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AAwakeni ngo

| 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 | 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 existemmeis it as old
as life or Death, for things had a chancelive and die before they had a chance
to Dream.

But Dream i s not a name: Itdés a job

And now, as | stand in Destinyds Gar
given to me, | realize the true extent of my role and the responsibilitiestherei
It is a heavy tome, though perhaps lighter than one might expect, if they considered
the unfathomable magnitude of the bookod

A heavy burden indeed.

What must | do?

The question haunts me. I have awake
had ahand in bringing this about. So too did many countless others. Will | be a
just ruler, with the knowledge of what has come before? Shall | take this new clean
slate that has been granted to me as an opportunity, to create a better Dream than
my predecessar

| have the rest of eternity to figure it out, that | know. | 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 b 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.



Weary from the weigldf my own thoughts, | 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 theréaching dunes of The
Dreamingbdés shifting zones.

And t hus, | | &adenidftany owneal®.t i ny 0

Thehippogriff, wyvern, and gryphon guarding the castle gates welcomed me with
the traditional pleasantries. | pushed through the doors of horn and ivory, which
let in true dreams and lies respectively. | wondered, brieflyghvbne 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@e cathedralike main hall, | 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 abandorieft,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. Moreovéhese were complete editions, with as
many different versions as authors who contemplated a given story. This means
each reader or | istenerds version was I
ORobin Hoodd6é differs fr,anhalltare ecludedi @ who f
the book of that name. Each book, therefore, was its own universe, its own Reality,
with all the evetbranching possibilities contained within.

This is why | was certain of one thing: the book, which erstwhile belonged to
Destiny,belonged in the Library.

On my way | 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 | knswws
usual behavior for him, as | had never technically heard his complaints before,
with my own earsy e t | remembered. |l t6s very st
own f at her-bsspposelmould likendt to having read a private diary,
written in exhaustively vivid detail).
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He was complaining to Nuala, aifa with messy, dubrown 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 | assshe 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.
Al tell ya, t grevledteervoice enaadatifipmthe guy , 0
pumpkinrhead, around the stogie cigar that was epe¥sently hanging from his
carved mouth. The smoke of the cigar wafted out of his nose and eyéiHolesg e t
smashed ta bits, and the first thing he does is put me back ta work. No rest for old

Mervyn, no sir! |l t 6s al |l OFi x the cast/
redecoratindé the place is al/l It takes
daddy i ssues, thatodés fer sure.o

AYou may be r i g-lndatthMaviernvymbruptly stdpped a i d
moving. His pumpkimead turned on the stick that served as his body, until he
faced me with a worried expression.

AUhhhé wel | hihgsaid, the eamwes mouth aml syksoshifting
to produce aforcedsmil@&. You knowki ddaedojusght? Mayhb
know that, ki d, but |1 6m a kidder. Me an
ti me. |t was just one of those things,
nut hi no. Knew how ta take a joke, that g
AThat ies m™etr vtymy o0 | countered. AnMy f
ki dder , nor did he find your behavior o

APl ease f or gi v éNuahjtrembling, beseechedL or d, 0

| realized, then, that they were terrified of me. They knew not whether | was
like my father, cold and taciturn, and given to fits of temper. | smiled at them,
reassuringly. fAThere is nothing to forg
fine with me. 0
Most gr aci ou sadMeryymwnconvirecgde st y, O
And i f giveyod badk torthe task for which you were created, what
would you be?0 | asked. AWould you pref
certainly grant you this freedom, if yo

Mervyn startledi No! Forget | said anything.
Sometmes | just say stuff. Wel p, | ook at
thereds a castle to be r esMeoynenddequited c h a

A
A



5

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. | doubted that | had succeeded in
setting his mind at ease. He still believed that | would unmake hiwgrse.

AAnd you, Nuala,o | said to her, and
shoes when | directed my attention to h
glamour. | wouldndét mind. o

AYeah me chockledtMereyn dakly, his carved grin widegiand
his painting slowingtoacrawi So how o6bout iit, Toots? Y
beind all hot and curvaceous?Oo0

Nuala frownedii | 6 d r agshéreplied.not , 0

|l nodded. AAs you will,o I said, and

Change. That word echoed and res@ubin my mind. That was what none
of us could contend with very well, and what ultimately caused much of our pain.
As | was ruminating on the subject of change, almost stepping into the Library
(outside of which hung a ondibforanythe@ di ng
| ost or f-signedd’hewibraribn, Luden) Mervyn stopped painting
once more.

NnSay, h8wsuwed, @alling outto me from the other side of the hall,
owhat 6s that book you got there?o0

Nuala swatted his pumpkimead wih her cleaningag.i Qui etshe you! 0
squeakedi | t 6s cl early nothing he wants to s

I regarded the t ome, |Iskenonpasdndcarthot N T hi

share it with you. o
Both of their faces fell in wideyed, opermouthed astonishmeri Re al | vy,
Dream Lor d? Questionechbuala. it ?0
AYes, 0 | said, honestly a bit puzzle
AWel |, |l dunno, but yer deadMewyned da

AHe thought he was so much moétetbli akeuns
regul ar joes wer e wor tpbcud, mumbgumbdsedreh o n a
stuff. And pretty much EVERYTHI NG t hat
s 0 me r Bleawmopaused, momentarif.Say, you dondét mind
smack aboutye daddy, do ya? | towhnoo. Ioi ke yol
| halfway-smiled at that. His statement was both true and untrue; | was
beginning to see the reason my father avoided explaining anything to Mervyn. It
promised to be an endlesand ultimately, fruiess- endeavor.



AAnd 1 f ya d-0 mind, | 6m only

AKi dding. Yes, | know. o | reflected
i nside the book, Mervyn?o

Mervyn didndot speak i mmedi alkel vy. He
greenglovedhandsii Yy eah. Sure. o

| placed it in his grasp, and he stumbled forward from the weight of it. He
opened the front c oeadbhegaatoshake,thih en hi s p
expressions changing rapidly, cycling through many different emotions. In only a
few moments, the pumpkirefitwas already cracking, deforming.

A black, winged shape darted between us, snatching up the bodlightid
and dropping it upon the marble floor. Matthew the Raven alighted on the floor
next to it, breathing hardd You bl at hhecawedgrfielal ioz é oyou ali
brains in that hollow head of yowrm e ver asked t-lb@comean'ar d f
Youbre lucky | came |li mawmern ,| tdied,e oalb ¢
could do, except maybe scoop up the splatter and make pumpkin pigdouti t ! 0

Nuala knelt WBHiwWeMewynyndWWhasi hh@appened?!

Mervin held his pumpkthead with his spindly wooden hand, sweat
glistening from the orange vegetable flesh. He was shaking still, but not as he was
beforeil t hi nk | OmerapgdinfC@a,n Yowt ud on yer
just one more time aodébfore | go?0

A Ab s ol said Bdalg, indhat instant transforming into a tall, buxom
blonde in a flowing green dress adorned with flowers.

Mervyn sighed, laying his pumpknead upon her bosom.Ah h, t hat 0s
better. You know, |l think | just might

Nual a, realizing shedd been had, mad
back to her true self. Without thepport of her voluptuous chest, his pumpkin
head fell into her lap, and then slid off onto the floor.

A O wsaid Mervyn, into the marble tile.
Al apol ogize, Mervyn,o | said.
upon you. O

Mervynbés head turné@osséedmdr g ouoj ua
apol ogize? Ta me?0

A tall man with spectacles and pointed ears emerged from behind the
Librarydoors.i To b e e x p e c taathe LibkaGam whokername avaso

di

N
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Lucien.n Ou r ¢ a snan isenot lecuippédyto handle the informational overload
that often occurs when one tries to rea
AWhat type iaskedtMerayn, rising with & droaro
AOf the type that rsadLludes, steppingtngthe c a st
book and stooping to pick it up. | placed a hand on his arm.
AWait, Lucien, o0 | asked. Al promised
and | wish to honor that promise. Howev
Mervyn grinnedi B oy h owownders Mgvel cease?! First the
apol ogi zino, now the Boss is gonna read
Matthew the Raven flew up to my shoulder, and peered at me quizzically.
AnAre you for real, Boss?0
AYes, |l am completely in earnest, o |

AJust not uskregded Matthew,tbefaresscreainihg,incthis sharp
ravenvoice:n 6 EY! Gat her around everybody, it:¢

A EDid suhs 0 me o n e s a \saidsatlow ang hervoue ice behind
me. It was Abel, the first murder vitti Or the Dreanversion 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
AMEEP! 06 when it saw me. almosarespondadlyr r as s e
crying out ADOGGI E! 6, which was what I
grew up and learned that this was not at all the correct term.

AGol die, 06 | said fondly. That was hi
cradled him,ashenuzzzd contentedly against the w
mi ssed you. O

A Ok ay, badMatthewtthe Raven, hopping on my shoulder to turn
himself about and face the other directianl can t el | when | 6 m
once the cool pet, back when Nddeus was Boss. But, you know how it is
n e v er rAle flew bffobut he did not get fafor he alighted on the outstretched
arm of a woman.

AMot her?0 | said, hesitantly.

The woman, whose hair was dyed an unnatural red, streaked with an equally
unnaturl blonde collected in a single stripe on one side, looked at me and smiled.

Her eyes, the color of emeralds, sparkigdde | | o, Dani el . 0



2

AFamily Reuniono

| must say, | was intimidated by the sudden presence btimgnmother.
The Vortex. That is wat 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?
| asked the question aloud of her, and she laughed aiittto u 6 r e my s

she answeredi!| wanted to see how you were doi
AAnd how has this come to pass?0o0
AHow am | i n The Dreaming? |1 0m asl ee
A | meant in the o&asThe. DFreamhagveéery
Al Ove been here before. I remembered
ARSo you werendét caught i n the Realit
ANot hing happened. Literally, nothin
Al dondét foll ow. O
She sighed, making herself comfortable on a bit of rubble. She wasdlo

I n something resembling my fatherods cl o

her in the manner of a toga, with no discernable ties or clasps. It stayed in place
where she wanted, and for that | am gratefidr while | am not terribly prudish
abou 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.

l dl'y stroking Matthewbdés glossy Dbl ack
herselfAi You know how, in a dream, you can \
and on the other si dsghebeganiaY otuo tdaolnloyt driefaf
how abnormal it is for your childhood home and your highschool to be in the same

buil ding; but you go with it, because e
always been that way. Then you wake up, and you remember: thoskbes p
were MILES away from each ot her. Hel | ,

anymore by the time you started highsch
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moments after the transition $®happened,

paused, her expressionrtaninggn Nobody el se did, though.
this case, it was the other way around: the dream was real, and the- tbalibne
| remembered, anywaywa s not . |t was |l i ke it never

Al see. Does t hi s hav dhatavasyrietyinryaur t o d
possession?o
My mot her shrugged. ANnBeats me. So, a
The other servants of The Dreaming were gathering around me, figuring out
their seating arrangements.
Nuala had found a broken chair whickmained 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 scareelike/arms and patting his
lap to indicate where he desired her to sit. Taking someamsand from its
pouch, | willed it to form a plusbhushioned 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 dyaes.
| summoned a marble bench from the upstairs balcony for myself, and set
Gol di e the gargoyle beside me. He chirpg
hurt. | opened up the enormous book.
| heard the scrapig of furniture legs against the marble tile, before | saw
Abel pushing the tattered and dirty sofa toward us. He stopped, mopping the sweat
from his brow, breathing hardi4d 6 m ahe ad y,h Drhestammeredr d, 0
ADoes that sof auset ol anGureddgueienswhwoh e H
seemed perfectly contented to stand.
A Yyes. Wuhwhy doyouasktL uci en? 0
AWhy did you bring it all the way he
fashioning something suitable for you. O
Al t-©@emfcor t a b-Where myi bbrétler Cainthel | s me st or i
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 sl@nvS U R P R IheSyElled)
leaping to his feet atop the sofa frame.
Abel startled backward and landed on his rumpgCain! What are yyou
doing here?o
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Cain lowered his arms and narrowed hiseye®i dndét want t o i |
this gathering of yours, did w@ Wanted to keep it your little SECRET, eh little
brother ?0

A S eShcret? ANh 0 Ingisted Abel, scuttling backward and raising an arm
protectively, as Cain stepped down off the sofa.

AThen why ar e yasked@ainrominodsly. br ot her ?0

A Yyour f-fists € -t they or e cl| enenargtd ol ihkshidy@d owu
Abel, flinching.

AYoudre not really gadimymotherofrodming t hi m
with disapproval at Cain.

Cain noticed her, and relaxed. He took herhadind. dondét bel i eve
properlymade your acquaintance, Lady....?0
N R o sslkee,aswered, still looking at him warily, and clearly considering
yanking her hand out of hisgraspRos e Wal ker . | 6dm Dani el O
AThe mother of our illustrious Dream

Cain, purveyor of Penny Dreadfuls, shilling shockers, Blood and Thunders and
fustr at e ni ght mares. And gasoothedstatiermgt wor r
blubbery, haHwit brother of mine- | kill him quite frequently, and he always
recoversd

| was growing impatient with these social proceedings, and eager to
commence with the stoff.N o w , I T  ever ylomllstartiatsthequi t e s
beginningo

fAiTerrible place to start,ord,0 objected Cain

AWhat do you mean by that?

iBecause whatever it is youdre i1nclin
put to better use as a secasserteqCainno be he
ATherefore, wherever 1t 1Is you think vyo

"l do not remember asking for your advice, Cain. Are you going to be telling
this story, or should 1?"
Al would be glad to, if you would but grant me the hodeaid Cain,
walking toward mevith hand outstretched to receive the book.
Abel put a hand on hi sfiiBrontblterbaush sl e
Brother, this is not a ruhegular ttype of book. It nearly destroyed-Mer vy n. 0
Cain forcefully ripped his sleeve awdy.T h e n e r comparin@ meytm u ,
anempttheaded | ummox | i ke that!o
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0 E grieddMervyn Pumpkinheaé.1 6 m si tt i nd ri ght her
Yes.. and the only mystery concerni
| ac k oshid Gaim nastily.0

AHmMph! Say goodbyye kt @ar mal ndlgriynbléadr a py aw
Mervyn.i Next ti me you see a nice fluffy cl
you should give some thought as ta who

Cain returned his attention to me.| beseech you, Lord, |
at the actuldbeginning. Do not be tempted to flatter our present company by telling
the tale of muaninéeghrdehaodwhat tragpspired after their
evictiono

fls that your concern? No, Cain, fear ndthad no intention of reaching
t hat far back. 0o

fAAh . Uh . . . @alnsat dpwint lookiry strang@ly disappointed.
Abel was getting comfortable next to him, munching on popcorn fromanced
white cartoni Wh er e di d heaskedget t hat ?0

Al whkaese ki ng it i nsadAbel, ad tipeed theucarton ons , 0
towardhimi Do y owa mwtu hs o me ? 0

Cain made a contorted fac@.Y o u 6 r e dsaid Cauwn.Heeaned) , 0
towardmy mother Rose, shielding his mouth conspiratorially but speaking loud
enoughforalltoheai The st ate of |ldimsnibatlome@eomo. g
there are things crusted on his sink that have not simply developed intelligent life,

) B 1]

but have, in al/l probability by now, ev
Everyone was finally settled¢p andald
opening the book to the proper place. f

-Dani el-6s Tal e

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 endinghem.

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 staar@] 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 @re mor
than gods; and | i ke the gardends perpet

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 De s-tyauwilydream, desgdail, desirg, slestroy, 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, buthbdsee
spied his eyes of milky white believe him to be blind; whilst others, perhaps with
more reason, <c¢claim that he has travelle
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, perhapssthe who is chained to the booik 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 takelsim into his dwelling, a place of corridors and halls.

The lifesized, gitf r amed paintings hanging 1in t
show his brothers and sisters as they might wish to be seen by the viewer at any
given moment (although the wish and tiieg are so close in the realm of the
Endless that you cannot get a tiiladed knife between them).

ASi st e rhe dade aldrdssing 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, Mervghe is, after all, my elder sister).

Under her black widdrimmed 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, ad lock the universe behind her when she leaves.

Alt i s |, Desti ny o DestinhamnolihpedilCe® sne, owh

Death stepped forth, her form morphing outward from the painted figure.
Stepping past the frame of gilt gold, her long, blacledag heels clicked daintily
upon the marble floor. She fluffed out her short skirt of black tulle, and smiled
brightly at our brother.

AHI ya, bi g br ehebaarDestinyhathdr postedlyp ? 0
compared her to the more sophisticated image of thagipg.1 Aw, c o6 mon, d-c
y o u e v ewarned Death,tfussing with the boutonniere made of a brown, dry,
wilted flower pinned to her hair, which was a mess of gpldsii You know how

much | hate wearing this st utftofgetaNext Vyo
scytheéo
AVery wel | . Héemoved orstatheipanting ef 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, thais 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 paleam, whose normally wild hair was currently
corralled within the bounds of a tricotnat. 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 stapsupporting his rakéhin frame.
At his waist was a pouch of sand in place of a-gnirse, and painted at his feet
was the impression of a strangielmet, made from the skull of a dead god.

ABr ot her Dr eam, tsaickDedtiyimi § Pesdnulst meet

ABrother, | too am fond of ceremony,
the painted figure of Morpheus mouthed. He stepped out past the gilt frame as his
sister had done, though more el egantl y.
thecentues since our | ast family meeting. o

well . You have dressed formally al so, I
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wild dark hairs that were coming | oose
compl i ment sonded nibst ematurelyrbe sigking 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 poddag 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 escagem.

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 posdessok is
everything you have ever wanted.

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

Instead, Desire chose to present themselves as outrageously as possible. It
was, after all, amongst siblings.

The figure in the portrait waan androgynous figure in pastel frills and an
extravagant brocade vest, astride a white horse. Desiretheldriding crop
teasingly, a sly smile playing across red full lips, underneath the brim oflaéatiop
turned coyly downward over one tayweyethe 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 chaslity
codpiece. Desire smelled of sweat, late nights, sour witesp perfume,mal
leather. Theyast two shadowoneblack and shargedged, the other translucent
and wavering like a heat haze.

AA family me e tdrawled Desgehlanfuersusiyiihy R @ e w

you want ed TheynoddedvowarcbDmeaniidnd | ikmewgi ne he
t he moment that you dreamed it wup. But

Il f you have ever seen a painting by
have a gener al i dea of wlexadptslizevaspmade,r 6 s |

and rather corpulent. The haiihat 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
shake. Her cold and clammy bare feet, with its long and yellowed toenails, slapped
the floor. Despair puétd 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 raeing. Long tusks jutted out from her wide,
downturned mouth, the thick grey lips obscuring rows of tiny, sharp teeth.

ADestiny will t el Ispoke®espal, amtittleimorethans o w
awhisperi He wonodt be rushed. 0

Desire regarded the maam hall with undisguised disapprovalH mp h . | 61
say-he only r edecor deseestherlooked Pest®yOup ang e ar s . ¢
down, and sighed dramaticalli.And st i |l |l with the basic

AWhat 1 s | osaidDespainméVet have? & héer ehest dom

The final painting was of a strawberbjonde 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 diffiére

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

l deas cloaked in the semblance of f1l esh
relationship to that of any body she wears.
Al | osT soMe ti Me onCele iyThus |ao OMa yfso F

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 @f . M, HI . | t 6S,
ME. O

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 awmg 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 mismatcmeda vivid green,
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one veinrblue and filled with flecks oflser, which swam about like a school of
fish.

Who knows what Delirium sees, through her mismatched eyes?

Al sndT i T NICE...aLL Of uS.. sheoGEThe
murmured to herself, in an almost siesgngy manner.

AHow you dskedDéath. Si s ?0

Delirium chewed on her hair and fiddled with her clothinigwe | L , uH. . .
yesTer Day | di D soMe BAD sTuf F. I mEa N
brightened. ABUT! TODAY Then,thar &ebsowsteit GOOL
togetherii | d o n 6 $he kdmiked)ireinbling. She glanced at Despair
sidelongi Y OU k Nomapairmodded 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 cahw@ppiece of
driftwood.

ANow that we are all assembl edéo beg
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 rjotrbeg
them.

Al ki nda hoped he dadDeatlt, badynged hi s mir

Al ml S SmdaneiBebrium.

AWe ALL miss him,0 said Despair, i n

Al d cefutéd Dedre

A Hu sshid Oestinyi He has made hi <glear.betus,nt i ons
who stil]l consider ourselves family, go

A Y e &dreed Delirium wholeheartedly, as she and the others followed
DestinyAiLi Ke. . . | meT this guyY i N thi$S cluB

dOmM T kNow whelRel iirTi wmaSswotting Deat hds
boutonniere, which she snatched off and made glow in rainbow colors as they
walkedi HE wWANteD to KISS mEé bUT | doNO6T |
diD thiS StufF tO hIM So hE oNly SaW coLoRs. REaReTty colOrS
t h OU G e dower in her hand transformed into two butterflies and flew off.
n . . preTTy. | jJ Ust maDe buTter FIl i Es! L C
di D. .. buTtErflleseéeo

The Endless siblings weled to a seversided dining table, ladewith fruit
and lit with candles. Grey apparitions floated about as servers, pulling out chairs



17

and placing cupsylates and bowlspon the table. The Endless, save for the
exception of Destiny who remained standing, took their seats.
And then there was sihce.

AWel | é her ennouncedDedth, asrareicelireaker.

Delirium fidgeted and squirmed in hercharUh h. Ye S. He Re We
Ummé SoMeTi Mes | FoRgeT whaT | WwWAs goln

At | ast , Destiny spoke. Al suppose Yy
al | here. o

A Y e sajd @ream, whose impatience was clear despite only meaning to
sound neutral.

APartially, it concer ns sadbDestinwfaB/uma r d
in truth, all of The Endless have begun to tilt toward their most negative extremes.
This cannot | ast, or there wil!/l be seve
serve.o

Al s er v eontended Dasie, 0

AY o u indisted Destinyii R e me mis:ave of thehEndless are the
servants of the livingwe 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 willdAmou- 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 comdestingpapsadd But® none of yaucin@are cap
the shift that needs to occur. At least, not of your own volition. Something

i mportant wil | happené something that s
change and upheaval .o
AAnd what | S dskedDespsio met hi ng?o0

AThi s meet i n,daking a seatiatdastDrbaesothér siblings waited
a moment for him to continue; but when it became apparent that he had no such
intention, they exchanged confused glances.

AYou must explain this further, o sai

ANo, 0 answered Diesstalnly.,0o fl atly. @ATha
Desire cocked an eyebrow as their red lips sipped from a glass offwiké. |
you KNOW, or all youoll SAY?0

Al have brought you al/l here. The re
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As another awkward, perturbed silence took hold, Dream stood up abruptly.

AThi sl ish.folo have duties to attend to.
AThat wil |saidDestinfi&Zegpemw, 0

AAw, co6mon, hangurgadDeathi it Der baehi tehe
since we were all togethewe MUST have t hingBreameatt al k
badk down stiffly, arms crossed. Death picked a grape from a cluster, and offered
ttohmAHave a grape. o

Al do not want a grape. o
Desiregrinnedil coul d MAKE yDveamseawtedi | a agnr a p €
Desi r e, camnuedDeswetpgPessingthepoitThat i s what |

things WANREItihiirugmd.so butterflies fl ew p:
both of them. One of the butterflies darted with purpose toward a candle on the
table, with the other following in pursuit. Wh e r e kaidiDeirte,dnha,low
voice,it hi ngs want, need, | ove, drawn to t
fl ame. 0O

A Mo t bogectéd Despair, past her hand miserably clawing at her face.

As Desirebs twin, she-fawhereveriDpsaetwerd, wh at
Despair soon followed. AYou mean mot hs.
Del irium gasped as the first of the

flame, its body consumed and wings turning brown.

The other followed immediately after.

Desirebs gr i n fwounddia«mfe.fi B u tkteethejigaid esd ,ads
with relish.

Delirium jumped up on her sed@.T h Os e w E R she $itiekeH Wwith 0
uncontrolled rage, punctuating each word by stomping upon the table. The tremor
ran through the table, causing the bowils, plates and glasst clink and clatter.

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

Theyor e y o usaid Despaivywith Smereliefr , 0
Y e said ®eath softly, gazing down at the butterflies.
Delirium was still twitching 8Desirei Yo U di Dnd6 T haVe t O I
Desire chuckledi Oh I know, | really didnot!
sister. o
ADoNOt | AuGh aT mE, De Si Bdirlumpootiddt ma
at Destinyf | kNoW | oTs Of t Hi n Gs , Thi NGs noT

A
A
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ACal m your s eihténed Destiny.t | e si ster, O
Al 6M cALmé |1 6M SOOO CALM. o

Despair sighedii We never argued | i ke this whe
would have made a joke or something. o

AWhooés ar gui ng %aidDagsmnefinNetd raer chuaivin gn,go a p
civilized Theknifelikeagsirareappeanediol snét t hat ri gh

DELI GHT?0

Delirium sat back down, slowly, her face slipping into the shadow of her
high-backed chairi De Li Ght wa$S a she&d®Gmihoudye a Go, 0

A O o psaid Oesire with a flippantshru@. Si | |y me. 0O

AWe bicker pointlessly because we ha
sonorous tones of Dream.

AWel |, what ab o inquired Dasite, learyng forvaod her ? 0
eagerly, over clasped hands.H o w@uslove life? Have you kept in touch with
that old flame of yours? | 6m sure thing
Dream clenched hds teeth. AYou...dar
Desire snappetheirfingersi Nada! That was her name
you left her with. | nearly forga.
ASoMeti Mes | reMemBer thi Ngs evEr YoN

AnD al WaYséo

ASuch a s Besietventoh, ad Ddeandquietly fumad. k-h o w
could taste her heart. She really did love you, for some reason. And so pretty, too.
Butwhatyoupuher t hrough wasno6t very pretty &
with you wuntil you tired of her, becaus
tortured foré what has it been now, ten

Dream rose up and sl anMNOUGH Why,s f i st o
shouldo

AYou shall do not hi ng saidDestiny,icadmlypl ac e,

Dream straightened, composing hi msel
not care for the company here. 0 He turn
stormed out onto a balcony.

AWel I ! What 6s t BatdDesaet gutengheimiingerdito hi m? o
their lips coquettishiyfi Do you t hink it was somet hi ng
Death rose from her chair and gave Desire anicy [doRke s i r e, I f yo

want to spelaagain... shut up.
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Desirebs eyes went wide, cowed into
the balcony after Dream.

AYou f e e |askedgDeaihkofhgrbrother, who leaned upon the
railing of the balcony, overlooking the garden of time.

Dreamturnel about, folding his arms. fANO.
know how | felt for her once... what |

Death took a spot next to him, leaning over the balcony hefis€ife s i r e 6 s
right: Nada | oved you. She really did. o

Al would édmave gadeesrs, 0o | amented Dre
gave her due warning, but still she spu
A...So you sentenced her to Hell .o
A distant | ook came into the dark po

whispered.
AYou did a TERRIBLE thing to that po
Dream snapped to attention, pointing
t oo?! Even you turn on me, Sister?! 0
Death put her hands on her higsOh, j ust shut wup and |
canslbut at me afterwards. o
Dream lowered his arm, grim with barelyu p pr essed rage. @D

right to mock me for a situatioRHEY directly caused.
ADesire might have given you the.
to do anything. Condemning sewone to an eternity in Hell, just because she

turned you down. . .t h aDdath paasedaanarehtythes hi t t
drew in breath and exhaled.Ok a vy . | 6ve finished. You c

But instead, Dr eam b uthishevdyolhtiulgfeetf?a c e i
That | have been unjust?o0

Death almost imperceptibly winced, then nodded. e s . 0
Dream lifted his chin, his frame straightening to become rigid and resolute.

AVery well . My <cour se ihabacklugoahishead.He pl a
APray tell my siblings I was needed el s
mean my doom,lmmst j ourney to Hell .0 He took wu
It chastely. fAAdieu. o0

AnYou t oo, Dr eam. 0O
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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.

AHey D Helaoked dgp. Death gave haoworried smiledi Don 6t do
anything stupid. o

Dreamb6s physical form began to fade
sound of his voice. Al am afraid i1t 1is
voice now fading as welof H&ltdeor 11 sdhia
you again soon, my sister. .. one final

Inside, Destiny turned the page of his book to follow along with the events
transpiring. If any of his siblings were watching or listeninghich they were not

-they would havesedni m gr i mace and | et out a fru:
must be, 0 he murmured to himself. #fAl se
announced to the others: fAThis meeting

shut with a puff of dust, the souachoing like thunder in the great hall.
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AA Hope in Hello
| 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 askook his head.

AWhat is the matter, Cain?o

AWhere is the dheaskedi Airne twhel sr esaclelnye ?sou [
care about a dull family meeting, with a bit of petty squabbling providing our only
source of conflict?o

ANot t o ment i cencesttopast evdnts, witich many otudse r
have no csadlueenfil| ftomowght you said you w
beginning. o

AThis is the beginning, o6 | told them
Luci en, it would upset Cain even furthe

Al 6m pBOYAd0Oanél merely think you shoul
you, Dream Lord, until you are ready to take on the full mantle of the Prince of
Stories. o

AYou wil|l underlassueedtdiemi n due ti me, 0
Al t hi nrkcethdt Al ® 0 wkdledl anydal y  ysaid Abal.

