that I was wearing armor, made of very 

shiny plates of rose-gold. Like a knight. The armor on my arms and legs were 

fastened around gloves and boots of hard brown leather, and there was a thick plate 

covering the half of my chest that contained my heart.  

I was wearing some sort of a collared tunic as well, made of cream-colored 

silk, with embroidery around the edges depicting thorny roses. 

 And at my side hung a sword, its pommel shaped like a rose bloom.  

Swords are phallic symbols, I thought. Paul, if he was here, would say 

something about that - heôd say if I was dreaming about having a sword, then what 

I was REALLY dreaming about was having a penis or some shité and thatôs to 

say nothing about the complexes implied by the literal suit of shiny knightôs armor 

around me, customized with my namesake flower, which probably indicated some 

deeply personal symbolic meaning... 

Gah! He had me doing it now! I really needed to get that guy and his stupid 

Freudianisms out of my head! 

I shivered, all of a sudden remembering Paulôs eyeless face.  

Now that I was in a dream, it felt like real-life was the dream that I could 

only remember in fuzzy snatches. 

Ha! Fuzzy snatches... 
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Okay, Iôll stop. Jeez is it hard to get your mind out of the gutter once itôs 

rolled in thereé but since it looks like Desireôs loving this, Iôm gonna put a hard 

stop to it right now.  

Hard. 

 Ahem. Anyway. The shrew in the trenchcoat walked toward me. It reached 

inside its trenchcoat, and dug out a very large pink jewel, like rose quartz, set in a 

disc of spun silver filigree and hanging from a golden chain. ñHere,ò it said, 

offering it to me. ñAnô be sure you donôt lose it. Itôs the stone of the 

Hieromanceré the Hierolite. The thing weôve been searching for all this time. 

What so many have given their lives for.ò 

 I gazed at the shrew, trying to remember. Finally, it came to me. 

ñWilkinson?ò I asked. 

 ñOf course,ò she answered. Yes, it was a she - even though there wasnôt 

anything particularly feminine about the shrewôs voice or mannerisms.  

Ever since I saw a production of Taming of the Shrew, Iôd gotten it into my 

head that óshrewô was just a totally not-offensive word for ófemaleô.  

So when Hob pointed out a doll during one of our shopping trips that he 

thought looked more like a shrew than a mouse, I asked him to buy it for me - I 

wasnôt going to pass up an opportunity to adopt a lonely girl doll and give her a 

home.  

Of course, Hob was confused when I proceeded to name her óWilkinsonô, 

and insisted that this was both her first name AND her surname. 

 Wilkinson had a label stuck in the ribbon-band of her fedora, which said 

óPress.ô In the real-life waking world, Wilkinson was just a plain and naked shrew 

doll, without fancy clothes or hats - but in my head she was an intrepid reporter, 

like Lois Lane, or like those Girl Friday types that Iôd seen in old movies played 

late at night on TV (all of them based on Lois Lane), when I was refusing to sleep.  

 Wilkinson cleared her throat peremptorily. I took the jewel necklace. There 

was something about it that seemed familiar, too - there was a steady but faint 

pulse of power within it, like a tiny heartbeat. I felt like I was holding and gazing at 

a faded version of the Ruby Dreamstone. 

 ñWe must get the Hierolite to Princess Barbie,ò said Wilkinson. ñLetôs get 

moving, Porpentine.ò 

 ñPorpentine? Whatôs that?ò 

 ñItôs what you are.ò 



188 

 ñWhich is?ò 

 ñWell, you know. The spiny, prickly thing. With the quills.ò 

 ñI donôt have any quills.ò 

 ñMm, I forgot. You types are sensitive óbout your physical attributes. Forget 

I said anything.ò 

 ñIôm human.ò 

 ñIs that what you like to be called? I didnôt mean any offense lady, honest - 

itôs just that around here, we call things like you Porpentines.ò 

 ñAnd where is óhereô?ò 

 ñDid you bump your head on the way in? Come on, youôve been here 

before. Itôs The Land.ò 

 ñThe Land ofé?ò 

 ñJusté The Land. Oh boy. This is going to be slow going, isnôt it Miss 

Porpentine?ò 

 ñCould you maybe not call me Porpentine? My name is Rose.ò 

 Wilkinson sighed, shaking her head. ñSuit yourself. No matter how many of 

óem I meet, I just canôt get used to creatures running óround in clothes, and talking 

like they was people.ò Wilkinson stuck her paw-hands back in her trenchcoat, 

turned around and started walking off on little rodent feet down the mountain path. 

 I followed for a bit, taking in the scenery and thinking. ñ... Is this óPrincess 

Barbieô a Porpentine?ò I ventured to ask, wondering if all humans were seen as 

animals in this world. 

 ñOh no, not at all. Sheôs a very beautiful, very kind-hearted princess.ò 

 Well so much for that theory. 

But then a din of crunching and clanking sounds assaulted our eardrums, 

accompanied by loud and plaintive roaring. Wilkinson dove into a bush off the side 

of the path, which hid her completely; I crouched down and moved awkwardly 

behind it, even though it seemed like poor covering for me. ñWhat is it?ò I 

whispered. 

ñMartin Tenbones,ò she answered. ñHeôs in trouble. The Black Guards of 

The Cuckoo have found him.ò 

Martin Tenbones. My fluffy, golden-haired dog plushie. 

Down the mountainside there was a valley plain - the grass grew in squares 

of light and dark, like a game board. Standing within one of these squares was 