AYou woul d, sao Cdindauéking his tong@BoNi nny . Stor
areno6t about being 6niced. Thereds abso
Al | 1 ke t-sblifgewholl ab e ué a said Aloek, dogbling 0

down. There &s a hint of resentment in his voice.
Al think that a murder woul dsddave |
Cain.

Al have ta agree wadNMervynhWhesgshobpath
gonna start?o

AYou saMNyatawithdisdaim | tihiérsk rat her obvi ou
story. |l snét that right, Dream Lord?o

|l tilted my head, considering the no
admitted.
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AWhat ?! Bcuedd Nualbiy I?7d mé6t Lord Morpheus g«
rescue his beloved? He said he stil!]l h a
AHe did have feelings for Nada. But

real mo
Nuala gasped, placing a skinny hand over herhéaitVvasls e a pr i nces
ARShe was a queen. Sole monarch of he
AYou dames, ysedaffedMervymitWwi @ hs aarhd, @wf t hos
adyers. Give 6em a tragical romance ful

abdtwitterpated.-aMema nlobgmforethemacigowstufh Give] o e
me a buncha guns and explosions and st u
Al do not share your eadtldtiensiilasmalflor
sounds dreadfullyloo r ow t o me. O

AThat 6s cuz yer wh a tstickirethelmagl , | iLlo® sie 0
saidMervyniLearn ta |ive a little! 06Sides,
no romance in this here story, so that

A | must refute both pointspad | said.
romance, nor did | promi se action. 0

A Wh a tried Mervyn, smoke shooting out sideways out of hisHalzs
in opposite directiondi Whaddya mean, thereds no act.
|l sure wonot be stickind around! o

I si ghed. thatleithdrildm notanaking thiy story up as l-go
these events really happened. As such, | cannot simply add a murder as you
suggest, Cain. o

AGreat, a [Igiumbied Meyvyn| slsng lower i his seat.
Al can, however, alyoosae fofomvamdarrggth
said. AFrom any possible viewpoint or p

impossible for you to read, Mervyn. My role as an Endless allows me to see from
all angles simultaneously, without becoming overwhelmed or losjng mi nd . 0 |
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 anduwgs then!"cried Matthew the RavehLet's hear
about Hell first, that should be gruesome. And then | know for a fact that our late
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Boss dealt with some seri al kil lers aft
nightmare with a taste for eyeballs..."

"What, ya nean... like you?fuipped Mervyn.

"l only go for the eyes after they're dead, typicalbgid Matthew, ruffling
his feathers indignantlyBig difference."”

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

"Well yer outnumiered, Toots,'said Mervyn!"There's five of us here, and
only two a'you."

"You're wrong that all us ‘damesas you really shouldn't call us, by the way
- are all alike,"said my mother Ros&/Nho says | want to hear about romance?"

"You don't?"asked Nuka.

"No, | don't,"said Rose, looking awayl. hate love."

"Well that settles it,'5said Mervyn.'Yer audience has spoken, Boss."

"l didn't say | shared your preference for violent and disturbing content,"
objected Lucien'The lady is correct in her asgert that one cannot assume
another's tastes based solely on their apparent gender."

"Even so, yer still outnumberedsaid Mervyn

"This is not a democracy," | interjected\dr is it a choosgour-own
adventure story. There will be no voting, and | will not be asking you what you
want to hear. | 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 notforlong/le I | t hi s
attitude s acomérdedMawn | i ar , 0O

| exhaled, attempting to compose myself. | must not let their complaints
distract me: for | was not telling this story merely for their sake for my own, in
order so that | could better process and incorporate the valuable lessons within.
AAnd so, 0 | went on, Athe Dream that wa

-Dani el-6s Tal e

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

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

Youdd be forgiven for thinking that
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 #ijli@ 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 woulditwee for.

The wind that blew between worlds screamed silently through the empty
placesé the nothing wind, traveling fro
wastes. It chilled Morpheus as he fell. He was reminded of another who fell, on a
night like ths 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 Obringer of
finest, the most beautiful, the mpstwerful. Morpheus also watched him fall; yet
even as he fell, the Morningstaros fface

Lucifer and Morpheus were not on the best of terms. Lucifer resented
Morpheus for not intervening in the rebellion, and took it to ntbahMorpheus
sided with humanity, or his father, or
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 wedirded, 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 dreamstodarnd
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.

Al could stay here, 0 said a brief th
qguest, hang forever inthe voidfsa and col d and alone. o T
answered firmly fiNo. We do as we must d

Already the winds were dying back, signaling the transition from nowhere to
WHERE. Already the mists were parting.
he was afral.

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 corpared 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 thegluntarily - shuffled off their
mortal coil and arrivel here in the form of twisted and tortured wood. They spoke

of pills, plastic bags, guns, bl ades, r
were all fundamentally the same. AHur t .
of their miserable whispesnd chorused cries. Al thouc
stopéo Despair came here, someti mes, to

hers, who disappeared from the sight of her mirrors with their departure. It was
the only part of the Dreaming she ever had argrest 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 thei
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; heweeither 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 nas

However, they all agreed on one thing.

This was as bad as it got.

It couldndét 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 orangeskinned, 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 largdus eyes and a gaping, foreveleeding mass
of flesh that served asatongieT HEREGS ONE AT THE DOOR,
GATE OF DAMNATI ONéo it burbled. Al'S I T
THEREGS ONE AT THE DOORé AND THEREOGS RC
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TILL THE END OF EREATI ON&E AM THE DOOR.
GATE OF DAMNATI ON HHHUUUHHHEé O

AGreetings, Squatterbloat, 06 said Mor
find a prisoner, named Nada. Take me to

Squatterbloat wheezed a laugh.

As | have said, doors are no ttex for Dream. He pushed through them
easily. Al wi || take no insults from yo
tongue. 0 But the demon did not heed the
reached out and grabbed him by the tongue, and with a twis$ afms, sent the
demon spinning through the air.

ABACK TO YOUR GATE AND DUTY¥ad SQUATTE
anotherroughvoice Al 6LL TAKE THE DREAMLORD, PL/#
GUARDI ANé FOR | NNOCENTS ABROAD -ANDED GUI
WHO NOTES MORE THAN MEa#Bgaasahinehedeen e s peak

demon. A ... THAN ETRI GAN?O
AEtrigan, 0 echoed MorpheusnanliYes, Me
remember you. So youodre a rhymer now? Y

ATHI NGS CHANGE, 06 was Etrigands respo
CHANGEé I N EARTH AND HELLé TO RI SE AMON
STRANGE AND TRUE. BUT AS THINGS CHANGE LORD, THEY
TRANSMUTE AS WELL. AND I F 1 6VE CHANGED,
OF YOU?

APer haps, 0 s iafawriteMvord antd answer, Butrthe 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 axehand. The tres would roll away, following the others.

This greatly puzzled Morpheus, but he would not stop to ask about the
goingson of Hell- at least not yet, not until he had found Nada. And not of arank
andfile demon. Surely there would be time enough tolaskorningstar himself
for an explanation. But Nada came first.

Nada was held in the cliffs that circle Wergt, in a barred cell carved from
rock, lined with needlsharp shards of volcanic glass. There is no food or water in
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that place. Morpheus suppwsl t hat she must be hungryeé
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 hirresedf
myself- like thefew 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 herto leave this place, first of all, that much was clear. Then to go
to a place that would suher, 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
believe that my task can be this simple. But perhaps it will be. pethaill
simply inform Nada that she is free, and we will leave this place together,
unchall enged and unhar med. Perhapséo An
helmet, made of the skull of a dead god, so that Nada would not think he was yet
anotherdemongcne t o torture heré but before he
the cell.

It was empty.
ANada?0 he asked, into the nothingne
AThey have taken her, 0 he thought. AThe

noticed that there waomething 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 ndan. All of them.

Where were they? Wherasvshe? What trickery was this?

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

AHel | o, sab a eautiyl voice in the air behind him, but it was not
Nadads voice. |l t bel onged t o -leokingan . Mo r
man of exquise features, held aloft by dark, bi#te wings.

ALuci fer. Where is she?0 asked Morph

intended to use when greeting the Morningstar.
ATake of Heltnmeatt, sa nl dMoypheus indde o enbvie.\WHoy
sweetMorphe s € ar e vy ou Luafa asked, mockingly &/Ren still no
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answer came, Lucifer shrugged and sighed dramaticaly.er y wel | . Il pr
harm wi | | come to you while we are in t
Morpheuspulled off the helmet, and Lucifer nodideith approval.
AMuch better. You want to know what
AYes. O
Al snét 1t obvisaidludfer, gridmirg proudy il © g 2 0
QUI Lwuaci fer waited for that idea to sinl

react. Luciferfrowvned i H o nyeMotpheus. You need not stare at-ad ME,
rather-wi t h t hat ridiculous expression on Yy

Al do not understand. There i s some

ANo . | 6ve stopped. | 6ve resigned. I
pl ainer ?0

AYoue you refer to yourself in the s

AExactl y. |l have no need for the roy
Mor pheus. Not anymore. o0

Lucifer flew away and downward. Morpheus followed, flying with him over
the empty Hell, and tried to pcess what had occurred.
How? How can you evene?o
Easy. Ten billion years | 06ve spent
Perhaps, Prince Lucifer.o
You can f or g erappediigcifeii ®Raoaki hieovey o mat t
me, not really. But the demons Leifepect ed
gestured over the vasty plains of Hell, where demons once roamecha gi ne b e
their lord and master. A million of them, or more, squabblingvaaiding and
carrying oné | watched their strange |
wearing the bodies of animalsé the ridi
demons who spoke exclusively in villane
fas hi on o tucifierdet autiaginceeduldus huff that was almost a laugh.
AWhy, just recently, one of the minor d
himself a king of hell. It came to nothing. These things never do.

AThey come and osuay pfaweacheave battl ed:

ot O Ot N

coalition.o | say, fAvery well é0 and bef
each other, and it matters not.
AnOr they say ALucifer, you ar-asdepos

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. | wdsam- more powerful than any
of them. | ould have destroyed any of themerhaps all of them, without much
effort.

So instead | manipulated them; set them one against the other; let them
faction and divide and plot. | choreographed the legions of the damned and
orchestrated the screaming. hetbeginning, | enjoyed it.

Butbt | grew weary, Dream Lord. Migh
il under st and, Mor ningstar, the nigh
ni ght mar es. But it I s your responsibili
AAh, vyes, the, mohyad s! | ask you
AWhy what, first among the fallen?0
Lucifer turned so that he was facing Morpheus. He leaned back, as if riding
the aircurrenti Why do t hey bl ame mehefasked. al | t h
AThey use my name as i fntheirskoplders,dorcmy ent i
them to commit acts they would other wis
it.o | have never made one of them do a

And then they die, and they come helaving transgressed against what
they believe to be ght- and expect us to fulfill their desire for pain and
retributiono Lucifer spotted somethingthen A Ah , h-¢his koldouesoud r e
should be a f i Hesweoged dogriward, Marpheuy follawing, in
the direction of a large stors&ab overlooking the starving jubilee.

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

Lucifer hovered before him, arms crosseédy o u ! Did you not h
procl amation? You are free.o

The manos diretahdd tleshentbved aradind the mouth area, and a

dry, deep and hollow voiceemergédl . . . wi | | not. . .|l eaveeéeo
AOh, but yoWwucitetaksuredl eave, 0
AYoué do noté understand. | am Bresh
ASo07?0
Al am receiving | ust cgnmitad svinlenevast . . . f

a | i theemap said with great painand effditFor my cri mesé wer e
things. o

Al dondét car e sadlLoafdr, impaiientlyi Ic r wanets , Y0o U ¢
of here. o
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il am Breschau of Livonifh, buthfemanhi
my mother by force, and | strangled my sister when she would not consent to my
advances. | ripped out the tongues of those who spoke against me, and cut the
unborn babes from the wombs of my enemi
become warors to rise against me. | bathed in their blood. Soon my name was
whispered in the night by mothers to terrify their children into obedience.

| am Breschau, and when my mistress was unfaithful, | cut the nose from her
face, and wore it about my neck.ddhher sewn to her lover, and left them in the
desert to be eaten by wild dogs. And | laughed as | heard them scream.

I am Breschau, and this is my punish
AYou muasiterateyl aucifer. r
ADid you not hear -ome, fiend?! | have
Al h e akilled.a numben of people, who by now would be lsigce
dead anyway. So what? Youdbve been chain
Havendét you tortured yourself enough?o
Alt i s not | inswthdoBrescharitl ur 6é ss rmeh,e0 vengea
Lord! I-0
fra m Br e suciferacompléted for himi Y e s | know. O

Morpheus addressed the chainednfaiNo one today r e membe
BreschHemtonedi The worl d has forgotten you.
De mon, I wi || not Breschduspatl ed by your
He 6 s said Lgdiferff Mo o n e. | doubt one i vi
t hhousand would be able to point to wher

AThis man thrives on the drenased of be
Morpheusfil s hal |l t ake Mdiphdus fiaed hisygaze uporm hi m. 0O
Breschau, eyes sparkling within their black pools.

Breschaudés eyes went wide with shock
the iron nails fell away. Breschau fell forward, not even atterggbrstop 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 wasdciaghe
pinned upon the stone.

AWhat have yoBresdhaunamanded.l md 2led | i ke |
onel! 0o

A
A
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ABecause t hatsaidLucifdr.dle jeried hisheall.En o u g h .
Go. O
Breschau got to his feet, and stumbled slowly awag.ut é wh e 1? do
he asked quietly, bewilderednore to himself than to either of them, for he no
longer seemed to pay themany mimdvh er e t he hempebteddo | go~
A A w aanswered Lucifer, determined to have the last word regardless. He
returned his attentioto MorpheusiiCan you imagine what it was like? Ten
billion years spent providing a place for mortals like that to torure themselves. And
l i ke al l masochists, they called the sh
meo. .. And we doird)arounchbaying dowdsl like adishwifene ¢
come market day, never stopping to ask themselves why. | need no souls. And how
can anyone own a soul? No. They belong
face up to it. | dondét make them come h
Lucifer gave Morpheus a pointed glance, and Morpheus felt such intense
shame that he was forced to look awayl h a t 6 said Lucifgrha coldlook of
judgementinhiseyeB.But YOU did send her here, di
QueenNada. She was the one persorell that was not here because she wanted

it, or felt she deserved iIit. And peopl e
you came here for the same reason anyon
Al did not come here for torture, o r

apol ogize to her. o

Lucifer snickeredii | 6 m s omet hing of an expert i
Apol ogi zing, in person, to a woman youdo
| i ke t or Luaferalighted uponethe ground, outside the main gate of
Hell. Morpheusunthinking, 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 tuindllo r p he u s . I

swore | would not harmyouwithn t he bounds of Hell , di ¢
AYes. You did. o
AWel |l é we are now o utusiferdueneditdface bound s

Morpheus, and in his hand he held a wickeoking knife.

Al 6ve al wa \yuifehcantineeatli y ®eit, tder t o rei gn |
serve in heaven6é, that is the |ine Milt
here. | never have. For what power would Hell have, if those here imprisoned were
not able to dream of heaven?o
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Morpheus steeled himself. He was not accustomed to fightihe had
arrived prepared for such an eventuality. He tooketmet 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 Mogpheu
AYou must c utsaidLiiciferfimyt wiisngtshe | ast t hi
doing. Please, do this thing for me. A
Mor pheus took the knife.nVery well,
Lucifer knelt down upon the coarse dust.
And Morpheus commenced tooyg.
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
Mo r p h e u-lselinetsAkdithe Iscream of Lucifer was long and horrendous,
reverberating across th@esolate Hellscape.
When the deed was done, Morpheus cast aside two pairs of bloodied,
leathery wings.
Upon Luciferdos back were two gaping
breathing was ragged.

ALuci fer. o Morpheus was hopanf ul that
Lucifer, in return for this gruesome f a
AOut t her e.sad Lsoifangesthriegvaguelfi. Ther e ar e.
many of them. .. alll my | ittle disembodie

di mensi onséo

Mor pheus o | awefersvauld begho helpmat gll. Thik was
pointless.

Lucifer rose to his feet, and turned about to face Morpheus. He extended his
hand, which held the large and corroded key.

AThis is for you, Dream Lor d. Take i

AThe key to Hell ?20

AExactl y. | t 6 s y-@locked and enapty Héll.tPérkapsat! | vy
will help you Luciferdbeganhcafdde awakiuB ust e esko.me h o wé
somehow I doubt it will.o

Morpheus felt cold.
And it wasnodot just t hrel, northéabldwmedt al of
blowing through a novempty 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.



35

ALast Sono

AOhh no, | t hi nl Ig odain arthew the Raeen, thioughk

dark feathers covering his eyes.
AGetting sapCammini sshhoa3ught you | i ked th
ANaw, itds justé | was there, sort o

explained Matthew
A look passed beten all the members of my Dreamtime crew, and their
expressions darkened. All of them who had huhkarskin blanched, casting their

gazes downward. Only my mother Rose looked confiis&éth at ever 1t i s,
have been b esliesaidd Smytwtheanpep,eon e d ? 0

Al ndeed, It was | ong before your tim
away from Earth.o | cleared my throat,
gal axy far, far awayeéo

AOh goimdMeovyn @A Ner d. o

| smiled at that, foritwas r ue. A. ..t here was a gi ar

was Rao. Orbiting Rao was a small planet, much like Earth. And living upon this
Earthl i ke pl anet was a race remarkably si
waseéo

A Kr y pdaid Rose) her eyes wideningdilHy s hi t . 0

I nodded. ARnThe birthplace of Super ma
perked up significantly.

ANow t hat s o uwadMervymr omi si ng, 0

Al t dgreedNyala.

Mervyn looked at her in surprise.tHey, whaddya know? We
agreeonsomt hi ng! o

Als he as strong andashkaNdhlaome as t he

AHe was. O

Her face feli Why t he past tense, Dream Lor d

AWe shall come to that, o | promi sed.

-Dani el-6s Tal e
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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, Dreamb6s undivided attention
tangible and prodative 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 action®aphe 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 | eading mort a
Destruct i o withsutits epaninmusweader. Things would still be
destroyed without his involvement, but

longer. So he abandoned his duties.

But Destruction had another aspect, the other side of his coin.

It was Destructia, 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 exidbut these aspects of the Endless were too weak to be
personified.

Before Destruction abandoned his post, and before Dream traversed the
nothingrealms and walked the wastes of Hell, there had been no obvious cause for
alarm concerning Krypton. The citize 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 sentty mot her 6 s pl anet
arrived shortly before the events | have described to you.

This probe was made by a prominent Kryptonian scientist nameil Jor
a world where science and technological understanding were held in such high
regard, JorEl 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 dreémed o
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
newlmorn 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 his chance encounter, J&¢l was abl e to I mpart h
knowledge; Thomas Wayne would become a brilliant scientist and engineer like
Jor-El, and do much to improve the living standards of his specie€l|Joas very
proud of this achievement, which d&i#ributed not only to his own efforts but to the
advanced state of his vEbfailéddoGusderstandwas i z at
that the populace of Krypton was not nearly as enlightened as he had always
supposed.

His wife, Lara LorVan, could havéold him that, and attempted to do so
many times. The Levan family, of Kandorian stock, was a militaristic one, and
could not have been more different than the academic and intelleetinzign
House of El. Lara graduated with honors from the mosttygjiesis 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 merd into one unified, planatide 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 werenanifold 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 gearally 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. Timynd 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 waf 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 recdiaed the Kandorians,
the more fearful the rest of the Kryptonians became.

Desire and fear are inextricably linkedor what is fear, but the desire to
avoid pain and suffering? But there is a fundamental difference: Desire compels
you to run toward thingthat 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 hasmentarily 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 Bxatiy Lara LorVan
wanted to leave Kryptot hough she also shared his d
primitive planet of Earth, this desire for a grand adventure was nothing in
comparison to her fear for the safety of her son-Klashould they decide siay.

But JorEl would not leave until he finished one final project.

Jor-El saw that greed was consuming his beloved Krypton. He knew that
despite his peoplebdbs many virtues, (gree
overcome. Insatiable greed fueled timanpetitiveness of Kryptonian society, and
led to endless factionalization. The planet simply could not accommodate them
much longer. And JeEl worried that without his continued influence guiding
global politics, civilization could collapse.

Indeed, hevorried 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 o6Brainchil doé.
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The Kandorians, of course, were enragéldey accused JelEl and the
Kryptonians of c¢creating a false, artifi
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 Dfdod, chief of security on the Kryptonian ruling
council, had long sought to replace Jal, both in his position on the counaihd
at the side of the beautiful Lara L-dan, even though she was Kandorian. Now he
saw his chance to attain his desires, and he seized upon it.

Jor-El was a wellknown pacifist, arguing against military actieme had
always maintained that the Krypt@ans 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 aboutlBor 6 s | of ty pl ans
future (if indeed they ever did); for the Kamthns were coming to destroy that
future, as well as their current prosperity.

And thus, shortly afterJdE| 6 s Al Brainchild was bol
from him. The Kryptonian ruling council was not interested in using the Al to fairly
distribute resarces or preserve the world. They determined that the best and most
pertinent use for the Al was as a weapon against their enemies.

The Al Brainchild agreed with them, not with its creator. The Brainchild
was sentient you see, its programming imbued \wéldesire for selpreservation.

The Kandorians had threatened to dismantle it. The Al 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 waatldooperate, it
reasoned, then they needed to be destroyed.

The Kryptonians and the Brainchild Al 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 ddittle 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 acces 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 distact 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 cherishiedolved into a
nightmarish dystopia.

Worse, no one seemed capable of imagining anything different.

And then, the Brainchild Al, which the Kandorians had already taken to
cal |l i ng-Mahne aécBr a(iomr niar it veas akamdorienat e | y
compoundwa -0 Br ai ni ac6) created somet hing m

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 creaturebds codename was ODoomsda

The Kyptonians meant this name to refer only to the doom of their enemies;
but JorEl 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 whichJotEl dubbed t he oBPanGahstwitemplandendn e . 0
to lure the creature into the Phantom Zone, and safely imprison it there.

Instead, General Zod found out about their plans. He ordered Lard/har
and JorEl arrested for treason.

LaraLlorVan became Gener al Zodos prisone
exchange for renouncing her husband and
refused.

Jor-El was kept imprisoned in his laboratory, ordered by Zoch&intain
The Brainchild Al, and tdéinish his work on the Phantom Zone techno)dgy Zod
to use as a prison for political dissenters

The Doomsday creature was then employed to wipe out the Kandorians.

AsJorEl predicted, the Doomsday <creatu
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 intotheapt et 6s crust and nour
pl anetds cor e, i ncreasing its already ¢
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spewed from these innumerable planetary wounds, and flooded the surface with
fire, ash, smoke and death.
Brainiac discovered that Doomady 6 s si phoni ng was weak
core. It was becoming volatile, unstable. Fearful of its own safety, and unwilling to
give up on its newfound dreams of attaining personhood, Brainiac informetl Jor
that the core would soon collapse, resultingime pl anet s destruc
Jor-El found in his workshop laboratory a scalddwn prototype of a
spacepod, used for testing. He had planned to creatsiagtl 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 KakEl.
Desire is often selfish, but not alw
love.
Jor-El loved his son, and desired that he should live to see anothesesunr
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 | oveé and then, maybe, he wo
He placal the infant in the spacepod. The hatch closed, and hypersleep was
induced in the baby Kétl.
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 Krypt ohea@rsvedwithponly enaugh time to plant certain seeds
ofi nspiration in order to preserve one i
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
siser 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 HadlWell Death
to the doorstep of her own sunless realm. Being the kind personification she was,
Death coul dndot bear to close her door o
the void; more than that, they were her
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 {tamgn. After all, Death could
not entertain them at her house forever.

As he himself stood alookDfgpleadihgbae door |
that said AHpl pasme, Ooosbmet hing. o

He should have noticed sooner that Krypton was in trouble. He should have
reali zed what Destructionds absence migdg
taking on their negative gects 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 couldndét remain empty and | eader |

Morpheus needed time to think. To assess his options.

The Lord of Dream 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 hisreent mood.

He wondered if this was because of his own desire fepsalshment;
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 i n a me
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ACaptur eo

AWake up, sir. Wedre here. o

Professor Hat hawayds grey head |ifte
snort of awakning, as his eyes blinked open behind his spectdclés.l r eady ? 0
he questioned groggily of thdlblmusk dan

d o z e dhemittereddo himself, for the estate in Wych Cross was far into the
misty backcountry, witlong 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 colteed over his eyes that were obscuring his vision. He
rubbed away the grit, and looked out, ble@yed, past the car window panand
indeed, the large and imposing gothic mansion loomed starkly into view,
surrounded by an ominous black iron gate. ThegBss 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, ushergdimarily -
by the hdustriousness 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 & 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?

l 6m only an academilcgm trhootu gchut Hoau th afw
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 museuan from anywhere, for that matter. He
wasnot a thief. He was an honest, | egit

Until now.

Hathaway was led by a butler through ttevernous halls to an inner
sanctum, a study filled with antiquities and mysterious, madpoking brica-
brac. This was the accumulated horde of Roderick Burgess, who sat within the
study awaiting the professoressedweltbuti v al
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 treasuresl store
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
Roderickdés features as he smiled.

Al was wunder the I mpression you want
hi s Anci e n tsnafég Rodegiak.i e s, O

A -l know what | said that night, at t
trembl i ng. @ABut . hestopped, trgng to get isdsmaking dnéley
controb.il received a telegram t Hastsveeknoffr ni ng .

J ut | Hathdwaystruggled to continud.H e 6 s Hatbaaaly managed to say
at last. The tears sprang to his eyes; saying it aloud seemed to make it real.

A My deepest ¢ on dsaldRaoderieksoutfviole hisywardsr | o
were gpropriate, the eagerness belied in his countenance was not. His eyes
wandered down to Hat hawayodéds briefcase.
gaze, and their eyes mét.S opured Roderick Burgesg,| t ake it you'\v
reconsi dered?0o0

Hathaway reluctany reached inside his briefcase, and brought out an old
musty tome, bound in ancient leather.
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Al h asdid Hathaway, hushed and breathldsd. f what you wer
me i s true, t hebvenquieten e addedl:. t. r. LAd,0 uit s rD'eta t il
AQuite true, Dr. Hathawayror instance, we have proof of hgnanting
immortal life to a marin the 14th centurp

AHow can you be certain?od

ABecause hebs still alive. 0

AWas he. .. extraordinary, I n some wa
among mortame n, worth sparing?o

ANot particularly; we suspect she ma

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 strgsl convine them to
use their powers for our benefit iInstea
Hathaway hesitantly handed the book to Burgess. Roderick opened it and
poured over the pages of esoteric knowledge, nodding with satisfaction over its
authenticity.
AThe Magdal ene GreidraghidiBederickaBsirgesd An dve n
with the moon shining full, the timing could not be better: the Order will hold the

cer emony Helooked gprat Hathawaii. No one. . . wil |l ever

Hathaway let out his breath, smiling gratefully. His son lddive.

Roderick slammed the bookshutUn I ess | wi sh it. o

Two burly men in dark clothes steppe
on either side. They laid hold of Hathaway, seizing his arms and pulling him up
roughly.

ALet g oHathdwayrdemamde A Bur gess! ! 0

Roderick stood up, glaring coldly upon the struggling Hathawiay.o u
stood by while | was mocked by Aleister Croween d hi s | seethed or vy e:
Burgessn Al I t hat time, you had the proof o
theMagus.Ad this is your reward. o

Hat haway was dragged off down a dark
name. But Burgess paid him no mind; he settled back into his chamgppver
the book that would help him capture Death.

The | mmort al Daemon Kingé he | iked t
make a fantastic immortal.

YoungAlex Burgess followed his father downstairs.
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The candle in the childbds hands did
tall and hooded spectre be@ohim.

Their footsteps made the floorboards creak.

AWat ch c | cadahe hooded figure obRoderick Burgesd. o ni g h't
we will achieve what no one has ever attempted befltrsummon and imprison
Death. This will be a triumph for our order. EH, & x ? 0

Al ex swall owed. O6Triumphantd wasnot

It was more I|like oO0terrified?.

AYes, Headgrdedobediontly

The hooded head turned sharply, back toward Aleik.at her ? 0
A . . . MAlexaosrectedThe hooded head faced Wwaard 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 upothe ground. For a moment Roderick Burgess was
scared. He timksovet he ef frontery of his action:
reaper.

For a moment he hesitates.

But only for a moment.

ALet i heintored iothe abngregation, setting the Magdal
Grimoire open upon the floor, next to a bowl full of other ritual objects of
ceremonyi | give you a coiratitedBunmgpessi € OrFr om & 0 8|
song | stole from the dirt. ..o

Alex trembled behind his father, his heartbeat thumping Youndhis 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 somet h
his father finally discovered what he had long sought?

Was this real magic?

Al give you a knife from under the h
mansey® Roderi ck continued. The words of
Burgess realized hecoulddt st op now. Noitl egvieme iy o uh ea

| ripped from a rat, | give you a name, and the name is lost. | give you the
bl oodéo
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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 hisdarm, above the feather. The blood ran down
his arm and onto the feather, which he castdawn.. . f r om out of my
feather | pulled from an angel's wing.
i C o mehorused the other occultists
Alex pressed his lips together Hed n 6t want Death to ¢
eyes tight, bracing himselfé feeling t
praying that none of this would work...
ACoin and Song, Kni fe and Stick, Cla
here in the darkness, véeu mmo n crigdBurgess, his voice rising to an
intense crescendd. Co me ! 0
An explosion of smoke... and sand.
Al ex opened his eyes, hesitant. He ¢
the smoke and sand cleared.
A floating figure in a dark cloatell slowly to the ground in the middle of the
circle, his head covered by a strangelmet. There was a disoriented groan,
before it collapsed to the floor.
Amazed murmurings from the occultist§iofVe diamdifili t ¢ @andt bel
It é0
Roderick carefully reached into the circle, pulling off the helidil ohe 0
said with utterdisappointmentslumping back on hisheefsThi s i sn't De a
Damn it to hell éo
Dream of the Endless looked at them with eyes like dark black pools filled
with gars. Normally they could see all worlds, real and otherwise, but now they
saw only humaishaped shadows. Surrounding him.
A E v e n sadoogedf the hazy blobs, their voice equally hazy to
Mor pheuiBlo tlirsk this will wordkve a prof.i
They took thé&ouch of dreamsand from his hand.
They yanked thRuby Dreamstone pendant from his neck, breaking the
chain.
They pulled off his cloak, his only garment, leaving him naked. Thk clo
disintegrated into sand.
They took the key of Hétom 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 obeeam. When Roderick

0
h
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lowered his arms the bubble hardenbdcoming a glaskke domefi P | ata s a
dreamg Sandman. O

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 Otiest 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.

Al e x wraid af theinhamian man in the dome. He felt sorry for him.

A Co me al ogaid his fatherethe magus, for there was now no doubt
|l eft 1 n the young Al ex6s mind that his

And if Alex was scared of his father b&fone 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 waslone
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ARNAmeri can Dr eamo

There was an uncomfortable, gloomy silence; it was dbnfiyalisteners were
right there with Morpheus, in that glass prison, unable to foresee how they would
ever make it out again.
nSo, about t hsaid Magthew tberRaneeind ikd dh & make i
AObviously, Matthew, 0 Ilysphothetedoyi t h a
me reminiscing upon the experiences of
Al't bothers me to hear adnttedMatthenit hi s
me an , | know what he went through, but
gives me the crges . I 61 | have nightmares now for
A Y e ashid ndy mother Rose, looking distant and somewhat hauntede
too. O
Al fi nd i daidasuddent bleetwlsCaing clapping for emphasis.

AThe mystery, the horror, the thrills!
Al dm afraid that | wil/ be | eaving m
told them. AHe was imprisoned iIin that <c

long time. But in the world outside, things changed. Many significant things
occurredo
ABad tddmegsg obl eak, dry rasp from bet
nevertheless scared Goldie the gargoyle, who clutched at my robes in fright.
| turned to see my older sister Despair, making her way at a slow and
lumbering pace. She moved with intent towdh#ssofa; both Cain and Abel were
quick to vacate.

AYoubve taken that form again, my si
Al ndehedaddstillenroutédil t 6s tough to move abo
canb6t be expected to crawl all the ti me
ANaturall w,hooulghadr evads, still surprise
could transform at will . Delirium never

Despair sat heavily upon the sofa, which gave way with a groan of creaking
timber and a sigh of air escaping the compressed cushidd$r e g oghe st uc k ,
sadi So did | .o
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Ah. That explained Htheir 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 |l onger cared to ren
unrst uck now, | take it?0

Despair snorted past her tusks, nostrils flaringl g she sasryunphed.
AStill stuck being me though. 0

Aln that way, we are all trapped, o |
why youdre here. o

ABecause | wasnmuich knwws slhesadpaodhsi bl e

then she slapped her sizable thighs, sending shockwaves rippling across her grey
and mottled flesm I n t hi s f or m. o

ATel | us. o

Despair cleared herthroafil t began with the waré

-Despai+06s Tal e

Thatpatwas Destructionb6s doing. It was al w
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. Theywdowander 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 aof thimds 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 ag
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 ceagest rattled on and on, round
after relentless round.

Men had built trenches before, and moats and whatnot, but nexer likh i s é
not labyrinths of tunnels that they could scurry though, like fraie And never
topped with coiling, cruelhpbarbed, razesharp wire.

Worse, there was the gas.
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And all the little human moleats 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 theydd choke t
Not all the humans were in the trenche®me had taken to the air.
Man had learned to fly, and sprout metahgs.
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 magni ficent opening
exhausted just thinking about all the work | would have to do to catch up. To prove
that | was a worthy Endless | i ke my bro
excuse for an Endless, incfalt was a hopeless endeavor.

Oh wel | . | guessed it wouldndot hurt

| was wrong. It very much hurt to see how little | had to try to induce despair
in the mortals. Destruction had done my work for me, for the most part.

Mainly I visited the prieners of war, and those who awaited the return of
their brave soldiers, and tried to convince them that the world was ending.

| very nearly succeededinfortunately, the arrival of the Americans messed

\

It all up. o

*k%

AThe American Dream, o0 | said.
A Teh w haak@doMervyn, most articulately.
Altdéds difficult to explain,o |I admit
which one can come from nothing, and en
AYou mean | i ke rags to riches? Pulli

inquired Matthew the Raven, sounding excited

Mervynos pumpkin mout-bhape grinfedaw i tnh aat @&
the stuff 1 |ikelo

Al t 6s saidmymotlter Rnse Walker, the American of the group.
AfBeli eve me, | know. |1 0ve been surround
macho male fantasy. o
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AAnd what 6s wasked Matthew thehnRawverh iaritatebbut very
much in earnest.

AYeah, what woul MervynaemapdedeofRedseWd obd s ? 0
ya rather all of us guys do nothing? Be hopeless, lazy mopes andegood
not hi ngs?o

AYes, | saicdvzesphirdi B@ cause that i s what th
i sé hope. And at that time, jJjust as now

And then Despair contirad:

*kk

AThe American Dr eam. Mor pheus had alrea
Before he got himself captured. | contented myself that Morpheus was rotting in

his little bubble in that dark basement as the war raged on, and | could feel the
despairclutching at his heart without my even being there in the flesh (in fact, |

made sure never to visit him, for even seeing my ugly mug would have given him

some small, perverse comfort).

Anywayeé those Americans came to the
man named Jonathan Kent.

Jonathan Kent was from Kansas, born on a farm to simple folk, in the rural
town of Smallville. But hedéd al ways dr e
heéd get his chance to do both.

It was disgusting.

After helping to save #hworld, 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 soldieraamial 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 oMorpheus 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 phne. But then, they both saw it: the little metal pod.

And inside was a baby. o
*k*%
AThis version of the story iIs more hope
sister,o | said, gently teasing.
She did not appreciate-tshe turned to me with balgfeyes, curling her lip
intoasnarlin What exactly do you mean, brother
AWel |l , i f | may b atereeded buciéniiill alselt ioev et

what Lord Dream is trying to say is: so far you have told us about a hero soldier

saving the world, and miracle infant survivor who will one day become a hero. It

I's rather positive and wupbeat, all thin
AThere was a | ot cooféessetlBesdaii ©e a nd any k @ &

note, the world was careening toward a crash of its own.

*kk

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 sindilandedly made Gotham the envy of the
world. Cars, lights. Now, hower, he despaired at what he had wrought.
Hi s wife Celia St. Cloud, who was ca
she was not only the darling of the silver screen, but had made her debut wearing a
glamorous silver dress) was pregnant with their @sid. Thomas should have
been happy,-hkkeutcoud dmaddsndtmagi ne his chil
Not with gangsters like The Penguin ruling Gotham from within his Iceberg
Lounge; but despite the fact that the establishment was built almost@oltly
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 mysterionsan who arrived on the world stage, a man that
gave Thomas Wayne hope.

| know not which one of us was responsibMorpheus 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 lightith within the lantern, and saved not only the
conductoros |ife during a railroad brid
temporary construct of green flame to prevent the train from plummeting to its
doom.

Some said the green light was an alienfliien 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 Hiated train, before moving do the conductor's lamp. Still
another theory was that it was some force of nature, with a weakness for wood and
ot her forms of &6greenery. o

Who knows what is the truth? | certainly do not know, and nor do | care.

Anyway, a man carrying around a greertéan 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 didndét have to lug that glass and me
validity to the theory that the man had somehow found both the magic lamp and
the magic ring fom 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 Lanternés |ig

The criminalof Gotham, and indeed of the entire nation, lived in fear of the Green
Lantern and despaired at his meddling. | felt some small consolation in this; but it
was paltry compared to the number of people whose despair was alleviated,
knowing that Green Lantemmas flying about, trying to protect them and solve

their problems.

| 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 yeaustil 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 woodekingpstick.

Or a zombie created of weeds and wood and swamp algae; a lumbering,
grey-skinned villain who came to be known as Solomon Grundy.

| created him. He was my champion.

We can do that, you know. Create champions. People or things with just a
little bit of our power, our soul, running through them.

The magic of the ring could not affect Grundy, for he was made ofearth
stuff, of living and oncdiving matter that the ring held sacred and refused to harm.
Nor could it protect the Green Lanterntfo Gr undy 6s enor mous f i
right through any shield he could create.

| 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 wasno6t goi ng anuygbhahtexroeercante a e, hwas | me
repelled and forced to retreat. So | took a different approach.

What seemed to cause the most despair for the least amount of effort was
Il mpoveri shment. Better yet, Green Lante
magic t away.

What with Thomas Wayne creating new technologies and opportunities, this
seemed at first an impossible task; but then | realized this was not an impediment
at all, but rather a necessary part of the overall scheme.
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For the higher someone risesg tmarder 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
Depressi ono.

People | ost their fortunes, and even
hands, so consumed were they by yours truly.

Were | capable of it, | would have been overjoyed.

Wayne Hterprises took a massive hit, and were forced to lay off most of
their workers as a result.

A janitor in the cryogenics | ab, who
suppose he was a I|iteral embodi ment of
He had an éing wife, and turned to a life of petty crime as a member of The
Penguinbs gang in order to afford her c

The Waynes hosted a charity masquerade ball at a Gotham theatre. Their
young son Bruce, a fan of the Dmressagll as F

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 ihe streen ame 6Joe Chi l Il 6. Joeds
at Deathds door, and he begged Thomas t
frozen to delay her passingé and, to bu

development team to find some miracle cure that wiatlder live.

Thomas could not, in good conscience, give the man false-tibpe
freezing process was far from perfected
prematurely. So he refused. Silver tried to offer the distraught man a string of her
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expersive 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 familybds butler, Al fred
beamedicn t he war, and somehow saved the b

But there were other, darker rumensimors of a powerful magician from
some faroff land, who attained immortality and became the head of a legion of
demons: Raédés Al Ghul, ATheadelwvednds Head
Got ham, and hide amongst the cityds sha
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 dak magic- though as | have told you, they should have given that credit to
me).

Many therefore believed that Bruce h
some unholy pact was maseer at least, that a sizable fortune was pdaspare
young Bfeeuceds |

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 deatheof\faynes shook the
citizens to their very coreit 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 thaiire city was
cursed. o

*k%k

Cain cackled, shivering with deligtit. | do so | ov esaidsQain.r i es | i

AMysteries and curses! Demonic figures
AANnd I|-knowhht ke secret of saithAbelDemonds H
Cainturred onhimi Sh ut u p ,cried Gain, afaroned ahdanfuriated

atoncei Dondét you dare tell such a secret!
Abel flinchedii & or heysaidi EDon 6t ki | | me, Cain. o
AKeep qui ethufeech@inl wonodt, o
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Al 6 m n ot safd DaspaisiinTehde, omi sery di d not end

*%k*

A few years after the Wayne murders, the Kent farm turned to dust.

Storms raged through the dry, eroded countryside of Smallville, blasting the
onceprosperous farms and the families that lived upon them. Smallville had the
grave misfortune of Dbeing |l ocated in th
Bowl 0.

Kal-El, the Kryptonian refugee, had grown to adolescence as Clark Kent, the
adopted son of Martha and Jonat han Kent
Sol, Clark maintained superhuman levels of strength, and was able to work all
tasks on the family farm with egdaut with the howling clouds of dustorms
blotting out the sun, his strength was reduced.

Besides, just like Green Lantern could not punch poverty, Clark could not
wrestle a dusstorm into submission.

A raging tornado destroyed his childhood homel &k 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, norputfoodinstartm g peopl eds bellies,
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
I f to strike down all ofhen€Cl arkdés effort

The Green Lantern was pulled away from fighting the Gotham gangs in
order to provide relief to the Dust Bowhis powers, after all, were fueled by life
energy. But in his absence, the alrepdyverful gangs took over Gotham
completely.

Disheartend 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
Lanternd6s capable hands, Clark Kent mad

Gotham had changedt was fat 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
newdistrict 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 invaBtimg
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 warfagain, 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 dedmat with the
populace still in the throes of the Great Depressianmthor sav it as an
opportunity. He gave his scavenged technology and his ongoing research and
development to the military war machinboth 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 engie 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 vgan his grasp, why not the entire world?

His own |ittle world. Thatdos all he

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 ofmodern 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 eot-fashion suit that once belonged to his
father, walked into The Dailyl&net 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 fromhinag, 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 earnestlogdauy young
man from the heartland.
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Certainly a lot better than his mareporter at the time, a troublesome
female named Lois Lane. Ms. Lane was altogether too concerned with the
hardships of Gothamdés poor, and seemed

for Metropolis. She needed to go, and perhaps this man coulddmed 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
theyod finally stop chanting hisiminane

| should have known better. Nothing ever goes my way for long.

It was too much to hope for.o



61
-7-

AThe Fanboyo

Despair drew her sharp hoclkwhere she had been keeping it until then, | 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.

ARSi ster pgies hehanheakssary?o0 | i1 nquire
guests were reacting squeamishly: a combination of disgust, concern, and horror,
which | must admit were afflicting me as well.

Al t shereplied grufflyi | t doesndét humornandas much
failureé and even that is better than f
AAH WELL! THATOGOS DE Bobmed thréay,Rondr@s) , o

voice from behind the outside of the castle doors.

A ME E Eriedthe rattled gargoyle Goldie in response, wings fluttgrin

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, reebearded man awkwardly holding the handle, and glancing at me
apologetically. He triedd 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.

A S O R RsAdid the man, who | knefinom borrowed memories was my
brother Destruction.

ANo apologies needed, 0 | assured him
Al 611 jJust make sure yer definitely
huffed Mervyn, whodod spun hpolstogeawhe ki n h
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. Ihmdstomy f at her 6.
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 clag/. H
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 studbl®.6 Y OU KNOW ME ? «
he boomed in my direction.

2 believe so. To what dbohwe?0wk
asked of him.
Destruction smiledi DONO6 T YOU MEAN UNCLE, LAD?0O
ANo, 6 | countered with a smile of my
ASTRANGE. I CANOT GET I'T STRAI GHT HO
MORPHEUS ARE THE SAME PERSONOR, | SHOULD SAY
OPERSONI FI CATI ON. [, BUT NGJESSS PREREHR | T
THI NKI NG OF YOU AS MY NEPHEW. JUST LI KE
AAnd | have trouble understanding wh
summoned, 0 | sai d. il sent no invitatio
What is the occasion?bo

AWELLY,BOT | SN6T EVERYDAY YOU HAVE A
CHANGE. OR A NEW VERSION OF AN ENDLESSTHAT HASNOT
HAPPENED SINCE THIS ONE HERE TOOK UP THE MANTLE OF DESPAIR,

AND BECAME DESI RE6S TWI N. o

Despair sighed, hol di nfdhahe rwsaednféotared s
me . O

Al T WASNOT FOR ANY sadPbestdu&tion, @atting hieEdR, 0
the back. He turned backtoniel 6 M MERELY PASSI NG THROUG
REALM, ON MY WAY TO EVERYWHERE ELSE. |
COME. AND THEN | THOUGHT, SOD 1O, 1 6LL
AND SAY HELLO - FIGURED IT WAS HIGH TIME | MET YOU, IN THE
FLESH. OR WHATEVER I T I'S WE ARE MADE OF
MY FEET FOR A WHILE?O

ANo. Pl ease, sit.o

Destruction sat next to his sister Despair on the sofa. Everyone held their
breath slighly, expecting the sofa to break. But it did not.

Librarian Lucien, who had been looking increasingly pained, could keep
si |l ent rmMaylkimly ask that youitone down the volume and intensity of
your voheeregueé®®ed. AWhatods | eft of +th
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Destruction blinked at him, laughed a hearty laugh, and then cleared his

throati Yes, sorry Lucien. What with al/|l t h
me to rememberdotod busy®ime.d
NRnSo are you indeed |l&kedt ructi on at th
Destruction lifted up his stained hands with its eémcrusted nailsi | wa s
going more for O6Creationd. Been trying
myself, for nearly a centuy n o w. | t haafstnedrt ablele ny ceua scya n

paint without cracking a few eggs. o
Al think you suggested Maithew theeRavee. s 6, 0
0

Al believe his reference was t t emp
medieval periodtothe Renaimsnce era, the main ingredi
instructed Lucien.

AMuch | i k Meryyeamarteckosf.d , O

AThe ravends right though, the same
Destruction admittedd To get the i ngredi embgghat you h
was once alive. And | | ove cooki ng, but
il ngredients even as | <create somet hing
Creation and destruction; they go hand in hand. | guess all | can really say is that
| 6ve ibreenng af or the former, rather than

Lucien was apparently embol dened by
responsetohim But you wer e r eslpdemsquited. e f or Kr

AYebesadi That was a mistake. 0

AThat 6s cwonhtestedo MAMany of the Endl

Kryptonds fate, Il ncluding my predecesso
AMor pheus had aaidDesmudtioniMoist | yst@ioe, ot
there to keep me in check. But they don
noth ng. o
AWai t, ¢adMaevynig ,6on conf used about some
the beginning of this story, Dammyoy sai d t hat youdd up an
Al hsaidDegiructionil n t he sense that | was r
otherEndlessT hose were my rebellious years. |
Endless, as a group. | had my own ideas, and wanted to see them thwaugh
own, without the meddling of my sibling

Destruction sighedi | hadndét meant it to go that f
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AThen what exactl y skad€ainyandithoughthat! | i an
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 léfeafastle
fireplace, blowing on the growing flames and prodding the tinageade of broken
furniture - with a wroughtiron poker.

Al wanEledandrZod sam Debtnuktien, simplyid dte, o
creator, and the destroyer. They were both my ghano n s . | thought t
good for each other: one motivating the
even working together for the good of a

ALiI ke ot Istattersd,Abeli Br i ngi ng-best 1 heebhuoh ¢

Cain whirled on his brothreAbel menacinglyii | 6 m t he best al |

insisted Caininl dondét need you!o

AYow odh 6t mered Abel plantively.

AnOh | d o @Gathtadvancked on lAkeR lifting up the poker as if to
stikeAYou know me betters tthhaant I|i tk?nnoow my s e

Al ease c Abelrbesdechedh], 0] wwant tomeahthe rest of
the storyo

Cain began savagely beating Abel with the iron poker.

There was some meeping from Goldie.

Rose leapt up from her seat of rublileSt op! Caenhi musatl ohe &
sheturnedtoméi Dani el ! Why dondét you make him
| shrugged, dlt is his nature,o | re
soothingly. AHe only has one story to c
very beginning. Thisis t . It is not my place to int:

Rose was taken aback, and looked at the others. Mervyn was yawning;
Nual a was wiping drops of Abel 6s spl att
her chair a little further away from the onslaught; Matthew the Raaa 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 Abel 6s bul bous -frstdy t o
Cainsigredi That 6s better. o

AYou ki |shiceRbsehoiCan, incredulovts.He 6 s deadéo
AOh, dongadCandHey gets over i1t. Heol |l
di nnerti me, |l 6m sur e. But | 6m warning vy

partway through the meal: the 1Qamuffer a
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sniffed the smoke coming off the bdiyd uthhat 6 s i nteresting:
smell just like roasting meat, but it reminds one more of a toasted marshmallow

than anything el se. |l tds a remar kabl e i
- but continual smell of cabbage&vater about his persono
AYouodr e u nshigRoseeshakibglher haddA | | of you. Yo

i n s aSheefrowned at Destruction.| s t hi s what you do to
fight and destroy one another?o

Destruction sat up straighter, frowning back defensivielip e stibrr u ¢
happens whet her | 0 hesadiivAonldv  d hoarv emaodtt, blea
for some time now, by your reckoning. o

ABut you said yourself t harguedyRose. wer e
AAnd Despair said you we rexacthadidyauneatidef or V
t o

pull away?o

Destruction scratched his chiseled jawL et me see nowé | w
during what you mortals called the seco

AYouOre responsi bclietdRdser t he hol ocaus

ANo | weaflged Destiuction, firlg.Al t was not my r es;

ABut 1t happened on your watch. o

Al't did. And it was because of what
business for good. Well, almost was suckered in one | as
hopeless romantic, see, anii¢d to help a couple of lovebirds out. But | think |
caused more harm than good, in the end.

AWhat happened to your realm?0 | ask

AEven now that | 6ve abandoned it | 6
I t s f ®estuctionrepleedi Peopl e and things are st

still destroyed. They tear down and they build. Things still change. The only

di fference Iis that no oneds running it

do with me anyTheynwgean maloes fttheiimr sown d
AYou sound daidRosei¥Xoaoai lenpd want to be

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, peogfersand die, and

they candét do anything about it themsel
AThat 6s why daidDestiuctonnP et vapds 0l shoul d

one of the real reasons that | came here: to clear my name, and to explain my side

of the story. o
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AYeah, gHdRoselperamptorily, sitting down on her pile of rubble

once more, her arms and legs crossed obstinately. want t o hear 1 t.

Destruction lookedatmé&. And, maybe, to hesacrt a |
AYoubOve never been i nwgthepask lout, webthings st en t
change, donét they?o0

AYes, they do. 0

My mother Rose cleared her throat impatiently.

AAh yes, -t hat ssadlestrgction. He paused, gathering his
thoughts with a deep and low breath, like the bellows atgef@ You s e e, Il 6 n
somet hi ng bedan Restruciant i st , O

ARSo was Hit bmapped&Rosd. St al i n, O

Destruction exhaled heavilii. Yes, wel | ... Destructi ol
happens. Creation happens on its own as well, of course, but doing it osgaurpo
and having it turn out the way youwantitto hat i s a r eal feat .

ASo what were yashkedNuam.i ng t o create?o0

AOn Krypton, | was trying to create
explained Destructiom Smar t and st r o &wnifoBerothem and |
became a villain, | figured the other would become a hero and defeat dvem if

It was right in the nbDestkictiamfrintedirhe ,| obveef or
h e r oHe surnéd to me with an affectionate twinkle in hiséyds do you, |
what | 6ve heard is true. 0
NnYes, | lfadmittedth Mo uag h | came to realize
Destructionds expression sobered. He
nAye, that happened for nheugms wel |l . Too

-Destruct-ionds Tal e

| 6ve fashioned a -thewthemfintolthe cruziblesof donflictmy t i
where heroes are forged.
On Krypton, the villains more or less weand | took the wrong lesson

from that disaster. |l thought it was Dbe
stretch, and therefore werenodét prepared
As they must.
Sowhen itcameto&r t h, | thought 106d give t he

first try was World War I. That was a mess. | honestly thought that was going to be
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the end of it for a while, the chaos and the violent, senseless destruction. | thought
theydd had their fildl

| couldnot 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 | fi
more cleaicut.

And it was. Damn near everybody (except for the dggs themselves, and
they donét count) agreed who were the h
bloody war.

During this time, something interesting was happening in Gotham and
Metropolis. Taking the lead from the Green Lantern, two new heroes haddoopp
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. Oresetmen (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 capspired ly the
strongmen and boxers of the dayas 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 anch#he, the dark
and the light respectively.

Truth, Justice, and the American Way.

I loved it all.

But like | said, | was of the wronlgeaded opinion, at the time, that great
heroes needed great conflict to reach their full potential.

These petty conflictsidd n 6t seem to be enough of
pursesnat chers, drug and booze peddl ers,
such small potatoes for guys like these.

The launch of World War 1l pulled in Lois Lane, who leapt at the
opportunity to embedith the troops as a war correspondent. Even without
superpowers, that | ass was a hero for s
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too-and there was one | was particularly
enough).
Loi sO0 deci s ppygoane forder assisbant, Céark Keat. It was he
who was donning the cape and flying about helping people, as the hero dubbed
OSupermandé by Loi s her seéntefventiofdst and@dsa r k w
opposed to war . He d apbm ésthe feapethhe surely b e us
would be if he ran headlong into the fray. He wanted nothing to do with it; and
ot her than acting as his beloved Loisb
Bruce Wayne, who was in f aotwarittoe her
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 shadowisey 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 altogetherone had seen hide
nor hair of him for years, when the war began in earnest.
I n his place, a prot®g® of his calle
country. Stories conflict on where and how he got his powsrsme said he was a
scientist named Jay Garrick, who got zapped by malfunctioning equipment. This
lab accidenttriggete a | at ent &6 met agened which gay
he was gifted his powers by the Roman god Mercury. Take your pick-(lvait m
gat hering from Daniel s expression that
know, as all the gods originate from TheDmdang. Huhé wel |, | di
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 generajatedery, of the type |
mentioned before.
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| was rather disappointed that my favorite superheroes were refusing to star

i n my sequel to the great 6éWar to End A
find my hero.
And | did. More than one, in fact.o

*%k*

Destruction leaned forward, clasping his largaycand paint covered hands
together. He rubbed them together idly, and some flakeéif8llo met i me s | e
t he maoemuwsddsl, coften wonder what it woul d
Al ol 1l tell ysadMatthewathe RavendVée Olriek es,qoui s hy
soft, and most of the ti-adanywmenemte f r eaki
SPLATT! Weore dead. o

AExcept when yer DRdvitkired Mamynr i ght bud
Pumpkinheadi At | east before THAT makes you ¢

AOH FOR CHRDRB¥%A KHduged Matthew.

AnBet you wish somebody had told you
of a har-larre?l Mervyn. Matthew flew over Mervyn and began pecking at his

pumpkin headi OW OW OW! 6 cried Mervyn.

ARot t en -bvreag enetaVbilheav, between pecks.You 6r e j ust

j eal ous because youol/l NEVER be a real
AReal |l y! ThaiediNuatani 8f opobkodong so i mmat
A | a gaiddwiendi Youbdbre being rude to our g
A Nah, I dsaich Mestructionin @ q rois part of my craft. And the

harmless stuff can be mighty entertaining, especially when fools battle each other
over something petty.o

Mervyn and Matthew turned and scowled at Destrucfiohl E Ytheyp both
said at once, indignantly.

Destruction roared @leep and throaty lauglhn Ther e, you see? C
common enemy, and theyo6ll|l stand togethe
| 6m not merely the Endless of war, but

Al, too, have wondered what mottal woul d
human, and I|saufbringisg the coaversation back arouRdT o b e
one of the adventurers, rather than the

AAw boy, her gumbledMgreynagai n, 0O
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AWhen did you ev easkednlyagthebRosied games ?
guestion immediately conjured another in her mind, which darkened her
countenance and caused her to hesitdiat her morbid curiosity won oul. Di d é
HE actually play games with you?Oo

She was meaning, of course, The Corinthian. No, that was altogether too
absurd of an ideaif the reality of that time spent as his prisoner was not so
terrible and painful to recollect, | would have laughed. Instead, | shoved the
unbidden flood of memories aside to the further recesses of my mind, and focused
onthefirstge st i on shed6d asked, about how I C
board game. | was surprised that she did not already understand, having possessed
the dream powers herself as the Voréxit, perhaps, for too short of time to

comprehend its full potentiagh | p |l ay ed lalaln soMe rtelde m,Aid n a
speaking. As a passenger . o

Rose blinked, then looked away sheepishi@ h . Right. o

AWel I, Il 611 tell you who wasnot dest
said Destructionii | | ov e amaturally, lve themeemasooresn, particular
that |1 was most fond of. o

A Wa s s hqaippéddhe Brésumptive Mervyn. Nuala sniffed.

Destruction chuckledil ndeed, she was.

*k%

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 theland were female; immortal women formed of
clay by the artful fingers of the goddess of wisdom Athena, given strength by the
blood of the huntresgoddess Artemis, and given life by the goddess of love,
Aphrodite.

These beautiful, proud and fierce warrm@omen were called Amazons.

In the language of the Amazons, they called their-mane e home O&6Par
|l sl andd.

As | surely would as well, had | been granted the privilege of living there as
the islanddés only male entity. Ha'!
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Diana, daughter of the Amazone&gn 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 hadtsed 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 tamaramal encircled by i
even a human oneclearing their heads of the lies they tell themselves and others.

The second was the braces of the huntress Artemis. These braces would
enhance an A rdoanaddle sirengtla $peed and gexterity tenfalad
confer upon her the gift of flight.

There would have been a third, the golden girdle of Aphrodite. This girdle
enhanced a womands | oveliness and appea
eyes upon heré even the most savage bru

Unfortunatelythe 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 Tuewvor Pawhaddodecd aslanlida
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. Submari

shores, after its hull had been blasted by the torpedo of a GenBaatUThis
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
(oneofStevdr evor 6s | ady friends). It was a
and blue like the American flag, with a stgrangled skirt and a gold eagle rising
on the breast of the red corset. That first one was shoddily made, out of cheap craft
fabric-butitgave her the | ook shedd be known
the golden circletrown 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 tigib&Gotham
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harbor, but it was no useghere was something in her frefeted 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 reallyembarsae d t hem, what wi th
raced nonsense) but had been coming up
refused to get his hands dirty cleaning up Nazi scum, but now this attractive and
rather popular icon of the American war effort had juseapgd 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 theydd had some |l uck 1in
Girdle of Aphrodite.

So they mada 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 misss) but the most important and
ultimate one was to battle and defeat Diana. Not kill her, mthdy wanted Diana
alive, to experiment on her. But they wanted to strip her of her tools as well.

Il n response, Di anads Amer iderfomhertoi t i z e
be an official military asset.

There was some confusion over the na
surname to put down. There was some squabbling between Diana and her
companion Stevefirst over the necessity of a surname, then overt wioald be

sui tabl e. Steve asserted that her ti1 tl e
compromise of its male form, O&é6Princebo.
one was better than the ot her, not for

Diana jotted down the brantew, madeu p name o Di ana Princebo
form, and that was that.
Not that anyone called herthaho st peopl e call ed her
Wonder Woman spent the next several years giving the Nazisforhat
including a daring raid upon Hitlero6s hidder
It was here that Wonder Woman battled the mad scientist known as Doktor
Gift (thatodés German for 6Doctor Poisonda
and Steve against one another usingonesofhs i gnat ur e poi-sons
It was a poison that scrambled the brai
opposite of what they intended.
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But that was chil ddéds play compared t
create metahumans througénetic manipulation.
There were sever al hybrids created I

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 theie nsata
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 wereonlyactig upon their twisted mas
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, WondeWoman 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 internmdapahese Americans in
the States. That began the erosion of her relationship with Steve Trevor, who had a
Owhatever i1t takeso attitude toward war
whenever his countryds moral standing w

And at this momenthe Green Lantern femerged 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 Wondem&fo (there was, additionally, a
Green Lantern Corps established by old Alan Scott, which included engineer John
Stewart, pilot Hal Jordan, artigdghey Kyl e
collaborated so often with the Justice League that they pvaotically 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 superheroesa#t 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 atthistimel Amostl y you ¢
live through golden ages anyway, you just look back at them.
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| 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 bakyaking, and the superheroes were keeping everybody
safer than ever.

But, | i ke most Golden Ages, it would

Lex Luthor was unfairly credited with helping the Americans win the war
(despite, like | said, profiting from all sides of it). He edthe wave of popularity
all the way to the White House, becoming President of the United States.

The Justice Leaguers were thorns 1in
they fought against the kind of American Lex wanted to see; so he worked hard to
brard them as subversives, communists, and generalamerican 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 unscdiler it was hard to make the
case that he was tAmerican- 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; Batamalways
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 notddassey but the tr

That was the troubleshe was a pagan worshipper of the trifdlgoddesses
(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-femal e popul ation not only eschewed the
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 comittee.

She was pretty much a postdild for everything the committee, and people
like McCarthy, abhorred.

The rest of the populace didnodét real
idealized notion of the AIAmerican woman, and shunned her. The work that sh
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had been hitherto relying upon for income dried up and gshe 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. Ostenglidygroup was
led by an Egyptian collector and metahuman named Essa, who wielded giant
circular blades named the Rings of Satuipait in truth, the group was founded by

the enchantress, Circe, who created t he
femalemet ahumans for her army, with the go
good.

Circe had already provided refuge for the gorilla, hawks, and cheetah
hybrids, to whom she gave the power to sksip# into partial or fullyhuman
forms at will (she thus renamié¢hem bestiamorphs). These bestiamorphs were:
Gargantua the goritwo man, whod6d spent some ti me a
circus; Shiera the hawkoman (who later left so that she and her hdmwkband
could join the rdormed Justice League); and the lass\&&lina, the cheetah €at
woman.

Al so on The Ringdés I|Iist of members w
assistant to the originalshe was experimented upon by him, giving her super
strength and turning her bodily fluids into deadly poison) her daudiye(the
product of both Doktor Gifts, before her mother killed her father), and The
Val kyri e, Di anadbs former rival (after |
was transformed intoawelf e st i amor p h b the eBohantcessthhvad ma g |
sincebrought the bitch to heel).

Di ana was ambivalent toward joining
human life in Gotham insteadvor ki ng at a department st
wife, Etta Candy, so that she could afford college (Diana was rejected rather
brutally by Starvard dol ege, who wasnoét accepiting f
she instead had to turn to Ettads al ma

But as much as she wanted to put her hero days behind her, Diana was
disturbed by the amount of violence targgtivomen 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 streagthat could she possibly teach
them?
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Fortunately, she met a Vietnamese ma
who taught Diana his style of unarmed combastyle that, Diana realized, could
be taught to gular women for selflefense purposes.

Diana set up a Oboutiquedé storefront
underpaid female department store workers, and taught them martial arts at night.
Among her students was Lois Lane, and a young Barbamdo@, daughter of the
incorruptible Commissioner Gordon, of the Gotham City Police.

But then the Vietnam War began.

And everything changed once more. o
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nNSolitudeo

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.

AYou sai d something about fprenipied ng a
Nuala.

Destruction blinked rapidly a couple of times, coming out of his reverie.
ARAh, hgeslattasti St eve Trevor and Diana. Tho
dondt know i f the |l ass was in | ove as n
whol e thing right thoroughly. o

There was, of a sudden, a dramatic and alrmogsical sigh sort of
contented, like sonoa@e waking from a most pleasantslegpl a ki ng t 00 muc
cr edi t , theavsicelasguidiyldiawled. 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, $iiken fabric brushing against itself. The
rose boutonniere in the lapel was a perfect bloom of a deep and vivid red, the same

color as Desireds own | ips. Desireds go
sweeping the castle with disdain. They made &oigcsoundii My , what a me
Desire tuttutted.n And | t hought DestinydosThpseace v

gold eyes fixed on me, glinting, and a smile flashed across the face like an opening
knifewound, revealing bonehite teethi Dani elIhng!dartlds so good

you! o
ANo. Not Daniel. Sorry,0 | corrected
Desirebs red mo-blackeyebrowalckkedi Oh&n dna jwéata
am | to call you? You prefer to identif
ANot Mor pheus e havenernghttothat name.pdmi ed . il
Dream of the Endless. It is enough. o
Destructionrosefi| 6 d best teaskie my | eave, O
AReal |l y, Br ot h eurrédDésira, with anexaggeratenl poto
AAnd after we were just reunited. How v

Al doubt that my parting aglanownt twerd | O
said Destruction, warily.
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ABut such sweet sorr owaidfDesire, viaungad e ar
majestic pale hand toward the grey, slumped figure onthecduhh e mas bee

pining for your return all this ti me, Yy
AGo ahead whigpaeted Despal, aot lookingup.l t 6 s not
Il mportant . |l am not i mportant .o Nothing

Destruction patted Despai wlsgoodtbu mped
see you agahasadilBiuttt |ie O6ssi sbteesrt, & or me no:

Is to become a full family reuniob | ack sheep and all that
AWhat ar e yoneededDesirfirl da i6dd onfo20 | i ke it o
Tearsstremed down from the black pits unc

brows, as she whittled her sharp hook into herwiist. have now | ost 1

br ot Isleeraspedi And i t witheasedan involuntary shudder take hold

of each individual assembled in thestle halli But wher eas the | os

i s a wound shehboatinued, ®okihgrup & last with wet eyes at

Destructionfiy o u , my brother, I | ost many yeart
AEverythisbgptcmaondaesng is truly | ost, o
A Wi s e saldRedtrudiion. He set wary eyeson DesiteYou t el | t he

story however you want to. | dondot thin

anyway. o

AAnd here | thoughtsnipedbesier e t he br a
AYou said you hlpdintea dut, hopirg thatlbwoold note r , 0
be left with the mystery of that unanswered question, at least.

A Y e said ®estructioni The t heme of my tale i s:
not hing el se away from what | 6we tol d vy
thatds what | would suggest. It al ways

Al thank you for-mgamt . oounsel. It is

He then fixed me with a sefiYouscoaehad
| e av e hesaid, indicatisg,the castle ruins surrounding asd, perhaps,
the wasteland which lay beyoridl t ' | I carry on alright wi
me and wal k the stars. I tdéds astonishing
if one works at it. And astonishing how much trouble one can get oneself dut of,
one simply assumes that everything wil!/
Alt will. All will be well .0
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Destruction nodded, sagey.Ent r opy and opti mi sm: th
make the universe go r ound Destuctiand | | ma k e
turned to go, out the way he came.

A strange wistfulness overcame n@esudden and painful yearning for him

to stay. AW I | é wasketL | meet you again?o
Destruction turned to look at me over his shoulder, with one more friendly
smilefil woéul e at all surprised. 0O

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.

AWell then, now that ¢t BDedresm@ncti moni o
dismissively, brushing off the sofa cushion before sitting down elegantly next to
their twin Despairi | can f i | | i n all the blanks h
revisionist version of our story.o
AWhat do you mean?0 | asked.

Desire grinnedii t 6 s not theyregieddi| s 6er g, bove st
passion, and desire. And desire, as you know, is always cruel.

-Desirebds Tal e

Let me see now, where shall | begin?
First, let me tell you a little bit about the most important aspect: myself.
You see, | make people want things: money, sex, fame, power, love. Those
are the big five, though there are many others. | also make people fear things,
which in turn tends to ake people pursue their desires all the more desperately.
|l tds a wonderful, vicious feedback | oop
Humans are creatures comprised almost entirely of fear and desire, and
t heyor e e aslthipkl empoynsimpywbsanting them almost as much
as getting involved directly. |l tds |1 ke
going as fast as they can, not seeming
|l t6s delightful
Destruction said he loved heroesd he? | suppose | do as webut only
because theyodore so virulently appealing
Yes, marketingt hat 6 s my favorite <=wndbufteect an
If you will. And this past century, business has been booming.
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The supdneroes represented a lot of what mortals say they want to be:
beautiful, virtuous, strong.

Except thatdos a |ie.
They donét ACTUALLY want to be a her
means some nasty shit is goingntieown, an

vicinity of that nonsensemuch 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?

That s right: the hero.

Besides, heroism sucksacriicing your own needs for the sake of others?
Being counted upon to save everyone el s
scary? Phffft, please.

You must remember something else as well: heroes are in the eye of the
beholder, as are villains. The differerafeen comes down to marketing. And you
know whoos really good at marketing? Ps

Peopl e | i ke Lex L ut-$goatapoutvotnas, ahadwillot c a
do anything to get what they wanbut who will then shamelessly toot their own
horn, male 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, i f youdbre | ucky, youdll be chose
That 6s a hero, to some peopl e.
Heck, whoamllddi ng? That s a hero to ME.
So evenifyou gothegoodwo-s hoes her o route, there
awf ul | ot of people who wonoét think the
psychopathit hey 61 | think the probl emtthes YOU,

applecart, 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 thefigfinig, sexy little
superhero costumes (and have the physique to pull it off,); they magifanta
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 itp most people would prefer being
saved and/or bedded byahelbut t hey donét want to act
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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 theirsakds t hey dr e s me

they just get the hell out of dodge and
There are exceptions, however. -Some
theyore the abnormal ones, who care so

that they conmntly selfsabotage.
And thatdés where the superheroes com

*k%

AThat 6s n eddmymathgerRésB.Y¥ouodr e acting | i ke a

a total selfish prick is out of their mind and sabotaging themselwaisit seems to

me that people who arethatsalibo s or bed are the biggest |
Desire regarded Rose with sparked interés¥ er v a st thdysaidof y o

Al ndeed, peopl e don o tthingslikevwrueywimcdriditiondl ey 6 r e

| ove are very often out of their reach.

Rose looked away. We | | | dunno about that. L «
Desire laughed a laugh that wasnfectious, but also as abrasive as
sandpaperii Y e s | 6m sure thatodés the way a | o
them, feel as well ! o
A | meant things | i keRoteanptierednes s, or ¢

Desire sobered, clearing their throat a bit.H ocan you miss something
youdbve never had? Something that you ar

have 1it? That you dondt wunderstand enou
Besides, my dear, happiness is fleeting. By its very nature it is ephemeral,

for it | sed&liideead 6st atnels idlo not | ast | on

wedd want somet hing, ANYTHI NG, to happe

the insufferable boredom. 0o

AMy thoughts exa-st bajd@aimiyAnglo mdh nmada m n
you intimated lhat what was told to us by Destruction was a, shall we say, sanitized
version of events?o0

Desire grinnedii Oh y e s, | nearly forgot: that

*k%k
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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 thibgt, in truth, even the strongest, bravest,
and most idealistic of humans are far from heroic.

Theyore very much | i ke the gods they
matter).

Speaking of whmuckwhatthe Anamzoldssver@. coastructyg of
the gods. Aphrodite, one of my favoriteshe was a love goddess, after-aame
up with the idea of making perfect women in her own image. She imbued them
with life and virtue, while her sisteyoddesses madkeir 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.

That 6 s whgderhigod and theen®st savage brute there everwas
in other words, a superherattacked them.

Hercules, ostensibly, just wanted th
the 12 Labors to perform after the killing of his wife and children in a benserk
rage (as one does, when you are Earthos

Girdle was not the first, nor the last (unless my memory fails me, | believe it was
item #9 to check off the list).
But to say that Hercules fell in love with the beautfuieen Hippolyta, who

possessed the Girdle, would be untruthfaln d | 6 m not | i ke my b
Destruction, who likes to sanitize everything and make it sound pretty (or
6gloriousdé, as he might say). No, Her cu

andwanted 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 mot her? Wel {t,halt 6dso wohta tb | Haiomsdpldyl oyut a t
after all. The Amazons wereno6t known 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 andvshipper of Aphrodite, but the love in her heaat
least when it came to menvas nothing but ashes.

Shedd spent ever so |l ong in solitude
until the the great hero Odysseus shipwrecked upon its shores.
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The suvivors 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 spardgkr 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 te bke figured she
would soon have him under her spell.

Unfortunately for her, while Odysseus had no problem foolingratavith 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 hersel
Odysseus was charming and handsome, to be sure, but she was merely lonely from
her selfimposed isolation which she chose because her heart had already been
demolished by a marhe truly loved. But we all tell stories to ourselves, in which
we star as the hero who is tragically oppressechd accor ding to Ci
Odysseus not only betrayed her, but he was the one who broke her-alrelaetly
heart.

L e t O-$orwardnswt, to where Aphrodite called upon Circe to save the
ensl aved Amazons from Herculesd grasp.
Themyscira at once, and doing a lot of her trademark transformamgnto-beasts
act once she got there. Hercules escaped,di whole lot of the others did. She
severed the Amazondéds ensl avi ngowodhai ns,
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 prontise the Amazons would
never again have anything to do with men, or the world they had claimed as their
own.

Hi ppol ytads new baby Di anaandbnbkeever,
the ot her Amazons,-fashibneddhhdmamveag andtiisd n t h e
too much man in her to reject them entirely.

Which is why, when the firstmamnsdap
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 tloeeds, 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 i n thhkeut first
unl i ke Jonat Hather relkireed home iB & odyleag. s

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
ni cknamed OThe P hihrhe pamt@d imagewbd carnzy ghost d
girl striking a pirup 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.

St e v e 60 scoynteradrivebulenceor so he thoughtover what
appeared to be nothing more than ocean.

And then, out of the blue, a womahaped shadow appeared in the cloudy
skies before him.

After inadvertently causing him to crash, she saved-tarheautiful bronzy
warrior-princess, with a heaving bosom, rdird 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 didnoét stop him from using her,

Steve Trevomanaged the warrigorincess, and turned her into the star of
the American war effort.

Di ana couldndét stand to |ive that |
go on real missions. Steve went with her, and the story he told himself was that he
washer partner, her valued sidekick, her

that they were in love.
After the war, Steve proposed marriage to Diana, offering her a diamond

ring in the shadow of the Green Lantern
She turned him down flat.
Dianadi dnét want to belong to anyone. /

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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T h at 0 sin altl thag thmie, 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
wo man h edetdo saeenakedr
Not that Stevebdbs chronic case of the
all those women hedd 6l ovedd and | eft w
And the hilarious part is: this ti me
hedd yaneanuital |
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
wi t h) . al thawagsyntarri age; but then agai n.

*k%

Al think youbre gi Vvi n gadbwsqheriRos.a Causef o

|l 6m way more depressed hearing this shi
Despair heaved a great, defeated sigh. Desire gave their twin a look of

concern, patting her grey hand, and then smirkedat Ro§é2o h, t hat was

d e apurred Desire, in what sounded like a strangely approvingtiorieo o ks t o

me | i ke maghpet bveogoascwel |l . 0

S o r saig¢ Rosée, toward Despair and not Desire.
D o n 6 said Deasiregtaking the apology for themselves anytva¥.o u 6 v e
said it many times before, you hate love. And for good reason, after what
Morpheus put you throughwhat with the whole threatening to kill you simply for
existing, and then tossing you aside |1
you with his child. o

Rose looked stricken, the blood draining from her face. She bowed her head,
in order not to look at anyee.f S h u tshewsaid irba low and dangerous voice,
her fists clenching besidehér.You have no right. o

Desire shook their head incredulously, sighiicAnd even after a
still in love with him. | really am sorry for you, child: if you wahitlove that
remains in your heart gone, | can remoyv

A
A
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Tears fell from her eyes, and she angrily wiped them away. She shook her
headii That 6s exactly what IskesadiSlodovbdawans
but no. o

Desiresmiledi St i cking it to a dead Endl ess
waytheysgadil | i ke your-caulylded@gigernmjawaybbuno s t
know, you remind me of someone: a woman who was also tragically in love with a
dark, brooding, emotiaily-unavailable man...

*k%

You remember what Destruction said about Diana letting those Nazi experiments,
the human/animal hybrid beastiamorphs, go free?
Well, the cheetah beastigrl made her way to the States, and renamed
herself Selina Kyle.
She dd not live on the streets of Gotham for long before she turned to a life
of crime, using her feline talent-s as a
burglard). Sel i-mlaadlo nnedt mwme,l iankmoaKdr y
knight, witha cateared cowl instead of one shaped like a bat. This earned her the
name Catwoman.
Catwoman was strangely popular in Gotham, for a crimitta poor
admired her, for she stole only luxury goods that they never could have dreamed of
affording, from higp-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 citynoedied by superheroegshey 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 le\aso, that he was Batman).

It was partly because of Catwomands i nf
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 omgpwoment 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



87

Cat womané and worse, feminiseaofwdneey kne
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 bl acklisted, I&®tevebs
manager went poof. He became a commercial airline pilot.

Steve was miserable. He was convinced that he had lost Diana because he
wasnot a superhero. And he desired bein

Destruction was still smarting over those two disastwars, and he was
appalled that the public tide of opinion had turned against them. He wanted a
Happily Ever After.

| had been mostly involved in cultivating and stoking the ambitions of Lex
Luthor, that desirous fellowbut Steve was an attractive praj@s 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 entanglerheras a busy little
Endless at that point in time!)

Destruction approached méhe obvios expert in matters of love and desire
- to see if | would lend my aid. | thought it sounded fun, and accepted.

So he and | 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 damhouse or pink SUV for these two.

There was a minor issue of incompatibility that we seemed to overlook. See,
my dearies, our onegerce warriorprincess Diana did not go marching off to
Vietnam as part of the U.S. military effort (thosesapatrioticbackstabbers in
high command had all but disavowed her after the blacklisting, despite her years of
loyal service- she owed them exactly squat).

Di anabs excursion into Southeast Asi
friend Vo Van Chinh (notoldassi shedéd known him | ong, b
approachinga-8i git age). ChinhOos-hissgyeloft h had s
martial arts was all about the interplay between hard and soft, but now there was
very little of the former going on, and altogetheos tuch of the latter. He wanted
to see his daughter, the beauti ful V» T
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 (fearsphated wellfounded, as it turns
out).
As for Steve, he was a simple, #eldoded American manhe just wanted

to kill &édim some commi es.
Steve had two true loves: he loved Diana, and he loved what his country
represented (which, by the by, iIs a ver

outright- Steve had precious little use for the reality of what America was, but he
was fiercely inove with the dream of what he thought it was supposed to be. But
t hat 6s a | o v-blinddcall fgutszaad shhodcomings).u

[triedtowarnhim|l tri ed to tell him what was
some point he would surely be fordedchoose between his two loves.

Di anabs brand of h-elcompassingthaalisha bi t m
cared about all people equally, regardless of factional loyalties or allegiances, and
completely disregarded issues of identity, gender, color ared evhen making
her moral decisions. A life was sacred, no matter who it belongeeven the life
of an enemy soldier attempting to kill her.

|l tds not that Steve was unuswually bi
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 Americanne, 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
t horoughlyé even i f that same Vietnames

As you might surmise, giving thiman destructive superpowers was a bit of
a misstep.

He was only given supetrength and invulnerability, thank goodness
well as a dash of extra persuasive appeal from yours truly. Regular people were all
but helpless to obey his commands, makimg &n unnaturally effective leader.

But when Diana and Stev&Vonder Woman and Captain Wondenet
faceto-face in Vietnam, the ground rocked and sparks flew.

Not because they were having supewered coitus, as my brother and
myself had planned for, bbecause 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 vagsed 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 | was saying, Steve was robad 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.

Destructionfelt 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 | wasndét done with Steve yet. No

*k%

AWhat did vy askeddynotheRode.i m? 0
Desire shruggedi Not hi ng but save his I|ife: I
responses, so that he could continue to
Rose looked horrifiedi Wh at € what does that mean,
Desire placed a garette between their red lips, and lit it with a heart
shaped lighterii Yo u 6 | | have to ask my sister abc
Rose looked at Despair with confusidnY ou mean he |just go
Desire puckered and let out a thin stream of white sniokdm@ si st er ,
afraid. o
AThey mean t he younge dgintermeted.t he Endl e
ASo what youdre sayisagRasei Allt hey doav
Endless did. What did this Steve guy ever do to deserve such dogshit treatment
from all of youd
Altdéds not a mat t e rsaibDesiréidHees esri vmpn gyé6 weann
something he could not have, and it made him incurably sick. There was nothing
any of us could do. | guess you could say it was his fault ultimately, not setting his
sights on smething more attainabldb ut he coul dndét help it
wants what it wants. And he was far from alone in this predicament.

*k%k
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While Steve was busy having PTSD and |
objectord superheroes had been embroil
After the disaster of Vietham, and the ousting of Lex Luthor from the oval

office when his scandalous andhainal 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 coutad none of them had a
beautiful hunk of mame at wi t h a shookse-@ingapap | e pi €
boy honesty quite like Superman.
Terrified human sheep, huddling together and bleating for a shepherd to
protect them from the wolvesa superpowered shepherd. They wanted Superman,
and they wanted him BAD. Who else conlgmanity 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- miilédtmerica at
least, but maybe the entire worldhat their passion sparked a campaign to create
somesort of new leadership role for Superman. Something beyond a president
theyodod call it something |li ke O6World Pr
have given him overriding authority over everything that occurred in the nation,
and across the globe.
Did | say O6campaignd? |t was really
Superman could have run with this, [
just imagine the parties! He could have been surrounded by gold, riches and
beautiful women 24/7, commanding an army of wqgyhizealots and holding

0
€

orgies at the FortressofrSto | i t ude (he woul déve had t
day of the week, if he so desired.
But, maybe thatodés just me.

Instead, Superman pissed away his opportunity to beeguxkror of Earth,
and practichly 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 wasnodt enougcht etrh anto utl hden 6nta
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 poinbf absurdity, especially in Metropolighe citizens there were so
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used to his presence that they barely g
Metropolites would never have admitted it out loud, but in their hearts they

secretly believed that if thestepped 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 0 tlyaresentebrlt aghimst hnaggreve. s o me b o

Superman felt like it was time for an extended vacay. He wanted to just be
boring oled Clark Kent for a while.

That s one mort al desire that has ne
onor mal 6.

And if therewasonéti ng Cl ar k certainly wasnot

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. Thatwashi si mpl et on heart o
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 nomewer.

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 plan
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 di dn o-strefyth, wa was shp leulletproof, but all the same
shedd survived two wars as an embedded

a tempts on her | ife orchestrated by a
and a billionaire president, all of whom very much wanted her dead.
She was one badass bitch, is what 1|6
Lois wasndét a metahuman, but she was

She was alo 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 smtdlvn Susieh o me maker mi ssus d
exactly go oveso well with her.

The man was an Adonis and a saint, but a genius he was not.

Rejected, Clark couldnét bear to | iv
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 $tolde, so that he could stay there and mope.

He was not seen or heard of for many years.

Funny enough, there was a supeuple expecting at this timeout it was not who

youodd expect to ever have children at a
If there were two people on Earth whene more laughably t#uited for
parenthood than Batman and Catwoman, th

There are plenty of people who should not have kids, to be sure: people far
more dysfunctional than those two abound. And they willingly proerea
nonetheless, even with perfectly effective birth control methods available.

But most people dondt prowl the stre
leather catsuits and batsuits, looking like they got lost on their way to a wild sex
party. Andmospeopl e al so have jobs that donot
commi tting cri me ¢{HhHealmdstalivapabnokesa law ar twe |, bot
for each of his citizenbs arrests. The

than he was for any of the crimisdahe Bat brought in, and thus honored
Got hamdés Dar k Knight with the number on
And while opposites can indeed attract, few couples were more diametrically
opposed to one another than Bruce and Selina.
Goodness gracious!ad you even imagine being the child of these two? One
an eternallygrieving 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 treets in between being
apprehended by her lover.
There was one poor boy who didndét ha
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 aboutdresns being
costumed vigilantesin fact, he would have been happy just to know the identity
of his mother.

Robin knew his fatheros name and f ac
America besides Lex Lutheb ut t hat 6 s | ust a hiofathter al | f
Bruce Wayne.

Robin was mostly raised by the family fossil and butler, Alfred Pennyworth,
as his father was before hinbbut whereas his father had the excuse of being an
orphan, Robin only felt like one. His father was rarely home, and even kg

was, he was nowhere to be seen, because
locked office.

When Robin turned 10, he was sent away to boarding school across the
pond.

Of course, the fact t hlkdatraits roindiis i nher i
mothe - natural agility and nighvision, 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 botleats and the female genitalia.

It was patrtly for this reason that the cheeky boy took on the radiae of
0Di ckd when he ran away as a teenager.

That, and he really liked detective comics.

Robin dutifully followed the classic, timeonored tradition ofreaks 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 O0The Flying Graysons©é6.

Because O6Di ck 6orkic the cacpsgrbupe as an adrabat w
and, in all honesty, needed a surname to complete his #iassraysons more or
|l ess adopted him as one of their own. F
was now Dick Grayson.

And what was his real mumnand 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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Meanwhil e, his 6B atoundauthexastlg Where Robim k e d
had gone, and did absolutely nothing.
Does that sound strange to you? I f i
taking it into account that this is Bat
Bruce had sent Robin away to protechhin the event of the baddies
figuring out that Batman and Bruce Wayne were one and the-daumékobin
taking on a new identity altogether was an even more brilliant idea. Bruce was just
surprised that he wasndt the one to thi

Selina, too, knew her sond6s whereabo
Gargantua (who worked as an agent for the same shell corporation, Saturno
l ndustries). She jJjust didndt give a use

Bruce had tried to use the infant Robin as adésh effort to convince
Selina to give up her life of crime and become a domesticated-batise

Instead, Selina took off to Egypt to learn the ropes of international crime
with the allfemale crew at Vikiny, 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 circusie desired more out of life, and
he wanted to make a difference. So, taking a cue fromvusites heroes and,
unwittingly, from his mother and fathehe got into the costumed vigilante
business.

He prowled around London streets for a time, targeting muggers, pimps and
drugl or ds . But at a certain pornhimttpo t hese
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 anché 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 distribubn.

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.
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By a pretty young girl dressed as a bat.

Teenybopper Barbara Gordon wasnodét act ua
little thing very much wanted to be.

She desired it so much that it hurt.

After all, therebs only so many ti me
man, a dark knighin-not-so-shiny armor, without one of two things occuring:
either falling obsessively in love with him, or wanting to BE him.

I n Barbarads case, it was both.

Shehad a pernicious and ongoing problem of villains targeting her
because her father was the morally kagtd-mighty killjoy, Commissioner
Gordon.

After one of herrescuesvhi ch shedd grown q-uite fo
shedd succes sédtoBatmgan that he reededhcetrain herahew to
protect herself.

But then | o and behol d, It became ap
wasnot due to a desire t esheoowaas, infact, keep h
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 Batmanads
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
proving herself Batmands equal se that
crime.

Barbara progressed qui ckltarpupland beca

But the praise of Wonder Woman and the admiration of her classmates was
wasted upon hershe would brush them off rather ungraciously, like she was
annoyed. And sheverymuchwash ey just coul dndt seem t
minds thatsh&was n6t there to make friends, or
worl dés most famous superheroine.

She was there to become Batgirl.
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Catwoman didnot understand this eith
night outside the dojo and tried to recruit her for The Ring.

Now, you must understand that the 1in
relationship with Batman was not common knowledgefact,the only person
who knew the Bat was up in the 60l e Cat

Lois felt it was only professional to find out where her most useful snitch was
getting her information).

But all young Barbara s@awBatnms. a f amo
Barbara went to town on Catwoman (with her fisgsu all are a dirty
mi nded | ot, arendt you?), hoping to tak
good. Il n the ensuing o6catfighto, Bar bar
Batman persaally, by swearing a dramatic vow to protect him. Catwoman was
i ntrigued and a bit alarmed by this; sh

considered him marked as her territory.
cute little piece of ass mawj 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

realy was.
Catwoman thought she looked too sweet and innocent to be his type,
anyway.
Selina hadnoét exactl y-ilrefiterBrmicned , o nh e

rather callously tossed her aside when she refused to play things his way, and this

had caused naovgall amount of buthurt for her. And it seemed like Barbara had

been similarly abandoned, when her desi
But thatds not to say that Catwoman

Barbara Selina liked to toy with people, espetyaharmless mice like this one,

and she was al so vengeful. Now t hat she
threat, romantically or otherwise, she
expense.

She teased Barbara to look for a secret concerratigdh at WWayne Manor,
somet hing that would do him in, and the

no thing.
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Barbara fretted about Batmands safet
to him was. She cobbled together a feminine batsuit for lheage started casing
Wayne Manor, looking for a way in.

As it turns out, she wasnodét the only
grounds of the estate: in no time at all, she discovered a boy wearing a vilainous
looking Red Hood scampering ovéetwroughiiron 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
statementy ou know, t he owlholteni dMRo oifn rkbbbi ng
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 fac
framed byaheadoft| ack gl ossy hairé young Barb
The poor thing was left completely disarmed, and smitten.

She tried to get a grip on hersel f.
young bad boy, whose tightlittteassh e 6d j ust t horoughly ki
her-what woul d dear o060l e Batman say?

She was Batgirl, and she was in control of this situation. She needed to act
like it.

But she didndét want to send him to |j

So she offered to let Dick tag alpas her sidekick, as long as he left the
thieving partoutofitot her wi se, shedd be forced to
the Gotham police st at i otwoshoeddaughtea s st i |
after all- vigilantism was a legal grey ardayt the laws against thievery were
pretty clearcut).

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 di dndt want
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 reasoniggd, as Dick did not
have a proper place to stay, she insistedhteatome back to her house and pose as
a friend from school.

Thus, Batgirl and Robin started datinfirst as a cover, and then for realsies.



98

After all, therebés only so many ti me
your house, before everyone stansgumptively dropping the space between
those two words.

And thereb6s only so many times you ¢C
boyfriend, before you find yourself ©beg
kiss him like one.

Kissing very quickly turns it something else (especially with a boy named
Dick, who feels |Iike hebds got somet hing

When you keep fooling around with th
time before one of you drops the o6LO6 wo

Finally, no matter what you may tell yourself hat t heyd6re only
empty, shallow and meaningless her e6s only so many ti me
youod before you start finding yourself

That 6s t he t r oudshne staviestwa tellaifiybu sayloredo | i t t
anything too many times, you run the risk of making it real.

|l snét that right, my -8anbdmag?brot her
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AnMad Lovebo

AYou are clhrotker egliiseeér AReal ity is
pliable than most mortals believe. And the lines that define the edges between
dreams and reality are soft. o

AnSoft and squishy! Just the way I I
burbled a youthful voice from somewhere above us. A bloom ofcuoldted
jellyfish swam through the air before us, and iridescent frogs leapt past our feet.

Their piedpiper mistress was a girl merrily skipping down the stairs from
an upper balcony. SHeoked 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 frgedbout the shoulders, and was held in place by a
looselylaced 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 the air above her head, tethered to the
string.

a

ADown the road | g o, I am foll owing

k nows wh echigedthe singgongydvoice of Delight, for that is who she
was at present. | could scarcely recognizebev, e n wi t h access t
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 grassfields, 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 nat the coy tittering of a flirtatious coquette, but the infectious giggle
of a tickled baby. It took her awhile to stop and catch her bréath.n d now it
Il nconspi cuo e sadavben she couldespebk, once more

0]
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Then her contented smile fedlhd her eyes, once a blend of blyreen,
became mismatcheane green, and one blue with silver flecks. She screwed up
her face, which seemed to express anger at first and then turned payself

Her clothes and general appearance changed as sheamashdaguely
toward us, looking as though she was both lost and distra@ed, perhaps, a
little itchy. The girl was scratching her neck and twitching sporadically, wobbling
around on mosthpare feet (other than her fishnet stockings, which were soat®r
to barely hold their shape). She now suddenly wore both bicycle pants and a skirt,
as well as a musty fad®ather coat, the layers of which were pulling apart and
flaking into oblivion.

AONe f OR SorrOW, tWO foR sORRow, thR
ForFoFor . . . | dONOGt knOW b UtwatbléedDelaumL. bor E
in a strange, distorted voice of myriad tones and erratically shifting gitdh,i V E
fOR three two one... sIX fOR goLD, seVEn fOR a mAGpie wHO tELLS mE
wh ERE t (elgiwestopped abrupgl with a confused frowi. Bu T wh ERe
dl D hE gO?0

AHel |l o, sister Delirium, o0 | greeted

A Hi isheisqguaaked, 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
couchiHeLLo evVERYybODyé i To6s mE. NoT Any ONq¢

Al doupurredDésmet , 0

AWhat brings you here?06 | asked.

iSO, Um. | 6 M L Oo k | shgandwé &, kiokihg ldepl€g§&Sy , 0
idy.n Do yOU REmMEMbER mY dOGgy? So thERe w
CLEveRd OGGy, wHo sai D thi NGs | i kEé | i Keée

anYmORe, iN mY head. | THink mAYbe thEY aLL eSCapED anD rAN awAY.
AnYWAY. CLEver THIinGS. | gOT hIM oN thE dAy tHAt i aTE aLL tHE
chERRi eS uP. FROm OUr br OTheR. 0
Destructiono6s deowe mBatr nfadrago?t tNeon . d
WelLL i spOKe tO OUr br OTHer, aND heE
br OTHer . O

He said that?0o

SAld whAT?0

That | | ook different. o

A
A

o0 Ot N
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AnHe nevER sal D thAT, i SAi d THat. Uh
aGAIi n?o0

ADestructi on. You saw hi m?0

ANoNoNoNo. .. DEstl nY, nOT DEstrUctl O

wOUl d knOW abOUT bARNabAS. He SAid i T c
SsEE yOU. He t OLd mE nOT tO CoMe aND sEE

AYou jJjust missed -Devwashemcotti anm,o0 deoanrg sa
said Desire.
Delirium flipped herself over to stare attheinRe a L Ly ? ! BUt | W £

VERYyVERySUpewt BER baDLy t O sEE hI M thOUgh! o
Desire snickered, taking a drag from the cigarette and blowing itfout.

k n o whe, more soberly,dlyaddedi But you really shoul di

have broken your heart all over agai n,
AThAT6s f UNNy, yOU tELLI nRelrieme NOT t O

rolled off the couch, tumbling across the marble floor into a kneeling position

before me, and put her hands together in supplicafiowi LL y OU pLEAse

mME fIND mY dOGGy? YoU anD mE, wkE hAD SUCH a niCe tiMe THe [aST

ti ME wE wEnt | OOki Ng foR soMeOne. 0

d we?0

Dn6T wWE?O0

: | do not think my fhathewawoawl!| d h
Delirium recoiled, and her face twitchel.lY Ou 6 RE noT hl M, aR]I
AMor pheus | s rasped DespaigiDos iy®tuem,0d r emem

wake we held for him?¢o
A | REmMEMber uS cOMing hERe foR yoU,

Di
Di

ot 3 N

YOu dsadDelram.iWelLL, i T wASnot heRE. ANd i
wWE di D AnywAY. 0

APerhaps one day | will help you | oo
this current ti me. Not wuntil our story

Delirium cocked her head toone siieY o U mMEAN WheN yOuodr e
t 00?0

ANo, thatodés not what | mean. o0
AThEN. .. wWHAt ?0

AThe story of the American Dream, I n
AOhhh. YoU MEan tHE oNE wlth tHE SuP
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AThat 6s the one. WouldW?gou | ike to t
Del i r i u miarge egek weatakry 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 thissh-balloon.il woul d b eshasaid.i ght ed t c

-Del iriumbds Tal e

Al would |Ii ke to start with a boy who |

| 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 gloomgid Gotham.

Coast City was a sunshiny place, with many pretty, golden beaches, and a

| i ght house that | it up at night to help
Garth was a very special beypecause when he played in the water, which
heddeery single day, he could stay wunder

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 teendyit worried that maybe he was crazy, bathwa s n ot (|
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 metelhah 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

ot her kids, even though they werenodt as
the meals his daddy always cooked for dinner, like cunig dadly was a
fi sher man, but Garth was a vegetarian w

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 afie@ sO much
hE wOUIl d6vE dr OWNed-peFslO®&l waABn o OUA dmBER .
He HUrted veRY bADIYyé sO bAD. .. hE Fe
anD hURTING THEM. It wOUId bE sO easY, hE cOUId juSt drOWn thEM anD
SWim awAY anD nO onE wOUId evER knOW iT wAS hiMAT diD iT.
ThEN aGAIi N mAYbe hEO6D chOP thEM ubP f
liIkKED iT, BEING choPPed uP inTO iTHgiTTy biTs anD thEN tuRNeD inTO

sOMeoNeds fOOd |Ii KE mayBE a shARkE
...Oopsies, sorry everybody! | slipped, just then, back into mpamatl-

togecher sel f. But | éokayyback now, and | dm a
Everything was okay for Garth too, after a while. He was a very good little

boy, and he didndét end wup killing anybo

He did capsize and wreck a bunch of fishing boats though, wlashvery
enjoyable and made him feel loads better.

One day Garth was meeted by a friendly little water sprite named Quisp,
who was really i mpressed by what heod d
sprite took him far, far away, to a really lovely and amg underwater kingdom
called Atlantis, where all the nice mpeople lived.

. ExXCEpt theY wWEReno6t ni Ce aT alLL t
IN a prisON thAT wAS VERyY dARk anD saiD iT WAs becAUse hE wAS
suPPOsed tO bE thEir kiNG or SOMEthING.

WHIChdOes N6t mAKe aNy sENse tO hi M, bec
KING thEN whY?

...Sugar and spice! Am | going to lose my silly little mind anytime | recall
anything notso-happy from before?

Oh well... buckleup everybody, this should be fun!

So yes, Garth found hirelf in the middle of a game for the Atlantean
throne, because lots of people wanted it very muchly.

He got out, of pr i s-therewas awezara . |l t was
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 Gar whbw@antedtcausetityorbad. ot her
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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 po EwWhATIidDMhERe? L L s é
i j USt mADe A RhYmEE

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 sickK
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

si CK fi SHies...blecch! ThOANTHJChWORs2Up p o S
t hAN anYt hi NG el SE TheY wERe aCTualLlLy d
Garth didnoét want to be King, so ins

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 han-superhero supporters helped save from
their radiatioacontaminated 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 evERybOdYigD tO bIOW
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 | ot
di dnét play by any of the rules, and th
they let their haigrow longer than anybody else.

And most of all because they took dr
hang out with me iIin my realm. They just
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Well, that, and they wanted to be able to do and experience magic.lBatt 6 s
a very common goal with humanand had been forever, actually. Desire could
probably tell you that.

Garth was one of these people who tookthedrlgat it wasnot
mind or to come play with me. It was because he was so upset atres/aryd
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 vimhebumedupal | vy

and breathed the fumes of), and he ate

magical, just kind of toxic in a fun way), and he dropped acid (into his maltio

It wasnodét the kind of acid thae bubbl es
cartoonseé except i f your trip accident

unpleasant neighborhoods of my realm).
He also drank oO0li ke a fishoé as they

because freshwater fishies donot dri nk

Anyway, when Garthealized that his hero was basically a magic s{gcage
and oldperson member of the establishment, who hated hippie radicals like him,

Garth decided he didnot |l T ke him so mu

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

C

like peachiepi nki sh col or, but they were paler

theydd n6t have to be nice to anyone who
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 whil eé triadtafighttacke b e c a me
Hal Jordan, of the peachpei nki sh peopl e, coul dnot
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 pewapio were in charge
and hurting them, then things would only get worse instead of béitethought
they should just be really nice and prove all the wrbegded people, well, wrong.
And eventually, everyone would get along just fine.

wW

a
|
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John Stewartdidnt agr eeheviwaehs tehaher o, and he
just stand by and wait until t he oOwhite
stuff with his people.

So he rallied against the racist politicians, and the racist business leaders,
and he gothe people to come together and march and protest for their rights.

BuT thEN JoHn StEWart gOT sHOt dEAd anD evERyOne gOT RealLlLY
maD aND sAD aNd SCARED.

And there was a bad guy alien from otdpace named Sinestro who picked
up John St e waupteditsHe wantedgeveayond to beascared, because
that made his new yellow ring powerfuhnd 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 arygdruggie 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 rEwWARD #S 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 cOUId
liTerALLY dO anYthiNG hE wANted iT tO. He feLT sO gUiLty... whY wAS hE
noT thERe tO protECt hER? ShE mUst hAVe

AnD hE di DN6t eVEn knOW. ShEOGAd bEen
hER, riGHt uP uNtiL sHE raN ouT oF Alr.

EveN thOUgh sHE knEW hE wAS tOO fAR AWaY, anDthATHE Dn 06t
knOW.

| kKnEW, 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 SOMEthiNGR-othER nAMed OBLIVION,
whO wa$S | i Ke a realLLy babD i mAGi NArY f Ri
tO anYbOdY aT aLL.
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AnD bEcAUse o0oF KyHNsS@2 ObLnkrcggOT tO bk aN G
rEalL boY.

OBl i Vion t Ook oaNdgOTKgSEaNDsWEbt @0Olynd
tURNING EVerYthiNG inTO nOTHIiNg.

SIiNESTro aND OBLIVION dEStrOYed CoaST CiTy aND preTTy mUCh
eVerYthiNG thAT liVEd thERe diED.

Hal 68S mi Nd broKe inTo l|littLe pi ECes

He reCreaTeD CoasT CitY aNd aLL thE pEOpleTNWwiTH hiS riNG.

BuT i T reaLlLy waSnot CoASt Ci Ty aT a
IT frOM hiS miND.

He wOULdnOoT Beli EVe i T THOuGH, thAT
oVer hiS faKe ciTy liKe aN aSSholLe suPerVillAing®dh i NG. 0

*k%

AWhoa whoa uwh ohagliedddesvlyndPumpkinhead. Th at was a
whole lottacrazst al k you just dumped on us. 0

Indeed, my sister was very much in her Delidiogmm, and it did not seem
as if she would return to her other state of mind.

ARAre you alaskedlucignht , mi ss?0

ANO | aM nOT o6alLL ri GHt oDelirium®Btlyi n G an
replied, twitching.

AYou seem to do better wNwapoywedu t hi n
out, helpfullyfil s t here anything at all that vyo
joyf ul i n some way?o0

Delirium twitched again, eyes darting aboiit/i d UNNo t hAT WwWAS
ti Me foR mE. 0O

A. .. Was anyone Hualaimgred still determined to fingl h ? 0
some | ight in Deliriumds dar kness.

AOoH yeS, thERe WAS soMe peOpLE wWHO
said Delirium, brightening considerablii. T h E s Up E Rrd with#hath S. 0
Delirium became Delight once more.

*k%k
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AYes i ndeedy, the supervillains ewere ha
shine, most definitely.
It took a really |l ong time for the v

of their name, but eventually it happened.

I mean duh, there were others, waaay before that, like Hercules. But people
called him and othersdie hi g ddddseni because thatdés wh
were what happened when gods had sex with mortal people. And they had
superpowers because of that,thedbnai b i e s | me a n , but peop
them supervillains, even when they did thingsttwere really kinda messed up.

Villains are evil on purpose, they make plans and work at being evil.

But gods are just spoiled |ittle chi
because t hat 6theyjusdlike praying tvith therritogs. Sometimes
they play too rough with their toys, and sometimes they crush them to
smithereens... justbecaubed y can, and because itos f
bored really easily.

SoMe peoplLe geT cOnFuSed aND calLlL PeopLe liKe mY biG brOTHer
DeSTrucTion A goD theY calLlLed hi M AreS
naMe.

WebRe noT realLlLy goDsiKewneldaRéeshIKINDNYLESS.
biG brOTHer DReaM noT yoU DaNielL buT thE oTHer DreaM froM beFOre
aLwaYs Sai D, WwWE h a\MasKeal hid &e oMe 3/hAG does t i e S6
t h AT wORd MeaN, I N yOuR HEad, anD hE di
oUr preSenCe deForMs tHeumM Se. THATOs REsponSibilLi

A |l ot of the Gotham baddi esotheyer enodt
werenodét called supervillains, either.

Kitty-woman and the Valkyriady were called supervillainesses
sometimes, but usually people just called themsnatice names for female
people.

Sinestro was kind of the first gtbaddie that everybody pointed at and said
6oh | ook, a supervillain!d But he wasna

Ooh my no, not at all!

You want to know who the first real, hond¢stgoodness superviliawas
actually?

He didnoét start out as a baddie (the

| betcha candét guess who I 6m tal king
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Go on, guess! Guess!!

. Okay'! |l 611 tell you: it was Stevi
TAA DAA!
The guy who had a crush on Wondiady, and who goteally upset when
she didnodot | i ke 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 Destrction had given him destrucpmowers and whatnot, so
he was really good at destroying things (not as good as my brother Destruction
could, but still).

And of course my sisteandbrotherall-in-one, Desire, gave him the ability
to get people to like hireally super easily.

Brosi s | ater oO6flipped a switchdé (them
that Stevie would have fun doing things
all, ever, by any of the nasty things that happened in the world.

Wheneversomething 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, n@ much. Human feetarereallysillyo o ki ng t hi ngs,
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,orrutalga ( HUH? What was that, vy
to be banana peels? Well pooshoo! Who says so?! And why do | have to listen to
t hem, anyways? Bananas are waaay funni e
theydore big and vyel | -pas. Adtdeyjashsayncdsdped i k e
funny, donNAtNAAAH)ey ? BA

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 funrtieisig 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 al/l mi ne a
to be with that Diandady and marmnher and all that stuff.
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But because she didnét want h4dim stil
and | played around inside his head a lot, to keep him company (aFteR DeSiRe
fi Xed hi M uP i T -gi@@®@y eLaCe an¥@dRe lBeCaiSeD | y
DeSpaiRwaSglhe s ORry si Ster 1 O0M noT trYi NG t
buT i Téds tr Ue) .

And Stevie had LOTS of ideas for things he wanted to do, to make the world
even funnier.

Hedd make the best joke of all, a re
laughing.

And of course he would get the last one!

...The last laugh, | mean.

Wonderlady was spending a lot of time with other cute boys, who were not Stevie.
Especially Baiguy.
Stevie thought they were dating and
know abouKitty-woman beingBag uy 6 s ACTUAL girl friend.
But even if he did know about it, he
anyway. He 6 d sgtuiyldls tthriurek | tohvdaty, bBcaiseMi s s !
in his mind, nobody could ever be as good as her.
Insidehis head, | watched his plans hatch.
SoMe oF hiS pLaNs caMe ouT cuCkOo, aND theY would juSt waNdeR
aRouNd iN hiS suBoN-sEnSe, quaCking anD ruNning into the walLLs oF hiS
brailN.
But they were all super entertaining, to me. And | took care of them, yes |
did. | petted them and fed them and made them grow big and strong.
| got to watch all of them, whether he actually tried them out in the real
world or not.
They all ended up with Bajuy getting dead in hilarious, wacky ways,
because of falling into the loosipons traps Stevie made for him.
Then Wondettady would realize Batjuy was totally stupid (and dead), and

that Stevie was soooo smart and clever anehld s o0 me . Shedd defini
Steviebds girlfriend, after that.
And then theydd get married, and | iv

until the universe exploded.
The End.
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It was SO romantic.

And also it was more than a little itdytsy bit aay-cray.

But Stevie didno6t <car e, because | to
a cheerleader for him and wanted him to believe in his crazy drdaig him, |
said it was either go home, or go nuts!

And, well é Stevi e [thdahometHehadashitty f e el
little apartment in Gotham, that was all, and it was full of leaks and rats.

Even if it was a big nice place likeBgtuy had (he didnodot ki
house, hedd onl y -taeeaandifiguvedthal BhE BaTa®@f t he Db
StiCKING hiS nAsty BataWa NG i nTO Di aNA®6S cAVe alLl
juST knEW i TebuT nOT foR I oNG thOUgh, n
soMet hi NG evEn nASTier tO HIM, sO thAT
beAUtiFul priNceSS liKe heR evER EVER aGAin...)

.um. What | was saying is ... even |
| i ke 6homeod, netadays Wwasmgtasd iWamdgeri nsi d-

So my Stevie chose the other way to go, which was to GO NUTS.

He painted himself up in bright colorgreen for Irs hair, white on his face
(making him actually white, not peackpei nki sh), red on his |
a circus clown.

He made a big announcement to Gotham then, promising that he would be
the one to kill the Baman.

There was a shiny, brargppankn -@mew supervillain in Gothartown...

.and his name was O6The Joker 6.

The first thing The Joker dnedBarmieas t o go
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 sd that something was there.

That 0s because tCae wasnelhddemoviehlotsof t he B
superduper, topnotch security stuff everywhere to keep people out.

But The Joker didnodot Kkalllewnewwasthair e ab
Barbiehad 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, an

The Joker ao 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 welLL becAUse hE wasS tiED uP too anD aLL hE
couLD dO waS waTcH.

Mister J was pretemayg 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 meanti me, hedd play with
ShE was sO, sO frEAkIN scARed...
ThiSmdl waSnot | it Ke tHE ot hERs hE di dNB©O

rANsoM oR anYthiNG aT aLL realLLy hE aLrEadY haD heR daDDy loCKed uP
sO whyY di Dnét hE juSt | eT heR GO?
BeCAUse hE LI KED hUrti NG hER, thATOs
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 habD alLwaYs bEeN thERe tO sAVe
hE whY waASnoét hE hERe yeT?
PLeaSe pLeAse PLEASE soMeOm&/& mE, shE wWAS thiNKING, thIiS
ti Me i 6LL ChaNge mY naMe anD rUN aWayY s
anYthiNgtO dOwiThcriMef i GHt i NG eVEr agAln i doNOt
anYmoRe i jJUsT waNt tO liVe soMeboDy pLeaSe maKe hiM stoP DEAR GOD
JUST MAKE THIS PSYCHO SOP...
RobbieDi cky showed up then, and tried t
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 evenworseh en, i n the fighting,

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 druGGieiNd, thE nASty buBBly stUFf ThaT bURNs anD
eAts yOUr skiN riGHt oFF foR Real.

That di dn 6t ough-when ntybigbradher larel my sister
brother gave him powers, theyo6d given h
Lazarus Pit. So he was burned up real good and in lots of pain but he would have
still survived and probably killed The Batif Wondeady hadnoét showe
pulled them out with her golden magic lasso.

The Joker saw his beloved Wondem dy but she didndét reco:
at all.

But even worse was that he was inside her magiclegs®, which made
people calm and fordethe truth to come out of them.

ThE t Ruth wa$S hE di Dndot recOGni Ze HI
anD uGly nOW iNsiDe anD OuT anD iN sO mUCh paiN bUT heR eYes bURned
hiM woRseR hE wi SHed sHedD st OP | OOKi NC
WanT heR tO seE hiM |IiKe thiSwaB8ieRDiI dNOt
SteVe bEcAUse wHat wAS hE thiNkiNG? HE wAS aN iDiot THinKing sHE
coulLd | Ove sOMeOne LiKe hi M, eSpeCialLly
hoRRible aND mONstRous...

But he told her his real name because she asked, and she had the magic
truth-rope aroundhim s o he di dnodt really have a c

Barbie and Robbi®ickie went to the hospital.
EVen tHough BaRbie waS alLL dRuggeD uP shE could stiLL heAr theM
saYing thaT sHe wasS paralLyZed froM thE waiSt down anD woulLd neVer walLk
agaiN.
HeR insiDewouNds weRe eVen deEper thaN heR outsiDe onEs tHough...
shE haD nighTmaRes aLL thE tiMe eveN wheN sHe waS awaKe becauSe sHe
couLdndét st OP thi NKing aBout anD r eMemE
RobbieDi cki e6s insides and outsi des wer
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
al so at The Bat because he didndét stop
He swore that he would get revengeall the supepeople, the heroes and
the villains both.
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Wonderlady took Stevie to the Gotham locbin, Arkham Asylum.

AnD shE was crYiNG beCauSe O goDDesSes hOW could this bE?

It waS SteVeé heR gooD oLd fRienD ST
buT shE couLdndét belLieVe 1 T, esPeCialLlLy
anD baCk tO hiS oLd niCe anD nOrmalL self.

ShE knEW whAT hE diD anD thaT hE waS dANGeRouS buT stiLL HOW?

HoW coulLd shE lede heR fRienD iN a hoRRibLe scARy pLaCe aLL aloNe?

But Stevie told her donét cry, he wo
anyone anymore. Shed6éd saved him, and br
was grateful to her.

She had to leave him atite magic rope behind, with him inside it, because
otherwise he was too crazy strong to stay locked up there.

Wonderlady wished him goodbye and left him hung up in a special cell, all
alone.

Stevie was fine as he watched her go, thouggrause evemough the pain
that Desire took away was back and hurting, he finally remembered what it was
|l i ke to feel good from good things agai

...l1 ke a heartfelt goodbye from som

EVEn I F i Tos | USBye,tdEgddaghenEVeN G o6 b Ye
f OReVer aND eVer. .. o0

But é he didndét know that, ver-dupsgoon, SO
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 d@funsedup skin from the
acid by putting gooey stuff on it that made it feel lots better.
She asked him gquestions, and wrote down his answers on her little clipboard.
She fed him even though he was i mmor
wouldreadthhi m so he didndét get bored.
Stevie healed up really fast from the acgb he not only was charming
again he was kinda handsome like before now, too.
He warned her that he was not really all right, thougkvas only the
golden rope that was keepingrhfrom hurting people and destroying everything.
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It was the only thing keeping him sane.

One night a guy with sup@ontrol over fear who was named The Scarecrow
broke out all the other crazies of Arkham Asylum, setting them loose.

TheY staRteD chaSIiNG thE pReTTy doCToR laDy sAYinG TheY waNteD
tO plaY wiTh hER beCauSe shE wAS SOoo0 preTTy bUT RealLy theY would
haVe hURt heR VERy bADLYy iF theY cAUGHt hER.

She did what any natrazy person would do if they were being chased by
superpowered crazies: run to someone who could help.

That someone was Stevie.

She ran into Steviebts cell, and even
him out of the lasso.

Stevie beat up the other crazies very easily.

Instead of hating him for beating thethey all admired him and, in a weird
way, fell in love with him a little bit.

He found some makep 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 thathey were his to command.

And so did Dr. Harleen Quinzel.

Mi ster J was her hero, whodéd saved h
he was crazy now, tooshe was already very madly in love with him, and would
do anything for him.

Anything at all.

Shedi dndét even care that he | i ked hurt

Actually, she really liked it when he did.

The Jokerdés new army of crazies esca
called umdubub-ubblyd oo The Rogueds Gallery.

Letds see.. Yup | r,anth8careceow, andiiwor e was
Face, and The Riddler, and a whole | ot

And he also had a girlfriend now, who was also kinda his seicend
command of sorts whenever he remembered to treat her like one.

Shewasamotorcieer i di ng | ady in a jesteros o
andblack leather that was very shiny.

Her name, if anybody asked her, was Harley Quinn.
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BuT thaTdés juSt oNe version oF thE stoF
wHaTchaMaCalLLi T. AnD i Té6s deAD nOW. POC
JuSt a biT oF oNe oF theM. | MeaN, theRe aRe SO maNy oF theM. LiKe
wiGgly woRmS, miLLionS anD biLLionS anD SQUILLIONS of wiGgLY
wORmMS, aLL wRiggLIiNG iN diFfeRenT waYs tO geT tO thE saMe plaCe.

AnD i knOW whAT thAT plaCe iS.

| t S a nOTHI ngsipltAecre . wiAlnID tmaYKe mY b R
(like thE oNe yoU hAVe iN yoUr IAP theRe brOTHer DaNi&ReaM) anD saY

gOOdbyYe, I|i Ke thi S, 6g0O0OdbYed6é, aNd t heNl
thiS tiMe rouNd.
YoU doNOt belLi eVe mE. BuT i doNOt mi

I doNOt aeLMwea YnsE beeilLTih e R. 0
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Al mmortalityo

AWait, what h apapkedMatthewtthe RB@ntAfa @? 0 he was
pull ed out of the acid, during the figh

AThaTdés a gOOd qUeStiOn i knOW i T bu
aBOut 1 T beCauSe i 6M aLL boRed oF thE E
couNt t hE f i SHsaBeliriul, curiNg uplseapby, inbo a fetal
position on the couch, and clutching orfets pillows against her chest.

i H e-was ttaken, to ththe L-Lazarus PPitsbby Ra 6 s ttteredshul , O
the newlyrevived Abel as he crawled away from the fireplace, still covered in soot
and dusting himself off.

A Qu i e tgrowlgdoCainfioU n | yeusvant to find yourself in a deceased
state once again, so soon after rejoini

AActuall vy, I dondt want to hemwyr anym
mother Rose pipedup.l real ly think SOMEBODY ought
Morpheus. Itseemskie ever ybodyobés forgotten about
basement for 70 years, and that a lot of weird, crazy megsetit happenedto
me, and to the people closesttomeh en he got out . O

Everyone turned to face her, expectantly. Even Deliriftedliher head from
the couch and blinked at her with renewed interest.

She huffed a siglit F i ©he sadd, resigned.l guess | 61 | have
to do it.o

-Rose Wal ker6s Tal e

AFirst off, |1 have to tell Yow@wntohanal B0 n
|l donoét sl eep, for one thing. Not on
And 1 6m nowhere near as young as | I

My mot herds name was Unity Kinkaid.
turn of the century.

One night, when she was little, her mom was teliega bedtime story to
hel p her get to sl eep. It was OThrough
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She knew it was only meant to entertain her. But instead, it terrified her.

I me a n , itdos a pretty terrifying sto
their talking animal friends, grouchy opiusmoking caterpillars, evil queens
trying to cut off little girlds headsé
The book has characters | ike Tweedl e
the things in hisdream,ydunow very well youdre not r ¢
was to wake, youb6bd go outé BANG! Just |

Thatdéos pretty heavy stuff, for a kid

But Unityods probl em wa-gwas the facothaimuc h t
she went to sleep.

Atthattime r andom healthy people all ovel
all fell asleep.

And never woke up.

Il shouldnoét say never. She woke up a
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, dst#imLewis Carrol
quotes.

Every single time, the people taking care of her had to explain where she
was, and thatdr parents had put her in a nursing home.

She could never remember.

The nursing home staff | iked to pret
her around, from room to room, to be with the other patients. Asleep, she would
watch TV. As| eawepun. shedd relax 1n

They called it the 'Sleepy Sickness.' A cute name, for a serious condition.

There were many people like hemillions of people for whom the sands of
time stopped flowing.

Psychic residue from the world war, some suggested. Doctors andstsienti
attributed it to a virus, somehow related twr exacerbated bythe 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 bahg put in foster care. Unity never knew.

Shedd sl ept through the whole thing.

That baby girl was me.
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| 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 | mean a LOT.

| was a baby for many years.

And itodos not | i ke | was some sort of
body. Nope | was, developmentally speaking, always the same as what | looked
like. When | looked like a-6nonthold infant | acted like one.

| took a long time to figure out how to crawl, and how to talk. | was a slow
learner.

|l was Iliterally a 6childdé of the 6060
was just starting to maybe pass for someone old enough to drivebaitcaot quite
old enough to drink in the U.S.

Because thatos where | was growing u
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 thoasid of them are old enough to remember woolly
mammoths and sab&vothed tigers. But they do exist, for various reasanagic,
godfuckery, aliens, activated metahuman genes, Atlantean bloodlines, etcetera
etcetera.

And then thereods m,oneafthe goange dnesHsitting Ga d
at a spry 400 years old.

He was drinking in a tavern, in the Middle Ages, when it happened.

Hob was drunkenly espousing his phil
gamed, and that basical |l yhttheybgoltodet onl y d
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.

Il didnét know who or what the Endl es
and he didndét bother to explain it to n
literal about Death being an actual person, hanging out in a tavern and hearing him
spout off, ad then snapping her fingers to make him immortal.

| figured he was just being poetic.
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|l knew him as part of his o6l mmortals

Hob Gadling wasnodét the only i mmort al
only one who actually supported othemnortals... sharing his resources and
connections to move them around, give them cover identities, and help them keep
themselves hidden.

These were the kind of humamuggling 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-1 donot think t hlédoéorelieseshisguiity t hi ng he
conscience about being involved in something so horrendous.

He di dndét even -ghhand & seeifgdowrbadrthandgs wére g h
and puttinga stoptoithimselhe only got out of the bus
met withover the centuries clued him in to how wrong it was.

That s the trouble with dadovafstuf§ such
happens that you candt just shrug off,
not your responsibility. It was your tim¥gou were there. You either actively
participated in it, or you stood by and let it happeither 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 kiadike a father to mea mostly absentee
father that 1 6d rarely see or talk to,
ever have.

After a few years with any given fosteEamily, just when they were
definitely starting to take notice of my sted growth, Hob would show up, take
me away, and drop me off with someone else.

|l f youdbre wondering what the big dea
need to hide oatreromalf tldi fod, ptolsesn by yu ha
in historyclas-because therebs a | ot peopl e who
their entire fortunes, searching for the Fountain of Youth and other panacea anti
death curalls.

Seriously, thereds some people out t
ageof modern science and medicine, that drinking our blood, or bathing in it, will
somehow keep them young.

Spoiler alert: it doesndt work that
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What does work sometimes, depending on how you attained immortality in
the first place, is passing it on ggically. Which, as you can imagine, makes us
vulnerable to being trafficked by people wanting to have immortal offspring.

And i f you think &g e e everbiflydustayingher her o
met ahuman cl oset, why dothtoftcolofjubu don a r
spandex?06 then youbre overestimating ho
able to save.

| 6m not bul | et-grong,@feven supsmartinoahy wayu p e r
(do you even know how many times | failed math class, over the year§?drou
think, after so many times of repeating
able to ACE a damn midd&chool math test. But no).

I f a bunch of brickszofell on my head

Scratchthato a6 bri ck, 1 n the tetmchgul ar, wol

|l 6m not even that pret-dpn@doedtensisala
of you. | know what I-nektdoork ukt ekat aedtl O
about it).

About the only talent | have is getting people to fall in love with aven
though | have no idea why.

l &m not what you would call a oOonicebo
sometimes | feelé shit. | dondt know. F
ought to feel, inside.

l tds not that | 6dm hghahings]juwstdike anydne. me an ,

And | try to do good things and to not do bad things, because life is simpler and I'm
happier if | do good things.

And | | i1 ke having other people aroun
of the way when I wanttoworknad i f t heydore no bother.
Especially if theydre cute and | fee
| like sex. I like being a part of something bigger and older and more
powerful than | am (stop looking at me like that, Danglou know i1t 6s or
to get wase from here onward. So stop squirming and fidgeting and looking so
damn uncomfortable already, i1itds distra
But | keep wondering, why doesnodot it
| feel it?
Maybe itdéds beaabsefl mgpenfeson schoo

teach you anything worth knowing.
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They dondét teach you how to be famou
They donét teach you how to be rich,
They donét teach you how toeksewswma
They donét teach you how to wal k awa
anymore.
They donét teach you what to say to
They dondét teach you how to |l ove som
do with that | ove when theyobére gone
... And they doné6ét teach you how to n
freakind narcissist, when what you MEAN
Sheesh. Why DO people fall i n | ove w
*k%
Al mi g hgaid Resiew, O
My mother Rose looked at them with earnest surpfisé.o u Tthen Ped
expression changed. | mean, of course you do. De s |

right? Your area of expertise. So go on, lay it on-nmv@y do people fall in love
with me, O wise oa ? 0
ABecause desir e saklDgsicepybetweerdpafts bf@mokes we
AThat 6s how i t-weordkosn 6fto ré Diess,i rehi lachy wh e |
we are DESIRED. We are its masters, not
Rosebs face wWwWmdat ashen pal e.
Al fat her ed vy o usaid Desitg,ndlytagpindgtheraghasiout of 0
their cigarettei You 6r e wel come, daughter. o
Rose stood up, shakinf.you r aped my mot her ?! 0
Desire everso-slightly frowned with distastéRape is such an ugly word. It
Il nsinuates that | FORCED her . o
ARnShe was asl eep, ergo she couldnodot c
ABut she was n éltmade suredoecall upomher ddriagaone of
her lucid periods. She had those you know, everysooftan.Ye ai d so your
Al also said that every time she wok
ABut s he wa Pesidetfired backisS hseh ewads aass ul |y ¢
adult woman. And at the time, to her, | 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 ita gowiththeoldslaamdt i c k|l e . 0O

Rose was taken aback, thinkingitovetdier dr eamséwai t, di
KNOW she was awake?

Desire shruggedt Wh o KRnd®Pwso bably not. o

AYoudre DI SGUSTI NG!! o

ANow now, | 61 | have you know | was a
short of placing a ring on her finger a
Desire grinned. AThough | ceatanngkhtdod
Desire puffed on the cigarette, chin lifted proudly and glancing at Rose sidelong.
ANot that i1 tbés any of YOUR business, of

ANOT MY BUSI NESS?! R&®bedaAtR &y hvtabgryo
tearsi You have no i de-avhaw®d tid. Yoo setmedpfarat o m
lifetime of freakish misery. | was lost and afraid and | had no idea why any of it
was happening to me. And it was because
of si ck, C 0 S mi ¢ R@se paasedda think forra menk phennas e ? 0
idea camefi Mo r p hSheufiged lber gaze back on Desire, suspicious and
accusatoryi Wer e you trying to set him up to

Everyone gasped.

Al't is prudent to call t Hecien 6 The Kin
informed he, quietly and gently

APrudent or not, | 61 | b e Rasashdppect g t he
back-but she didndét really care, as her m

at the moment.
Her gaze was still levelled squarely at Desire.
Desiredg gw@pth formed a perfect 0606,

chestii We | | I NEVER! Thatos absurd. Why w
Quite the opposite, actually. | felt bad about the Nada affair, and how it
turned out é es pe catialédlitoypoowMoepheusigettmg al i z e d

himself captured by a bunch of weak, silly heaggge occultists. | mean honestly,
how embarrassing for him!
| swear, upon my honor as an Endl ess
gentl e chidings so much to heart. o
AYou said you were always cruel . o
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AThat 6606mi 4bWAYS a LOT of things, |
gener ous, and Désioewsuckeghard 8hahe tigamtte eholding it
between their perfectly straight, gritted white teeth. They expibiéedmoke with
particular maliceil wanted him to get over hi mse
explained Desireci And so | gave him the perfect

Someone who would never get old and die on him.

Someone with an inherently keen interestimpowers 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. | would knowewkms
heart better than anyone.

And no one can honestly say | never did anything for him, because he died
happy. More or less. As much as he was capable of. Considering what | had to

wor k with, | 6d 4wy jlobdidod a pretty bang
AYou s et Rosesuddenly weaved, looking sick. She placed a

hand over her moutih Mor pheus was my uncle. You se

i ncestuous affair...with my own uncl e?¢

Desire rolled their eyesi Mo r t a | mor al iThentheirlyadv qu ai
eyes flashed open, shay@nd angrilyii And FI CKLE. Do you eve
many times the rules over wloould-fuck-who have changed with you people,
over the years, the decades, the MILLEN
holier-thanthou judgement and your childish peali t ¢ hi n g . Il find 1°

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 grinnédY ou want t o ki | |

now, dondét you daughter?

ADnbét calshegrowledt hat , o

AHo ho, such passion! | would expect
Come now, d o godheadandindlulgb yourdelf a little, if it makes you
feel better! |l wondét mind. o

ACal m yoursel f, Mot her, 0 | warned.

A FH e 6-right Miss WWa | k stutterenl Abeli Yo+« ocdh 6t want to
bring The FFuriesdd own on your head. 0O
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Cain brought his fi st TdhoewnK ihnadrldy uQpnoens
dolt! The Kindly Ones! Dondt ever <call
Rose leput 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.
A Y e antutteted Rose, distantlii.] guess iIitds not worth i
Desire went back to smoking, as if nothing had leaedii Act ual | vy, I
have sex with her.o
Rose looked sickened and stung, tears forming in heriéy&h at ? 0

ARnShe wasnoét my type. |l generally 1ik
comat ose. ltdéds a little too similar to

R you were | ying?o

Al was joking. |l thought it would be

A . . About you being my father?o

AOh no, youodore stil]l my bl ood. But i

any of my own equi pment to knock her up
She returned todr seat on the bit of rubble, stunned and incredulous.
Unsure of what to think anymore.

Al, for one, was f asci msadLactkniibPyl eyaosuer
continue. o
AME toO | reaLLy waNt tO heA®STt hE r e

t i O©pinead Delirium.

Rose choked back a sdbO k asphe said, shakilyii | 6 | BEhe tompgosed
herself with several deep breaths. At last, she was ready to sp&dk.| | &€
eventually, | stopped looking like a little kid in need of adult supervision. When
that finally happened, | was living with the Walker family.

*k%k

Miranda Walker, Burt Walker and their bsmn Jed Walker, who was younger than
what | looked like athe time.
| really liked that kid. He was a snotball, but in a cute and funny way instead
of an obnoxious one.
| liked Miranda and Burt well enough tedhey were really nice, normal
peopl e, whose worst trait wasomahat they
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Terrifyingly, appallingly nor mal, | i ke
the other side. The Stepford Yuppies.

But |1 6d been in enough dysfunctional
know how rare and valuable just being normal was.

Solket them actually adopt me, making
Wal ker 0.

The next time Hob Gadling showed up to collect me, | refused to go, and
said 16d found my family.

I 61 | never forget the way he | ooked
andjoy (Because HE was my real father ot you, Desire, and n
HIM).

Unfortunately, the Walkers might have been perfectly normal, but | was not.

It was not just because of my lengthy chronological age, eithbich they
knew nothing aboutbut also because | had an overactive imagination.

|l 6d make up stories, seek out books
werenot TRUE. They coul dndét understand
fantastic came from, and it scared them.

| also kepta hold of my old toys much longer than they thought | should.

That worried them, apparently.

Il tried to only play with them when
just trying to be a good big sister for him.

But | think they somehow knew that | wasre attached to those toys than |
ever was to themeven to Jed, who | adored.

Wilkinson, Prinado, Luz, Martin TeBo n e s , and my Princes
were the only things | would gather up, stuff in a little dollhouse for easier carrying
and take with ra, every time Hob arrived to pick me up and take me away.

They were the sole constant in my constantignging life, and the only
things that made me feel like me.

So | began to retreat from the Walkers. | would hang out with a fellow
fosterkid, Rachelwho was into sex and drugs already, and was clearly only going
to get into worse trouble as she got older.

| figured if the Walkers had already labeled me a weirdo because of childish
toys and fairytales, | might as well go all the way and be a MATUREJoei
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| dyed my hair multiple colors. | got my belbutton pierced and a rose
tattooed on my right shoulder blade. And | began to partake in some of the other
things Rachel was into as well.

The Walkers got even more worried about-met only for my sak@ow,
but because of my influence on Jed.

Later on, I reali zed that Miranda an
reasons that had nothing to do with it at the time, | thought the blame for
their divorce rested entirely on my shoulders.

That bastard Burt took off with my little brother Jed, and | never saw either
of them again.

I wi || never forgive him for that. I
eventually; but never for taking Jed away from me.
That os it | tldawng.ght . Screw it. Il 6 m

When Rachel graduated, she decided to take off for London. | went with her.
And yeah, you better believe that | took that damn dollhouse with me.

In London, she and | became roommates, sharing a small and dingy little apartment

t hat everyone there called a ofl atéo.
The tenants living all around us in the neighboring flats were some pretty
i nteresting peopl e é& s ointoaregmake ef§tiei ng | f

Addams Family.

Next door was a trans woman named Wanda. She was an aspiring actress,
and she was also really nice, like | wish | could be. | always knew | could go to her
for anything. And | often did, especially when I gotsick andted of Rachel
party-hardyall-thet i me routi ne. | coul dndét keep u
want to. So most nights, | either just hung out and watched TV with Wanda, or
went with her to rehearsals.

Living in the unit across from us were a couplehicks who wore white

| ace and were really 1 nto spiders. | cCco
was Zelda and which one was Chantidiey had similar builds, and both wore
veils. But Chantal wore a spidbrooch and proudly told methatthé d c ol | ect

over 24,000 dead spiders. Zelda was older and never said anything.

When | first met the both of them, Chantal asked if she and | had been lovers
I n a previous i1 ncarnation. | didnot r ea
thought of it.
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I dondét to this day kovess, sisters, friendsh e i r
motherdaughter and | never found out their last names. But | assumed that they
were probably lesbians.

| answered Chantal as best as | could, saying that even if wdavers in a
previous incarnation, this incarnation was unfortunately very straight. She nodded,
and seemed satisfied with that.

| just hoped that all their spiders were dead. If | found a spider in my bath, |
wasnot planning on @ehbefar&kscreaging disgeetlyand al o g
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. Shesw 6 t , - shie Was ang h
immortal witch from ancient Thessaly, which she used as her name. That, or
Larissa, but she didnoét | ook as much 1

She liked talking about goddesses and feminine energies. Wanda introduced
heras bei ng O0i RAtgoe yf esmiunfifsét, Neuw Thessaly
a face | i ke stone, saying A6Newbd age? C(

| telephoned Hob shortly after moving into the flat, letting him know that |
was living in his old neighldbood now and Hob told me to watch out for
Thessalybecause she was, in his wasshitsh, O0an
on wheelsdé (he also told me there was a
lurking around London, who was mostly harmless, butdbe very difficult to
deal with if you crossed paths with her).

A big guy named Gilbert lived in the apartment abovehes kept mostly to
himself, but when he did emerge he was very polite. | thought he wore heavy
cologne at the time, because he sattlike a combination of cinnamon, licorice
and Christmas trees. He would always greet me in the hall with a tip of his hat,
which was oldfashioned just like the suits and spectacles he wore, and the cane he
carried with him everywhere.

Coming back frongrocery shopping, | almost got jumped outside the
apartment building by a gang of punks.
youol |l excuse me i1 f | intrude? |1t woul d
retain both her pueafaughttzem dff withohis cane,. Ibwaa nd t
amazing.
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He asked me afterward if | would like to kick them. | said no, because | had
my nice branehew shoes on.
From that point on, he always insisted on escorting me everywhere.
| liked to joke to him that he wdmeing ridiculously olefashioned to the
point of being sexist and possibly stalker;, b ut hones-tldeally I di dn
liked having the company, especially after seeing what he did to the punks. And he
was a walking encyclopedia about the historizafidon- so really, it was like
having a bodyguard and a tour guide all rolled into one.
Wedbd often stop at a cafe to talk, u
was that had caused us to go into town in the first placevhich 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.
| wondered back then if maybe he was an immortal, atieneling
metahuman, or just eccentric.
Later, | 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 |
suspected that some of them were into much more terhiipigst

And then there was Rachel 6s boyfriend,
He wasnot t he wehlrestdigdiryéti nb dadite hveorr | wy
he was kinda cute in a rough, scruffy sort of way, with dirty blonde hair and a
permanent fiveo-clock shadow.
| 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 |1 O6m pretty sure he never washed.
He wore a white shirt and tie underneath that, which sepneg¢ty normal
he could passforalongn e mpl oyed businessman, i f on

stud earring that he always wore as a vestige of his punk musician days (it always
seemed to be a different metal each time | saw it: silver, gold, or clullike the
head of a nail).
But there was al ways somethingeée WRON
For one thing, he always looked haggard, and had deep circles under his
eyes- like he slept about as much as | did (which was practically not -akaths
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always terrified that if | slept, | might stay that way and never wake up again, like

my mother.lguess itdéds no wonder | always did
But it was more than that. He looked hauntékle there was a big, dark
cloud hanging over his headé and 1|i ke h
was going to come out and strike him dead staye
And, weirdly enough, I felt |ike it

He really did seem to have bad forces swirling around him.

Through hanging out at the theatre with Wanda, | met a guy named Paul. He
was the director of a play she wasand he had dreams of having a show in the
West End (their version of Broadway).

It was about the time that Paul and | started dating that Rachel disappeared.

| called the police and the hospitals. Nothing.

| could afford the rent for the flat on my owsince | was now admitting to
being of legal age, | was able to access my inheritance from the Kinkaid estate
(Unitybés family was rich, thank goodnes
had money, number one because | didn't want people getenglir with me just
because | was loaded; and secondly, because | had my whole unnddaglije
ahead of me, | was determined to make the funds last until | could figure out what |
wanted to do with that life.

Rachel had never bothered to ask whewag getting the money to pay my
share of the rent. | guess she was an even moreesetred bitch than | was.

Maybe thatdos why we always got al ong

So | had Paul move in. Paul was going through something though,
somet hi ng ki n dlkor dtagefrght lbwut for tireatots sHe vds all set
to have his big debut, but he coul dnot
rehearsals; he was turning down interviews, telling them he was thinking about
cancelling the whole damn thing.

We stoppedbeing intimate. Not like there was ever much of that from the
beginning. He said | was the first woman ever to go down on him (I warned you,
Daniel- now hush). | asked what the hell they did in bed in this country anyway,
and he said they had hot watettl®s. He was clumsy, and awkward, and kind of
shy, but I liked him; and without him, | was completely alone.

Whenever | did actually fall asleep (despite my best efforts to prevent it,
with an endless stream of caffeine and-taght TV), | almost alwaysad a
nightmare about a guy with rows of teeth instead of eyeballs.



Hi s name was The Corinthian. | donoét
because i1itbés not | i ke he ever told me |
me and trying to eat my eyelaihith his eyeeeth.

But you know how sometimes you just KNOW things, in dreams? It was
like that.

I al so dondot know maybeyljudteard thattarrm hi s n
somewhere, and thought it sounded sinister?

Sometimes | knew | was dreaming, and vdoygll at myself to wake up.

And The Corinthian would | augh, and say
| 6d dreamed of him ever since | was
over the yearssometimes, he looked like my fostads.

During thd period of time, he looked like Paul.

And he wasnodot | ushewashlaoschasiigg Rackel. any mor

ASomet hingds trying to tell you some

After several of these recurring nightmares, | figured that my beogey
was right- something was definitely trying to tell me somebody.

It was <clearly bothering my subconsc
happened to Rachel , emaatbnei t wasndt goi ng

So | went out to find John Constantine, and see if he knew.

I didndét know where John Constantine |
after Rachel left.
But | was hoping that the old tramp that Hob had mentioned, Mad Hettie,
would knows o met hi ng about Constantineds whert
Finding her was even easier than | 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.
AExcuse me, o0 | said, and she whirled
AWhadder ye want ?! 0 s h efmsdingtedthgtdle at m
ones that remained were pretty yellow and gnarly).
AAre youeé Henrietta?o06 | asked, becau
use her other name, not when | needed something from her.
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AYouz one of the onleys on ars 0t erh ec alnls w
ABobby wossface. Thing. Gadlink. Cos Oe

once | al most arsked him to. AlIl fings
AHeds still alive, Hettie,o | said,
of fended by the OHettied part of her mo
the 6Madd part of it.
AEh? Well bugger me sideways with a
porridge. | thought fer sure 6ebd be de
AHave you seemv?&dohn Constantin
AJohanna?o
ANo, John. o
RnAye! OEG6s in there, o0 said Mad Hetti
banging on the glass once more. AANO OE

Sure enough, John was sitting inside the diner at the counter barstool,
| ooki ng | rrotpaytiMadiHettieramytmma | 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.
AHul |l o, 0 he said. #dYtat ka,c hreil st Ta i e
Before | could answer, Mad Hettie got between us.
AEGs coming BACK, John, 06 she told hi
AWhob6és coming back, Mad Hettie?0 he
for the interruption.
AYou ort ta know, Hstirausing agrabgy,handtou f f e d
fish a flask out of the pocket of her patchy coat. She poured its alcoholic contents

straight down her throat. AMorpheus, 0 s
oneiromancer. Yeh knowé The Sandman. OE

AThe maa®Pd groaned John, incredul ousl
be pullind me | eg. o0

ACHEEKY YOUNG JACKANAPES! 0O she screa

AThe Sandmandés a fairy story yeh tel
sighed John pCom«tl &rst iduest 1S yer eyes, ¢
dreams. 0 He | ooked a Ilittle distant as
ALook, | 6ve got Dbusiness with this one,
nod of his head, efirseo, Il iwsodnnditn 6b et os tyaonud ign
stories. o
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John put a hand on my back, which | shrugged off, but | still got the picture
that | was supposed to follow him away.

ANow YOU | issen ter me, John Const an
afterhimasweval ked away. Al sed The Sandman,
SANDMAN! O6Es comind back, John, and 0ebd
oundr isde vivoirnt y ears ol d and | KNOW! O6Es

AFunny thing is, she -seeen,ld ymutSt &rwed O.

Constantine.
| know, | thought.

*kk

AMaD HeTTi E YeS shE 1 S oNe ofsami Ne i N c
Delirium.

AYeah, act uaaidMgithewehe Ravan,ldiyly o

ABut we didndét know ab clarified Rosaymyat t he
motheri And we werenod6t crazy, at | east not

talking about any weird shit out in the open. So | took John Constantine back to my
apartment to tal k.o
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AnSandmano

John went through the stu®achel had left behind back at our apartmemiiich
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 kndwy We was there.

ANameb6bs John Constantine, 0 he said,
Al 6dm not the nicest bloke you ever met,

Paul proceeded to ask him a whole bunch of questions. | was thinking, at
first, thatmay be Paul was jeal ous and wonderin
guy home- but he actually seemed more curious than angry, and very quickly, he
was laughing and joking around with him.

| was a little confused by this, but | assumed that Paul was jusj ty
avoid looking like some possessive, domineering boyfriend (I expected to have a
fight about it with him later, regardless). | guess | was naive backthend i d n 6 t
realize that the | ies we told each ot he
when that absolutely wasndét true) was n
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 8060s. Even now itds not t
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 appeently felt comfortable enough to explain that he was actually a
warlockfor-hire. | laughed at first, but he was dead serious. | reminded myself that
there had been superheroes and metahumans of all sorts running around for almost
acentury,sothisregl wasndét out of the question.

As Constantine explained (1 6m going
now on, because 60John6é is just too norn
warlocks are basically sorcerers, or male witches. They deal with magic and
demams and other supernatural stuff (I think | might have heard something about



135

this fromRachetbut Constantine was part of a g

Membraned, so | assumed all that stuff
be coolgyédnd o6ed

AMagicbébs jusd when yeh trick thoé wuni
outrageous | ie, 0 he explained. -If6Bveel i ev e
told a few corkers in me ti me. But vyeh
| uv?0

ANoadmi tted. HAWhat ?0

He took a drag from one of his Silk

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 anit 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 oddi t i €hsbeliehed inh thetpved 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.
That 6s when he contacted John Const a
do with the mat dangerous and magicaligdioactive objects.
Among the objects that Alex Burgess gave to Constantine to fence for him
on the magical black market was a Pouch of samamatter how much you
dumped out, it was always full. And if you gotanyonyou,6)au have t he ci
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 @lsee by a
bunch of depraved human monsters, and she summoned a demon to help her.
Constantine and his mernaibd of magical monstdrunters busted into the
hideout, guns or whatever enchanted objects they were uslrigzing like hell to
rescue her. But most of them got slaughtered by the demon, including the little girl.
Constantine himself was the only owesurvive the bloodbath.
So Constantine hadnodot t o-ndubrggdrugt he ma
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 t o Cons tmokarounceI|dosindtoma drucitixes t a k
and a Virgin Mary icon tucked away in a box. | asked him if he was a devout
believer. He answered: ADevout? Nawé bu
seen people fucked to dwiad hamt 6c ahmge .i n

And thatoés when he noticed the Pouch

I asked him when hedd | ast seen it.
He hadnoét seen it since Rachel di sap
A | went to Alaska for six mont hs, oV
she was gone,loaiCoend.t amAli mreg ewipt h me st e
Surfersany ol 6 junk she could convert teh

long since converted the money INTO junk of one sort or another: to snort, or
shoot wup, or whathotsheWdshiké&eédthat blei ped

thing was pretty well worthless teh son
bother with it. Stupid bitch. o0 Then he
of 6er once. Someti mes kinoSnl,I LtLh emidsgsi rh e r
dr eams 0. Fer a while, anyways. Amazino

AJUNKI E Rachel , 0 | remi nded hi m. AYo
you pretty highé?o

Constantine slapped his head and said something Byitish | i ke &6 Oh b
or Obllooodoyr hedmet hing | i ke that. | t was

He expl ained that even though hedd h
Rachel was always asking to play with it.

AShedbd ask me, shedd say oOo6wotods t he
usei t 760 expl ained Constantine. Al 6d be

ABut 1 f i1it's magic, what would O&6usin
had no trouble accepting the idea that magic might be real.

AThat | dondét KknowibButadmikrnaew vhon smiac

The three of us decided to go ask Alex more about the Pouch of magical
sand.

But before we |l eft the flat, somet hi
of cosmic contraband.

It was the biggest rubypéeddi everl swa
sure it was a ruby at all, since there

|l coul dndét stop | ooking at it. 1t ma
familiar somehow, like a family heirloom.
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Whi c h, | 6ve now come to find out, it

| put it in my handbag without even thinking.

't wasnodét | ikell Wwasméant hi okshgaldboit
that | want, | hope he doesndét notice i

It just seemed like the most naturahtpin the world- like it was already
mine, and there would be no question that | should have it (yeah, stop looking at

me Desirey ou basically set al/l of this wup,
As we | eft, Constantinebs -stemdi o was
Sandma é o0 sang The Chordettes, @#d o6m so al c

The door was closed and locked, cutting it short.
...It was like something was trying to tell me SOMEBODY....

We went to the Burgess mansiom 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 co&est 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 heas younger.
As he gave us a tour of the place, h
t o; | told him I was 21, but probably w
That got him going about what it was like when he wasHi®burbled on
about how the forested area nearby was the basis for the Hundred Acre Wood of
Wi nnie the Pooh, and how hedd spent | ov
original reallife Piglet toy, lost in those same woods.
Il told him | 6d don-aswelhasathgrsmoleieremet h at
things. Like telling some neighborhood kids that | could #yybody could if they
just believed enough, a | haPdtehaPahodl
convinced myself | was telling them the truth. They told me to prove it, and | did
by jumping off the roof of my current fostbiouse and skinning my knee so bad |
had to get two stitches at the hospital.
It never mattered if you found det, or the secret to flyingit was the
dreams that kept you going, | told him.
He smiled kinda wistfully at that.
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When Constantine lost patience with the polite sitadll and asked him
about the Pouch, and where it ultimately came from, Alex waallpitight-
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 horritkdo o ki ng t han angry. =
for a bit, looking like he was arguingth himself internally about something he
really didndét want to do. Apparently he
and asked us to follow him into the basement.

| jokingly asked him whether he was a serial killer or some kind of pervert
heanswered 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
oone of the stately homos of ol d Engl an
fearfromhimml di dndét really feel l i ke that |
companions very wel/l, but | appreciated

But when he pulled on a gargoyle wall fixture to open a secret passageway
that led into pitckblack darkness, Imentaly cr ossed out Oseri al
repl aced i t-gothictHammerddtioranorstenoam e vi | 1 ai n ? ¢

| also found myself thinking about sex dungeons and the Marquis de Sade,
the psychopathic pepulture version of him anywaythe one that was lathletic,
debonair and viciously into the O0sadisn
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 ars ye
prison, and frightened of his own shadow; the guy wrote obssessively about
masturbatory fantasies that he woul dnot

As we descended the steps, we talked about the proper usage of words
(l aunched by my use of the worRaulwasay o i
particularly uncomfortable during this part of the conversation) and | learned that |
was, in AlexBurges 6 opinion, in the habit of mi s
dondét know what he meant, but whatever)
Oexpectingbo.

As we approached the basement door, the giant ruby hummed inside my
handbag. | opened up the bag, aftdd up the jewel to look at it was glowing.

Alex Burgess saw it, | think. He looked at me sharply, like he was surprised
that | 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 ks took the keys out of his pockdhey
jangled as he tried to find the right one.

The three of us were looking at each other nervously, and my heart started
hammeri ng against the inner wal-Wth of my
0 e x pe @tduno, that Sounds wrong).

What the hell was going on?

Alex finally got the damn door open, and looked inside. It was dark, so |
coul dndt s e ebuniseeimed pka thdre were some unconscious
bodies splayed out on the basement floor (logkke what we Americans would
call hillbillies, or rednecks a fat and a scrawny one) as well as a copious
sprinkling of sand.

Al ex shut the door again, | ooking I
was best we leave. Constantine tried to obgeatanding 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.

*kk

NnBefore you proceed, I neuasitd .t afkFeo ro vietr if
point in the story that my fatherads per
A F i she said, sounding a bit exasperatéd. was j ust gettin
part, though. Webut nhbat 6gowkhdénexhett ga
started happening. o
Al will be brief,o0o | assured her.

-Dani el-6s Tal e

It had been a long time since Roderick Burgess had visited him, peering at him
from the outside of the clear bublidleme, his face and form distorted.
The first time, when the dome was first constructed around him:
A As vy osaid a8 snagaaed and triumphant Burgess, rounded by the
fish-eyed funhouse exterior of the domi¢, he ci rcl e traps you i



140

crystal cell imprisons your materialmg ct . You wonot get out
broken, and the circle wil./ not be brok
Trapped.
A N o vihe went on, leaning forward eagerfyWe wi | | di scuss t

conditions of your releaseébo
It begins. The bargaining.
AYou do n Betinthera,wa know. Power. Immortality. A promise

t hat you wonodét seek revenge.Aslghtat i s al
pause; he waited for an answer that never came, for Morpheus remained silent.
AWel |l ?2 | know you capantndesstandma.isay | know
somet hing! o

ANO. O

Al coul d hegnrowledii Bowy®@tw ,tohi nk that | col
people before now...O0

Threats

AYoudre nothing special, you know th
i n a glass boxARETmat 6s ALL YOU

Insults.

Roderick Burgess stormed out through the basement door, slamming it shut
with the sound of raging thunder.

Morpheus sat in the crystaglass prison. Waiting.

There were two guards in the basement at all times.

Coffee and amphetamines wealways 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
Asked ifitwas Morppus 6 f aul t .
Observe. Heds notably older than bef
Patience.

Third visit. There had been voices outside the door.
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ADo you think t hi Borgheushgarcdsaev®@maA say. ldeo u r

guessed it was Burgessod6 nursemaid.
A My argsped anndignant voice, followed by a dry cough. Burgess.
Mucholdern Dondot be so bloody insolent, wome

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 crystaheldé Y O Uhe 0
shouted, with a burst of spittle from his angry and snarledfips.t 6 s YOUR f a|
YOU! D AMN WitBodt!the ase of his cane for its proper function, the
senior Burgess lost his balance and fell, caught by his malglel nursemaid.

AYou ar ermédaid, betwednhagged breathsBut you | i ve for
haven6ét aged a day since we caught vyou.
my wil dest dreams! o

Indeed, had Morpheus been so inclined. But he was not. Not then, not now,
and not ever.

Roder i eekedwsage changed.e sni ffl ed. Al € ahha
have to get so ol d. | s h éleidhaked @rt hisbokbsr e H A
Tears pouredfrom he ol d mandés eyes and down t he

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 beeregiwas 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 ofihs capt or 6s of ficial passing Vv
respectfully, by the | ate Burgessodo | oya
AOI . D r e aaid omeaarsgraovny, unshaven man in a dirty undershirt,

who resembled an anthropomorphized weasel. He always gave his nhame as

Fredeilick, but the other guards invariably called him FrédOl d mands dead

nobody but us knows youdbre down here. o
Interesting. What had become of the boy, Aléke still lived, he would be

well into his years of manhooedniddleaged, at least. But Morphsiknew not his

face, for Alex had not entered the basement since that night, when the-Kingam

was first captured.
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But Morpheus did not dare ask questions to satiate his curiosity, lest he
allow these simpleninded fools to think that their limited imfoation was
valuable to him.

Al f you want to get saidFRred, ptongthe i s you
point of why Morpheus took such great care to avoid encouraging th&mwn |
suggest you start playing genie. Capich

AYour master asgedthatr wamg médither |
to have, nor mine to give, o0 replied Mor
years. Al will give you nothing. Just a

ABoy, arenodot wkredsbcked. When Morgheus madeono
effort to continue the conversation, Fred shrugged, throwing up his hands in the
most pretentiously smug manner he could possibly miistgd. r i ght € | dun
know when yer ever gonna get out then. oo

Soon, thought Morpheus.

And then, the opportunity came.

TheRuby. He could feel its presence once more. It was drawing close.

How | ong had it been, since hedd fel
had taken it away, away from the Burgess mansion grounds, beyond his ability to
sense it.

He knew not how long he haéen imprisonedhe 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 encaounith 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 pddsetheir ages alonethe
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
proppeduponaplayingar d t abl e, o6readingd the i me
magazine of choice, was named Ernie. He made a very loud yawn.
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The weaselike Fred- who had kept his job for remarkably longer than
some of the othersarrived via a secregpassageway 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.
AdEhesaidiYou | ookdabbtuf mat epoo

AWhat 6s it madidtEmie, rubding his bidamishot,ddyggy®yes

ashetook hispillsi Not | i ke anybodyds ever checki
ABetter s a$aa Fredysitimg irsaochair gn,the other side of the
small playingcard table. He indicated Morpheus.Y ou know, he mi ght

s 0 me t [Emialgoked up from his magazine at Fred. Then they both laughed.
AAnyt hi ng ¢ o bredaskedmdarmng the pa@eigof the table.

A Na Bajd&mieidi Same ol d rubbi sh. | dunno wt
s6bpose. That n6é page 3. And 1011 be in
pl enty of the real thing. nevergébauthek now. T
beach i n Eastbourne! Though, | once met

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 tdisten.

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 bewilderbdw 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, t

up all the granules of the stream were futitbey flowed righpast him,
unhindered.

Morpheus had a hand against the other side of the clear cr#talsand
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 upahe crystalglass 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.

~

Nn. . . |l s Emieasked at &hs2. 0

A4 t hi nk we Fredtbegan| ntbking a mave 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 crystalglass 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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AHomecomi ngo

Alex Burgess moved through an unknown hall of the Burgess Mansion, lined with
broken mirrors.

With each mirror he passed, he saw his reflectiameflection not of now,
but of long ago.

When he still had all of his hair, sadind-pepper gey.

When that hair was still mostly rusgaiown. Middleaged.

A young man, goebboking enough to charm his way into any pair of
trousers he fanciede

A young boy. Skinny and pimply. Awkw

of his fatherdéds Order. Scared.
It was dark in the hall. Mi dni ght it
Tick, tock.... diingDOOOONG...
But here comes a candle, to |ight th

The candl e hawas, towardit.cAnd novwgit was in his hand.

There was a black cat staring at himthe 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 cajumped 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 mapalé 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
marblewhite face into a mask ofething anger.
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AHel |l o, Al ex Burgess, o0 he said, his
was coming from some chasm somewhere de
the matter?0 that same menacing voice W

Alex gaped, andiked to speak. Nothing would come out. After several failed
attempts, sounds emergédY o hesaidil t 6 s you! o

AThat 6s r iTdrdwas sbred&rsiel serese o humor in his words,
mockery. The cat to the mouse. In his own house.

AConfined in a glass box for 70 year
faster for my kind than it does for humanity. Do you have any idea what it was
| i ke? Do you have any i1 dea?! o

Al 6 m, g od Nowthatileshad fougd!'hig voice again, thedgor
tumbled outpelme |l | , and hiéd coelvdndknetwopl woul
sorry,o0l didnot

AShusshhh, 0 said the Dream King, pl a
equally pale | ips. RnThere are offenses,
Mor pheus rose. Al wasé | amé the Lord of

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 catbés necké AME, 0 gr o
THAT to ME. 0O

ANo ! No tl évaistné6t me! |t was my f at her
my father dido

AYour father barred me from pennyr eal m
hedgemagi cki ng, with no thought for the h
Alt was Alexmifetedbhkeg, @xpl ai ned. Now t hi
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 mad ether waulthihagsetbeateretide.tar ddti oshimf 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. Toal és father could not be
summoned from beyond the grave, to sat.i
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Dead, Only Sleepingdé it sai dihten diidn'ftat
want Aleswentoni He wanted t-0 capture Death
AWhat ? tédtacapiuaerDeath? Then count yourself lucky for the
sake of your species and planet you did
Al t wasn't Alexecried out, de$pératefyoHe loaked up at his
accuser, imploringly, hoping he could see the sincerity in his &Yes.can't
condemn me for my father's sins!o
nTel | me then, why did you not free
l i brary. |t was within your power to re
Alex looked away again. Ashamed.
AHave you no excuslesn®tNdt akeasemps ilsas
Al ex0s eyes fB.wa.m wtihdudhrt¥essthatwasit: wa s
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.

ANo, 0 sai,d fMommlhywusiYou thought | wa:
agai n, Burgess. Where are my tool s?o0

RS orry?o0

AA Pouch, a Hel met and a Ruby. Your
t hey?o0

Alex hesitated. The image of that nice, pretty young girl, Rose, flashed
through his mindé t h ecolaed bair,Wwolding thetgloveings t r a n ¢
jewel in her handeée

Who knows what this manf he could be called onewould do to Rose.

Alex was surprised at himself; he never thought of himself as a brave man,
norindeedac hi valrous one. But, try as he mi
sic such a terrifying spectre upon so sweet and innocent a child.

Or, for that matter, upon her handsome companiahst scruffylooking
devil Constantine, or the delicatelgaturedp | ay director, Paul é
younger man, hed6éd have invited both of
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, somehowvn hi s dream, he had a d
recall that ever happening before, in a dream. This was a night full of firsts for
himia. . . | ddoealedii |l k mew,ed saw them again af
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The King of Dreams sighed, an elongated and drautrsigh; like air softly

escaping a pillow as one presses oneos
beéd he said quietly, to himself. Then
AVery well . Your punishment t buferyair I wi |
years of hospitalityéa O0sl eep of the un

Alex awoke with a start and a yell. Those three young pe@astantine, Rose
and Paul- were sitting around his bedside.

A O hhe daid, blinking confusedly.

AHul | o oa mdsadim Constantine, brightly.

AAre you alri gdkddPauMr . Bur gess?0

AYes, | € ohh | am very s ogad#lex | mu st
Burgess. He rubbed the sleep from his eyes, and peered afitt®m.y , |j ust wh
are you threestl doing here? | thought you al/l

A We di dsaid Goadtaatine) 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 atPalPa ul 6 s f ace was g ookedliker epl ac
an appendectomy scar.

At the foot of the bed, Rose was busy crochetngt It wasnodt vya
was furiously knitting: i1t was Al exds o

AHE | ed$he sait, oab lpo&ing at him.

AVWNVHAT?! ! 0

AHedos OUT, Alex. He checked out this

AKEEP AWAY F RIe&howdd] uatil he realized that he was shouting
at the nursemaid, Betty, who he had known for years. She was bent over him,
concerned.

ANow t hen, Mi st er sh@&said, gterrdys Y o )c@\V en ldadvn:

bad dream, thatos all. No point getting
AGod, @antedAled, fesling his face, as if to make sure it was still
theren | t waesr itfefryi ng. So real. Have you ev
where you think youdve woken up, but vyo
night mare, and youodore stil!]l i n i téo

ACandt say | have, dear. o
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Somet hing fell i n his | ap. Alex | ook
head. Her body stood before him still, headlaad dripping blood from the neck
ABut you kihesewered heads@oie] t hi nk youdl |l b

guite a | ot ofBdathteynbd radims enmalwo winé ® head
maniacally, as Burgess screamed in terror.

It was more tiring than Moripeus had expected. But he had shown Burgess true
fearé the nightmare everlastingé eterna
Alex Burgess would never return to the life he knew.
The thought gave Morpheus some small amount of satisfaction.
Exhaustion bit hungrily at Morpheus?o
And Morpheusd own hunger gnawed at h
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 journepwid 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 tagte #vould not have been
able to tell you which attributelooks or smelt most closely matched the flavo
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 drivetr was his former servant,
Mervyn Pumpkinhead (calgourself, Mervyn it was inevitable that you would
appear in this story eventually): Mervy
hedd abandoned his post soon after Morp
reunion (what are the reasons for your compigitMervyn? | merely speak the
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truth. | am not in the habit of painting inaccurate pictures for the purpose of
flattery, and | have no intention to start now).

The final dreamer was a small dog, dreaming of a past life, long forgotten,
when he sailed taBhips across uncharted seas. The salt spray of the sea stung
Mor pheusdé face.

He was moving through your dreams, his sleeping children.

You had a passenger, and you never knew.

The Dreaming, the unconsciousall 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 tmaded 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 collapsedjust 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 night mareée

There was a sound of mighty wings, and anenormduasa d owé and t hen,
lifted up...

He awoke in the darkness, too weak to even summon a light.
The air was musty, tired, oldt 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:

ADond6t be a moronic | ump o fsaibtheub ber i
sharper and more aggressive of the voite@ pen t he box! Unwr ap

AYou,-pubmi pe-gioti nigsh d®t dsaida meekerpbuto d e ? 0
deeper, voice.

ANow why would I give you an expl odi
would Ibeifldi d t hat ?0

AMMY Kkind of brother. o

ALet 6s | et fraternal bygones be bygo

These two sounded familiar to Morpheus. But he was too tired to recall who
they wereé too tired to think, too tire

everything hurt, and felt immeasurably heavy. He was weaker than he had felt for
eons. And he was ing to remember...

ANow t Qrewbed the aggressive onetotheotlied UST OPEN
YOUR BLASTED PRESENT! 0

Morpheus tried to rise from the bed, and groaned from the effort.

AWhat waskedtApgeessivedVoice.

ATh®r P nce oshidtBetstttarer.é de @ swamMuihng up. 0

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 meme thin and sharbeatured, the

otherroundbodied-st umbl ed i nto the room, cl ear/
The thin man held a tray of food, which the still very hungry Morpheus
could smell even under the tray | id. Re

would define it, as it was dtibnly the idea of food and made of dreamstuff, but for
Morpheus that was the best and most sustaining kind. And thiglfeath was far
more appetizing than metallic cott@andy scales from a dragon.

The short round man held a wine glass and a decanter.

AGood evening, Your Hcrigchhethmman Pr i nce
| oudl y, pi er ci nhyrtinglskullplfivierphews haa everelesiced to
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know what a bad mortal hangover felt like, he no longer had to rely on his
imagination.

AHel iImyglLor dh Dr thearauAdoman greeted as he timidly
approached Morpheusdé6 bedsi de.

Morpheus turned slightly to face hine could manage that mudih.Y o u , 0
he said, thicklyil know youé WHeudroesd uhhéaamain, c
catch hold of i11té

Al 6 ml Abmy L o Akl pifoghdirar @ m t h e, er m, fi
Theé uh, wvictim.o

fivyes sai d Morpheus, relieved. Al do r el
so |l ong. Where are we?0

AThi s -brsotmye mds Ho sasdAbelpds heNdguset winey , 0
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-+tantonsiderable effort, in
his condition- but Alel was shoved out of the way by his brother.

Al 6ve made yexdaimedaha shrilfandaextiied voice, shoving
his tray before Morpheus, who could hear the wine glass shatter as Abel tumbled
backward onto his rump.

AYou are Cain, arendt you?o

AThat 6 s me, titiered Can(lowill sidan np further protests from
you, Cain- my descriptions of your voice are apt. If you wish to improve the
guality of your voice to make it sound more pleasant to hear, do so. But nothing
can change bompgobuéd yourself in the pa
same grating tone of voice, Cain continuddWe 6 | | soon have you
feet again!o

Morpheus groaned once more and sat up, painfully, to receive the tray. But
Cain noticed Abel trying toigk up the shards of the wiggass, and spun about to
face him, taking the tray with him and

AYou bumb Hingered,buttbro & t € dhieketd Gaini That mak e
three this week! And that glass was from HEE dining set!

A Sorry bb r o t $aid AbeloAs Cain made fussy noises and bent to pick
up the broken glass shards, Abel glanced up sheepishly at Morghéus.h ,- mu h
my Lord Dr eamuhhéfho oliifs hi tgbuse sntoito naé o
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A Wh at  mdeadibnotheis 8o spectacularly failing to enunciai€ain
gasped as he cut himself on a glass shard, tossing them onto the platter next to the
fooddn. .. 1 s this: where have you been for
you in the Shifting Zones. 0

fWhere have | been.oMorpheus 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 chickenhis usual fare,
but underthe circumstances, most exquisitely tasind savored itii | have bee
i mpr i she sawl dt Jast. And then he said no more.

Cain and Abel left the room, and Abel was finally convinced to open his
present.

Inside the brightlywrapped box tied with ebbon was a very cute little gold
gargoyle, which the delighted Abel decided to call Irving.

Cain insisted that all proper gargoy
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, greergargoyle 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 o
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 watleaning inhabitants. From there he charted a
course nightward, until he reached the Gatéslorn 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. Halburied in the grey sand.
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Nuala the fairy (yes, now it is your turn to appear, little faity know y oud
beenawat i ng it eagerly) was sifting throu
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 waled.r d
Dr e aghe avied. But ake walked slowly forward, stunned by what he saw,

Nual adbs wave iInheaded, e themstopped lalepdether. Her smile

and longpointed ears fell as she sobered, realizing this was no cause for
celebration: her master was devastated.

Breakshgaut , deadsanoicebehind Marpheus. ? 0
Lucien...?0 Morpheus whispered, as

Ot I

gate.
AOne and shidtlee weaayrhibrarian, leaning on a tadbled net.
His trademark suit was gonéhe was wearin@nly 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 hasfabble.
Lucien laid down the net, kneelimypAnd at your service,
n@et up. Pl ease get up, Lucien. o0 Morp
with pained eyesi What happened here?o0
AYou are the i ncar ragswdared bucieif Witthh sy obu e
gone, the place began to decay. o
AANnd the Library®

NRnSome t i meft thefwbrdsrbeggndaufade. Bly books became bound

vol umes of blank paper. After that, the

up all the stray stories | can find. o
AWell they sur e ar e nsadMaftthevatipedraven) ar o u

alightingupon the top ofthendgi.So | dondét know what you

wi t h that Hewedckeadhistbdaked brgad atdlorpheusi What 6s up,
Boss?o0
AEy, stoppit wi tdad8drvyn Purpkinhead, diggingan i z i
line of holes past#m.i We gotta | otta work to do. o
ASo good of vy ou sdidduciem witheringlgi,WeMehrawyem,bd
seen you at all this entire time, during these several decades that our Lord
Mor pheus has been...unavailable. o
ATher e ya ¢ osadMeayn stoppihgd ¥ahcanodt | ust
and say i1it, huh? Now me, |l 6m a straight
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SOME of wus arendt afrai d Heshoakhi$ | a spad
gardening tool, and stuck it heduist into the ground.
A That ,rhandpis moeoeworrectly called a spadlee difference being

that i1t was designed for digging hol es,
Mervyn made an irritated, growling sortof sighSee, t hat 6s what

talkind about! Andt heur waddehewhyheé BOSs

b a ¢ Mervgn puffed on his cigar, and cleared his fexistent throathi L e mME

tell ya the 6scoopb6 then: the Boss was

basement for the best part of this century. Nekkid as a jagbi@one. There,

thatdos it, thatodés the story. He was cap

Everyone who was now gathered gasped.
AWhat, you mean vy o wadMedymo th Whlyr eed dsye fw
he show up here, al/l bedraggled and pow
That alarmed them even further.
Al s that tr wasked Nuatarwio hBdrwaralengtl close.
filt is no mattey said Morpheus. His gaze returned to the castle ruins,
forlornly. There was a silence.

AHey, 1 td6s been great ofadhhvejpbsfobout vy
get t i n 0said Kerwn, hoistingthe spade onto his ssbkuldersii | me an
REAL jobs, not |ike just watchind | ibra

AYes, 0O mur mured Morpheus. fAWe all h a

ACan you r elaslkedLudienjquietly. Lor d? 0

n . I cannot . Much of my power | pl a
gone. 0

ARegardless, itdés good to have you b

ANo Luci en I must reclaim my tool s.

ALord, you are tired and weak®ned. A

Al will not be king of a broken Drea
picking up a handf ul of sand. AOne man
di fficult to find him.o

N Wh o | sskddIMattheddhe Raven.
The sand 1 n t h galeghand msearid bedaome thédr e u s 6
mi ni ature of a man. AJohn Constantine, O

*k%k
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nOkay, I dondét real |y rkhymother Rokeadmitttth r p h e u
Abut | know what | was doing at this ti
AYoun, bulF conceded.
AGreat. Finally. o
AWhat do you mean, Ofinally6?o0
AWell, you really werenodt Rosemadhr i ef O

have known that she was getting testy, so she steadied herself with a deep breath.
ASo this is whyrfer ddk yngfsormgome && al
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ANIi ght mar es o

| 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 brigkdlyrightly
you al most couldnodét | ook at it.
She wasndét one of the par eimgtheir si ttin
children: she actually seemed kinda lost, and was looking around anxiously,
scanning the faces of each child who passed by.
Wanting to hel p, I approached her. 9|
AYes, 0O she replied. AMy baby. | dr ea
| 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 | ook at henapparentsigetodéd exp
have a few creases and waliryes, but her face was surprisingly smooth and

youngl ooki ng. You could tell she hadndt h
skin didndot have t hanhdpisnedlook lcwasldedr pl u mp e
faci al muscles just werenodét all that wus

Like she was the most walkksted person on the planet.

And then it struck meall of a sudden | knew her, in a way. | knew who she
was at |l east. | dondét know how | knew,
A. . . Mo ne@ inasmalhasdknervous voice.

She looked at me in surprise. And then she gave me a bodiowace

AAre youé my baby?0o

Al think so. Il s your name Unity Kink
She nodded, scared.
AThené yeah. 1 06m Rose. 0

My mother, Unity, trembled in bewilderment stse raised her hands to her
|l i ps. AHow | ong have | been asl eep?bo0
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AA |l ong time.o | wasnodét sure what to
going to cry, and | never know what to
have anything to say to make her feetter.

It seemed like we should hug or somethingh at 6 s what they w
the movies, at times like this.

But | jJjust couldndét bring myself to
would be exactly as awkward as hugging a stranger, which is basically what she
was to me at this moment.

Not that it wasno6t already awk-ward,
eyed... each in our own separate, and unique, kind of pain.

Unity lowered her hands, clasping them in front of her like the-pnich
proper lady that she was. She looked unbearably young tikenyou could see
the 12 yeadold girl inside the 8@&omethingyearold body. And that young girl
was trying her very best to compose herself, to be alright with something that

really wasnot alright at al/l
Al 6m gl ad to meet you, Rose, 0 she sa
|l have a feelingé youbre in danger

And then she looked past me, and | felt a foreboding presence behind me.

There was a shadow on the grass, a shadow that grew taller than my own as
it approached.

Il didndét want to | ook. But | knew |

It was a man behind me, one who looked a k& Paul, with dark
sunglasses and a wide cheslaat grin.

AYou have such | ovely eyes, 0 he said
empty eyesockets 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:
AJust | ilkker ,yoo utrh emottwo mout hs chorused t
cruel and ugly laughter.

He reached out toward my face.

ANO! GET AWAY FROM ME! 0 | vyell ed.

In bed.

The radiealarm clock on the nightstand automatically starting blaring the
radio- and wouldyou know who was back? It was those cheery bitches, The
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Chordet#tes: SiaMidsnan. .. bring me a dr eam.
ever seen... 0 they sang, mocki ng me.

| knocked that fucking radio right off the stand. It came unplugged, abruptly
silenced.

| rubbed myjawi t was sore because | 6d been
teeth all night and wiped away my tears (which hurt, because it rubbed off the
sandy shit that had formed around my eyes) so | could see around me. | was in bed,
and Paul wafast asleep beside me.

Strange. All of that was pretty loud, | thought. He was usually such a light
sl eeper, complaining about any Il ittle b
stirred.

| picked up the radio. 6:00 AM, it said.

| set the thing bdcon 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 | fel asleep, it was on the couch.

| suddenly realized that | had that huge raoyored gemstone in my hand.

Did | have it in my hand that whole time?

Was | clutching it while | was asleep?

Il thought back: Il r eme mber thadmoimiag. ng awak

Wanda had called a raincheck on us hanging out, since rehearsals had been
kicking her butt lately. So | was on the couch in my own flat, watching TV, eating
chips (which Paul so Britishly called 6
sounding |i ke youbdbve got speech i mpedi m
was washing it all down with soda (funn
put on weight. |  ddeprigation diet, thoughaarkcidcles h e s |
under bloodsbt eyes i sndét a sexy |l ook. And no
violent mood swings, or your habit of bumping into walls looking for the brains
youodr e mi sagnlessthey have sormewsorteof zombie fetish).

As | was busting into my fifth can of k& Paul came out of the bedroom,
wrapped in a blanket and narrowing his eyes at me blearily.

Altdos | ate Rose, 0 he grumbled at me
forced out of hibernation.
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ARYeah | know, 0 Fconscouyslabow deltingla &idelEi ng s e
Coyote and the Roadrunner cartoon (O0r ea
doesndét want to have sex with you anymo
channelsurfing. | stopped at what looked like some sort of drama moviehbéut t
actress started sobbing melodramatically and begging some guy named Charles not
to leave her. Ouch. Nevermind, back to cartoons.

Paul sat down beside me. | drew my legs up and held my knees close against
my chest, ashamed.

ASorry, o | said, | amel y.

NRnCadn sl eep?o0

ANoéo

ARoseé are youé AFRAI D to go to sl ee

|l didndét answer. Coul dnot
my face into my knees, digging my nails into my skin.

|l wasno6t afraid of going to sleep. I

ABecause of your mum?o

Yeah, that and the scaags monster who looks like you, | thought. But |
couldnot tell him that. 106d told him my
that his dreanself had been trying to eat my eyeballs for months.

| wagmétd dafhat h-éddvalse adfrfaendde@dd put
Freud glasses (he had a pair, | kid you-rtbe guy was his hero) and play at
amateur psychoanalysis. | just knew he was going to start telling me | had all sorts
of issues, ranging fromommal stuff like insecurity and anxiety, to daddy issues
and penis envy or some shit |i ke that.
that game right now. Or ever.

| talked into my knees. Altdés so stu
|| never wake wup, | i ke her. o
ltds only a dr eam. Dreams candot hur
Il know. | just wonder someti meséo
Rose. 0 He was giving me a-ddtrercri ofrdc
tone of wvoice with me. | t wwacangatol i tt 1l e
sl eep and wake up. | know because | do
stare me in the eyes. fnNGet some sl eep.

, not wi t h

mel

ot ot v ©
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It wasndét a request. And he wasnodét g
| looked back at him, and felt strangeeassured seeing his eyeballs peering at me
instead of empty sockets and teeth.

AOkay, 06 | surrendered. Al oé6l1l try.o
He took away the remote and turned o
then he |l eft, and went backwngo bed. He

Apparently he just assumed | would sleep on the couch, like usual.
But the couch was covered in popcorn and crumbs now, and | knew |
couldnodét turn on the TV without sparkin

him | would try to go to sleepbutwh at Paul di dndét reali ze
on was sort of a slegmrerequisite for me.
That jewel. The red one, from Const a

it, and felt an overpowering urge to look at it.

| went to my purse, and pulled it out.

It was so shiny. It glinted at me as | turned it all around with my fingers,
making the light dance.

| went into the bedroom, still playing with it. Touching it, looking deep into

the center heart of the jJjewelé it made
|l thought 1 6d put it on the nightsta

into bed.

And now it was 6 o0clock, and I had | us

A nightmare in which, for the first time, my real mom had shown up.
| wondered if she actuallpbked like that, or if my subconscious image was

wayoff-af ter al l, | 6d never actually seen

Despite the bad dream, | was actually feeling more-resltied than usual.
Figuring it out in my head, rslofsleep.tNotmat e d
bad, actually.

| went to the kitchen, and opened up the fridge. Looked around. Nothing
good. It was still dark outso to find something in the pantry, | turned on a light.
Someone was sitting at the kitchen table, and | jumped.
Oh, it was just Paul. Sitting there, eating jam on toast.
AShit, Paul!o | shouted. fAWhat the h
| i ke a weirdo?o
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Paul turned and | ooked at me . He was
this? 1t t ast e gedthat homriblebcheshir® a tT hemi lhe. sinNo
| i ke the taste of eyes. 0

| froze, stunned. Didndot know what w
APAUL?0 he repeated at me, incredulo
dondt recogni ze me, afettehreral |l 6tmh éh utrit med
My mind was racing, trying to figure out how he could have found out about
my dr eam. Maybe he read my journal ? Yea

said- but even though | sounded only mildly puit, there was a weird tremor of
fear cascadingalvn my body; | was having trouble willing myself to stand firm
and not back away.

| knew there was no reason to be afragither Paul was pulling a mean

prank on me, forcing me to o6confront my
bullshit, or | was still deaming.
You know, | ike when you think youobve
So it was either fake, or it was just a dream.
Paul woul dadd &@sirhednk told me jJust a

justeée canodt .
At the time, | thought that was true.

Al 6m ®aul , 0 he said. He pulled the s
me hisfang oot hed, empty eye sockets. Al 6m vy

Ok ay, |l thought. Now | know what | 0m
a figment of my i magihation,plusiwamaedar g
scare me, o0 | said, trying to sound toug

Al 6m NOT a dr eam. l dm a NI GHTMARE. 0O

Wow. Playing semantics with a figment. This was new. Normally | had
these kinds of argumentswithPau Al dondét care, 0 | coun
what you do to me. | can wake wup. o

ANot this time, pet, o he cooed softl
sort of I|ike a prowling jungle cat. ATHh

He hauledbut and smacked me across the face. Hard.

It sent me reeling into the kitchen counter. And it hurt, a ibé 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 Julyfelt something warm and
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wet oozing, dripping out from my nose, like runny snbtit when | wiped it on
the back of my hand, | saw that it was red blood.

ADid that feel O0real d enough for you
| dashed past him. He lunged at me, eaadght me from behind, gripping
me cl ose against hi m. ALIi sten to me, 0 h
struggled i n vain. AYou set me free. Yo

youé serve USé and then you, hemethe and yo
Land of Nod. ..o

| managed to get an arm free enough to elbow him in the gut. His grip
loosened, and | was able to break free.

He caught my wri-eathe ALadi ch oaty ofui rdootn,0t |
when he saw the ruby in my hand. He gaaed in slackjawed awe, fascinated.
AThe Dreamstoneéo he mur mured.

Since | value my life above the price of rubies, | dropped the thing and made
a run for it, while he bent to pick it up off the floor.

AThi s keeps getting bmetaskgrabbednly hear d
keys out of a bowl and ran out the front door.

In the hallway, | panickedwhere was | going?

Wanda was next door. Maybe | could lock and barricade myself in her flat,
and call the cops.

For a nightmare with eymouths? How was that g to work?

I di dndét know. Not hing made sense. C
guessedEé

| banged on her door. No answer. | banged again, really not wanting to speak

and announce that | was still t bdest e. Fi
whisper | could. | was also getting choked up on tears of fear and desperation.

AWanda, itds Roseé please | et me inéo |
Wandadsshped@adktegi ven me a spare, to | ook

rehearsaland in preparation for me helping to take care of her after hexhsege
operation (she also had a spare key to my apartment, because | was constantly
misplacing mine). But before | could stick the key in, the door opehatlithe
woman who answeredas not Wanda.

The cold stare of Thessaly appeared in the short gap allowed by the chain.
AYou need to go. o

AWhat are you doing? Wherebds Wanda?bo
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Thessaly turned aside just enough for me to see Wanda, in-topaakd a
pair d underwear that revealed her ymperative male body, laid out on her couch.
Then Thessaly faced forward, bl ocking n
Thessaly explained, in the mostcalmand matfdr act v oi ce possi bl
The spiderwomerEven Fiddl erdés Green. o

AWho or what t-be hell is Fiddlerds

AEveryone in this building. Because

AWhat ?0

Al avoided your spell, 6 she went on,
was amateurish. Very | oose weave. Lot s

|l didndét have time for this: 1|l pushe

Al wi || | ook after Wanda and the oth

The door to my flat was opening.
The Corinthian was coming.
| ran downstairs, and out of the apartment comple

| got in my car, and put the keys in the ignition. | put my fugiypered foot on
the pedal and floored it, the tires squealing on the pavement as | peeled away and
down the narrow London streets like a madwoman.
| had no clue where | was going. Anywhere. Away.
| must have zipped right past a cop car, because suddenly | could hear a
screeching siren, and could see the lights flashing in myviearmirrors. For the
first time in my life, those lights and soundsn& a major source of relief instead
of dread.
| pulled over. Thecopor O6bobbydé or whategoer t he)
out and shone a flashlight into my car window. | turned the handle and rolled it
down for hi m. AYeah, |l know, 0 | said.
ADo you have identification, madam?0o0
My eyes darted around the car, and | virtually gave myself a pat down even
though | knew damn well | took nothing with mao purse, no wallet, nothing. |
was lucky | had my keys. | shook my head at him, at a loss.
iRi ght then. Well miss,-0l 6dm afraid 120
AArrest me!o | said, excitedly. nTak



165

The British copper was taken aback b
sai d. Al was only goihnreg ptece rgeidv ec | yoossue ra at
someone strike you?o

| touched my lip, and saw my face in the mirrony nose was bloody, and

my cheek was swoll en. | 6d forgotten. 0.
il see. Well then, i f you I|Iike | can
repprt. O
AYes! Sounds great officer. o | opene

As | 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 I|ike he
There was a serial killerwithagah nsaw and hatcheté a r
some character from a movie he watched
Hi s partner, a buddy cop, shot by a

staunch the wound, but there was so0 muc
Was any of it true? Did any of it really happen? Or was it just a bunch of
stuff that he wanted, or feared? | <coul
guy thought about, or dreamed about, was here.
And thatos all t herjeuswa sa. pTahrat Gosf ahlils

passive spectatoré a passenger.

And then all of a sudden, | was back.

The police officer yawned, and fell forward, onto my lap. | yelped, not
expecting the guyos face to be in my cr

| pushed him off me, ande crumpled to the pavement.

Catching my breathand recovering from the shock of whatever had just
happened | leaned over the sprawledlut cop. ASir?0 | asked
alright??0o

He answered me with a snore.

He was asleep?



There was somethirfgi | t eri ng out of hi m, his e
looked like sand.

It susurrated against the pavement, and sort of floated upwetdwing
stream, but with gravity going in reverse. Like a film on rewind. It swirled around
my hand, and started form a mass in the indentation of my palm. It stopped, and
| 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, | cast the sand aside, over a flower bush on the side oftthe roa
As | brushed the remaining sagdt off my hands, | 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 | high on that magical drug
sand that Rachel was on?

Okay stop, just calm down and think Rose, | was telling myself. Where was
the most sensible place for me to go right now? Who could actually help me?

A face sprang into mineone with dirty blonde hair and a cigarette hanging

from his lips.
Constantie.
If anybody would know what to do, it would be him.
Maybe.
|l got back into the car and sped off

| pounded on the door to John Constant.

ARJohn! Pl ease! Open the goddamn door
gralbed hold of the doorknob.

It twisted in my hand soft and pliable like molten metal, but cool to the
touch, like metallic putty.

| let go of it, and noticed that my palm still sparkled with some granules of
residual sand; | also noticed that the wargedrbell was moving as | moved. |
experimented, swaying side to sidso did the doorknob.

| reached out | i ke | was going to to

The doorknob fell right off.

| shouldered into the door, and it opened for me. | sthghtnd me.

l nsi de, all the | ights were off. I d
in bed, tossing and turning and groaning loudly in his sleep.
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Oh no, | thought. Not him too.

AJohn!o | vyelled. AWake up! o

His eyes shapped open, and sat upright with a gasp. He started coughing,
hacking, then saw me. ARoOse?0

AOh god, thank goodness, 0 | breathed
relieved to see someone who was both awake and knowledgeable about this kind
of stuff, the stuff that nobody else would beliedalmost threw my arms around
him and hugged him, butstopped myself, afraid of what might happen.

He di dndét have his tr en-cléecersMycousr t h
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 olditivrg, with the occasional symbol
or smalldiagramt hi ngy. | didnét know for -sur e,
packed the magical tattoos seemed to be that they covered his back as well.

His eyebrows raised a bit at me. | could tell that he was staatiggt some
very wrong ideas about my reasons for being there. But | was way beyond caring
about how inappropriate this all was for the time being.

He must've gotten the idea from my e
hankypanky- disappointed, heysled on his pair of pants. Trousers. Kecks.
Whatever.

He pulled a cigarette from a box of
in 6ere?0 he asked, not seeming mad so
door unl ocked?o0

AnJohn, | i stén mnot meawtilngat o get i nt

weird shit has been happeninog
There was a knock on the door. A polite rapping sound.

ADondt answer 1it,o0 | whispered.

AWhy not ?0 he whispered back. #AWho t

Al think arre mafgha d&what 6 t han a O6who(

Constantinetb6s face got a I|ittle grim

AWhat are you -yeledng?! o0 | whisper

AGonna Oadee, ® heol ai ditsaréirBeistpckandst y wh
trade, as it were.o

| stiffened with fear, unable to breathe, as he headed for the front door.
But | had to see what was going on. | followed him, trying to stay behind a
corner.
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When he opened the door, there was a tall shadow standing on his doorstep.
AJohn Const an tsaidthe shadow, withdeemamdke ? 0
witheringly dry voice.

AWel |, |l &m sure not Dr. Livingstone
his neck, nervously. ASorry. Little jJ ok
silently past him and into the house, John sobened ,added in a small voice,

AVery |l ittle. Sure come on in and6 make
the mess, woulda done some <cl eaning up
say your name was, again?o

| came out from behind the corner. Too dnad happened to me that night
to be scared of anBygsshing that wasnoét Mo

John | ooked between the stranger and
an invite | wasnodot aware of? 06Cos this
meveryeyes And0 here | am beind a shit host,
| ook: | 6m al |l out of bevvies ando party

AAnd who the hell are you?0 | demand
shadow.

The shadow had a face under a black umbrella of hair that weulie envy
of any heavy metal or punk rocker. The face was long, gaunt, and verii pale.a m
Dream of tHeansvieredl Asafshat was supposed to mean something
to me.

AReal ly, 0 | sai d,-robeemsdmblathatrasembledes dar
nnght sky over a pit of flames. f#fl thou

A | assure you, wesaldosarewhatefaddedly.,g al i ke

AHeds right yeh know, 0 confirmed Con
goes by that moni ker, andé | sold me sou

AFor what?0 | asked.

AA cure for me lung cancer, 0 he answ

for his cigarheviricielenovac&ne ifdadtmhoseg t hr ee

as it would kick offagreatbigtugwar over sohoin none of

t hat badly. So |I can just waltz into He

without anybody botherindé to stop me.
ABu have nevecdorrebteddreant. o Hel | |, 0
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AOh? d6davendt 1 ? Thatds sure news teh
the fiery torture pits | 6ve frequented
wot were they then?bo

AThey wer e men&ond nghtrpaoes Wwitkirt thedkerries of The
Dreaming. The free demons of Hell setting up their own fiefdoms, in mimicry of the
original . The true Hell remains empty. o

ASo you're wot Mad Hettie was goinbo

right?0o
Al ehagvone by that name, yes. o
AWell that s-czandycgbored wlkowpg me ar se
Al 6dm so glad that you two are gettin

room?o

fiYes. You should leave, Rose Waiker.

How did he know my name? | wondered. | alsowdered if | should keep
wondering about everything, because the world had obviously ceased to make

sense. fANot gonna happen, o | told him,
YOUORE welcome to | eave any time. o
AHat e teh break kist |tiok ey eeho nliugvh,t 6bsu tg oin
threesome, 0 qui pped Constantine. ANO ne
to go around. | just want yeh tah know,
me traditional, but | us uiebefosethe r eat me
shagging starts. So be gentle with me,
Dream wasnot really interestetde in t a
shadows underneath his brows seemed to be looking around the apartment.
ASohdéin | can do y,dryingfosaund friemdlyamd 0 a s k
helpful.
ASomet hing of mine csaththe shaddmman.iyd ur po
| eat her Pouch full of sand. Il want it b

But then there was a light cascading sound, as something came from the
campbed that Castantine had been sleeping on: sand. It was flowing towards me
again.

Suddenly, | was lifted up by pale hands grabbing either side of my
sl eeprobe, and found myself staring rig
face.

His eyes were stars. Stars twinkling, within a deep, dark void.
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AThat was Desai@d mtha mahstrous voice of iiswher e di d
you get it? Do you have the Pouch?5o0

ALet go of me, psycho!o I vyelled. #l
| gralbed his hand, and he suddenly gasped ke | 6 d -anduthrewend h i m
down. | | anded hard on my butt. AOuch!

Dream stumbled and weaved, fafitY ou . . . cont r belsad)r e a ms a
hoarseil do not understandéo

AJoin the diEws howlordor st Mo u't

ADo you mean The Corinthian?o

Whoa. Maybe we were getting somewher
said, getting up. AHow did you know t ha

Dream didndt answer | mmedifavtoeu ywe rHe
the girlin AlexBurges6 mi nd. The one with the Drea

John Constantine frowned at me from
Um, vyeah, about thatéo | began.
Rose? Did you nick me Ruby?o0
The Ruby Dreamstone belongs to me,
Yeh, sorry mate. I mi sspoke. Anod 16
But you cannot. Wherde ids dmptRbhawe R
toanswer-h e j ust nodde di,Thlei KCeo rli dhd hti alnd hhaism.i
it seems, you haveablsb e d my powers as the repl ace
Wait, -blagk depes that even mean?o | .
| do not know. We shall find out to

AWot | 6m still tryind to figure out
magicsoaked anciengjw e | of f me hands, 0 said John,
I dondét know why. It just happened.
Righté |Iike it O0just happenedd6 with
head. Al al ways knew the pair adyou wer
thinkitwashat | iteral . o

AThat 6s not true'! |l 6m not | i ke Rache

AEnough! Sit dBomrhatevd ceason, both of ysmheyed
John and | sat down on the couch, having to maneuver around his little coffee
table. Dream folded higims and brooded.

) B 1]
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A | a m v ehe yaid,tandrhesdunded like it. Like he knew a type of

tiredness that none of us could imagimd. have only |just escafr
i mpri sonment . O

AWho i mprisoned you?0 asked John.

AA group of occultists. o

AAh. WYWhe€b

AThe Order of Ancient Mysteries. o

AReal ly? | thought those blokes were
Satanic gentl emends cl ub. Never woul dov
power . O

ANor mal | vy, sadDeepamiidBau tn octi,r caligmedtha nc e s

allowed them to do what would otherwise be impossible. And now | must reclaim
the tools they stole from me. o

ATool sé6 huh?0 | said, noting the plu
Al ndeed. | had a Pouch, nwvhdach gave m
ARnSo that you dondét have to steal It
NnYes. It gets tiresome, as you can i

protects the wearer from harmful magic, such as the force that can be emitted from
the Ruby. 0
AWere you weadar iwhent y@euHevleme captured
A

Capture and i mprisonment are condit
category of o&éhar mo, |l 6m afraid. o
ASay you get y-oure ns twoftf Obagpcpke ncsh?adop i n g
Al will def e aAndthdnrea@ tumned totfabei mé.A n d
you wi || return my power .o
AAnd how would | do that?o06 | asked.
Al't should revert back...at the mome
|l got up, slamming the table with my
ANot until | have to. o
ATherebs gointa be no killind of any
RnSo if and when you decide to do it, do
ASorry, 0o he said. AJoke. Tryindé to |igh

leaned forwardas if havinga heato-hear t wi t h Dream. fiYeh
gonna kill d&éer, are yeh?0
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A | wi || di scuss it with my siblings,
And then his face shifted into a softer, kinder look, which was somehow a little
more unsttling than his angrface. He spoke soothinglitDe at h I s my si
very amiable company. Youdd | i ke her. o

Al donét believe this...O

Al am trying to be fair, Rose. | cou
kill ed you now. 0O

Andthenacreepyli sembodi ed voice echoed int

al ways been suave with the | adies, Dr e a
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AFear of Fallingo

Thestreef aci ng window of Johndés apartment f
jumped through it, landing in a shower of glass.

Overhis shoulder,anewbagwassluig real |l y di dndét t ak:e
the time (for obvious reasons, l i ke hi's
you know he didndét have a bag before, a

ARat her bravédeofe,yobduttshicBreamg ht mar e, 0O
nonchalantly.

AAnd youdbre as arrogant as ever, o0 sa
soon enough. 06 And then heysaw md&,0 sed medh
y ou, | ove?0

ARKeep away from meweak ket dbenmdedatl s
somet hing | could say to this terrifyin
fussy kid who needed a nap?

AOQuch, 06 said The Corinthian, drippin
say hell o. 0 He -see bbd koe id woulcdhconoe ugmandsbroiaght g
out é an eyeball. A detached human eyeba
attached. He popped it into one of his-eyeuths, holding it between its fangs.

And then he got another one, and put it in the otherfama moment it looked
| i ke he had regul ar eyes. ARnThere now, h
eyeto-ey e ? 0

And then those horrible fanged mouths chomped down, popping the
gelatinous eyes with spray and a slow ooze of clear fluid. There weléng
squishing sounds as they chewed.

OH DEAR GOD WHOSE EYES WERE THOSE.

The room was starting to spin and | was getting dizzy and lightheaded. |
wanted so badly for all of this to just be a really long, really awful nightmare.

AGi ve back nthheicdnmbiaged Dr€amy still cool as a
cucumberi Thi s does not have to end in your

AYou didndét say please, 0 taunted The
ARSeeing as how heds gonna kill you, hayv
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John Constantinet epped forward, |l T ghting yet
goindé nowhere, 0 he said.
The Corinthian grinned. AThis your n

tasteé such nice eyeseéo
There weren't just ownerless eyeballs in that bag of fie Corinthian
reeched inside 1it, and brought out the R
A glow emerged from the Ruby, and took the form of two demlwaking
creaturesone was big and muscular with fist
outonalimbhereandsayhat one was O6Bruted) and th
thing that looked like orbalf of a melted balsack with arms, its eyes and wide,
fangilled mouth seemingly made by the slicing of a blade into a raw lump of

flesh (he was t heumenhe named O6GI obod, | a
AYou call ed?0 they growled, in uniso
AThe human! Get him!o The Corinthian

The demorthings obeyed, lunging at John with outstretched claws. John
had kept the lighter open and-lihe used that sptdecond before they reached him
to pull the cigarette out of his mouth, and blow on the little lighter flame.

The flame shot out ia 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. Tthegh di dndét seem bu
AReal ly, mortal ? Hel lsfaicrke ? i Asgcau enasite du
Brute sighed a gravelly sigh. AFeel s

Adey now g e-thatsvasomlysawarAatpi, ®ntsai d John
Constantine.

Al think weé rteo gokinmg hiomharwd tan hi s

Gl ob grinned. fAGoodover sefedr some BREW

ASKi nniné and tannind?0 John mused i
yer messind with, pal.o

AOh yeah? And who are we messing wit
AJohn fuckind Constantine, 0 he answe

Engl and, 6cos you bl okes are gonna get
ARose, gi ve sakDream, offering raerode, oDhigvith its

long pale fingers, it resembled, strangely, a big white spid&that we may
combi ne o uheadsddrbywaygdf éxplamation.
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|l didndét really want to be holding h
on what exactly he was, and whether he might be a bigger threat to me than The
Corinthian. But | figuredtakng a o6f i rst come, first de:
best option for the time being.

We linked hands, and | could tell from his sharp intake of breath that it
caused him searing pain.

But he pushed through it, raising his other hand outward.

AYou werge etat est ni ght sa@Deamii Beveyofuas
| eave me no choice,Th@orei mwtalsi an .l olt dmcoa
there, in his choice of worddut things were happening pretty fast now.

A whirlwind of sand erupted out of D

It was a powerful blast that shook the whole plakcexpected to see The
Corinthian harmed, or at least knocked backward.

But no: the sand parted around him, deflected by whatesg¢:dike an
invisible barrier.

The Corinthian chuckled.

Dream | et go of my hand. Bet he coul
AYou candt erase my existence, Mor ph
Corinthian. ANot while | have the Ruby.

The Corinthian raised the ruby Dragtone once more, and sent out his own
blast- like something that would shoot out of a laser gun in a-swivie - at
Dream.

And Dream was the one who got sent r
dresser and knocking down the stuff that was hanging

So much for Dream helping me to destroy the nightmare. | 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 hellynbeart. 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 fizzledhe 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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| could barely see through the haze, but | cqustl make out the sight of
him shooting the door pokftlank with a blast from the Ruby, and then opening

the dooré not to the outside, but to a
AWe must fsaidDreaw. hi m, 0O
n We ? ! No way, youoéman!low your own Dre
Constantine smasheauhe of the demothings over the head with a table

| amp. AnSod it! I really I iked that | amp

I 61 | catch up after 1 6m done moppind th
ARose. | f you care for Paul, we must
A Wh aR abusl got to do with this?o0
AThose were his eyes. o0

Holy shit. | grabbed Dreasman up by his nightape (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
darknessso 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 | stepped off into nothing.

Dream caught me by the waist with one arm, before | qolulthmet to my
doom.

A Car eHeaaid, 0O

AThanks, 06 | said sarcastically, desp
fall. I looked down at some hazy landscape below us. We were up in the sky it
| ooked | i ke, far above t hl&quiwed, tremibling. i. . . V
ANot hing. | #Ahdlthgudbdewhien. d realiz

left the dimensional portadoor behind somewhere, and that Dream was floating,
with his arms around me.

| clung to him tightly, not sure if | trustedhimot t o | et me f al |
we?0 | asked, nervous.

APaul 6s dr eam, | suspect. O

Oh, perfect. So | didndot havaEzed o wor

hole in the earth belowo r , | f I di d, it woul dnot be
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everwad or Wi le E. Coyote. AGood, o | said,
around here, somewhere. o

He moved forward, toward a bank of clouds, taking me with him. After a
few moments of soaring like this, | had a funny thoughe kind of funny thought

thatony occurs to you when i1itds | ate at ni
and youodore exhausted from one hell of a
nSay, Dream?0 | began.
AHM? 0

AYou know what Freud said about drea
dreaming aboutdavi ng sex. O

Al ndeed? Tell me then, what does it

Il coul dndét heelgi dndt lexpoct | hli s guy
resembling a sense of humor.

He was better at it than Paul, actually.

My stomach twisted at the thought of him.

Were those really Paul 6s eyes, that

And were they his real ones, or something from a drdéma The
Corinthian himself?

Come to think of i the Iwocradu lodn écto necxegoct
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.

ALook! There he is!0 I shouted, into

Al see him. o

Paul was deathly afraid of heights t was because of a dr
kid, where he was trapped in a house with three witches, and climbed out on the
rooftogetavay from them. Hedd fall-bontoheddan
found himself trapped in a sort of sleep paralysis.

Ever since then, he hated high places.

So this wasnoOt-itywasanightmaredr eam of hi s

Il didndét know h o wevdrtol# mesaboutahk Wwitcheshors . H
about his fear of falling.

We swooped in close, and landed on the flat top of the rock tower.

AFhel p me!l! o he yell ed.

I reached out to hi m. AnGrab my hand,
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His grip on the rocKace slipped a little. He gasphetrembled, squeezed his
eyes shut. Al canodt éo

AYes you can. o | stepped out, into t
fuzzy slipper. | can walk on air, | thought. | set my foot down. My foot held in
place. | placed all my weight upon it, and thenugtat my other foot to stand with
the first one. | was now standing compl
just held the rock tower even tighter,
Trust me! 0

RSt op! No, donoOtcriedo t hat! I 61 1 fall!

AThen youdl | | and dmaltllkode® wmi ¢ & efrleufo

AThose are CLOUDS, Rose! o

ACartoon clouds. The solid kind. o

AThe mass of precipitation kind! )

Altds just-daedmsamanBanblur?td you, rem

AThat may not be entirely true in th

My stomach plummeted. AWhat are you

Al 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.

AYowwkmwhat? That really isndét hel pin
rock toweros flat top, kneeling down. 0
you. Youbre almost there. o

Al know what this is about, o6 said Pa

I was mystified. AYou do?o0

AYes. 0O He took some short, panicked
hyperventilating. daltods all getting to
|l 6m scared... scared I 6m going to do so

AWhat &a&amékyoag about ?o0

AHe i s referri neplained Dleams waki ng | i f e,

AAre you kidding me?!0o I vyelled. AYo
i nterpretation thing WHILE YOUOGRE I N A

AYeah, thatodos something she would sa
d eamingé maybe 10611 tell her that, whe
should teldl her ... o

ASave 1t. That all can wait,o | said

0thingsdéd he was referring to toward the
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Alyfou do somet hi n gaskedDuepm af Paulwhat t hen?
He had just implied to me that Paul might actuallyral die from all of

this, but right now he was acting like thiswas justidle-chitat . Al f he do
something stupid right now, he mightifa] 6 | t ol d Dream, sl owl
not to alarm Paul any further. ASo you
here?0

Paul | aughed nervously. Al candét bel
never have climbed this highéeéo

Al t 1 s snoinsettai knee sloveeddteanmiib t 0 i s al ways ¢
mi stake never to make the attempt. o

Paul opened his eyes. fAWhat are you
show? Not walk out? I s that what youodre
mind-0

APawuttlgp talking, o | said, really get!H

Al f you do not c tontimied Dreargiul hwisl |li sn atr ufe
is it that bad to fall 2?09

AYES, 0 | said, about to | ose my mind

AArtenyou scared of falling?06 asked P:

Dreambds mout h forim@admeat ikmeswiygu swia k e,
someti mes you die. o

ASHUT UP! JUST SHUT UP, PLEASE!'O0 | s

ABut there is a third alternative. o

A lightning bolt struck the rock tower, breaking it apart.

Paul began to fall. He screamed.

| | eapt off the rock tower and soare

But it was taking too long to reach him. And the ground was coming up fast.

ARosefYeYODU®iIi ngé o he said. And then P
light up.

ASometi mes t h &doorMead that inkumdn lvaice gbave w6s,dike
thunder. It was sounding further and further away, as we neared the ground
belowfi And someti mes when you fallééo
A...You fly,o finished Paujhwsethamet hi
| ook of grim det er miHfirstuntiioow,butthenhd been f
flipped himself over and spread his arms out.
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It looked at first like he was going to crash ithe ground but then he
glided above the surface of the ground, like a bird, and flew upward into the sky
once more.

| could hear Paul laughing.

He was okay.
AWe shoul d bsad DOyeam, whp appeared right behind me.
| startled, a shudder going up my sp

AHIi s dream from this point onward wi
he warned.

AWhat 270 | watched Paul fly off, and
naked, flyiaohg. nWow. fiQUknaey. Letds go. 0

My brainwires 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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NThe Doll s® HouseoO

And we were in my apartment. In the bedroom. Standing over a sleeping Paul on
the bed.
Except this Paul had no eyes.
| stifled a scream with my hand, not
Dreaméo | whisperedholeokifmilge att hithef ormraw
Al 6m af heaepli@diBai,to it may be undone. I
such drastic alterations to Reality, but this harm was done by a power that belongs
only i n dreams. 0

I breathed a sigh of relief. ARSo you
A | c anmy outrent state. | will not have the power to alter Reality until
the Dreamstone is returned to me. o0
AThe Corinthian was not in Paul 6s dr
A N oHedookedaroundi He 1 s i n someone el seds.
stay close. Something is very muohias s her e. 0O
AYou mean | i ke something mysterious

asl eep?o0
He fixed me with an inscrutable loadk.You knew. 0

AYeah, o |I said. nWanda, my best frie
somebody | ooking after her.o
|knockedm Wandads door. Thessaly answered,
are you doing back here, Rose?0 she int
her eyebrow that wasnodot there before.
AWe need in, 0o I answered.

AWe?0 She unhooked ddoreabitnoee,ienoughtod op e
see Dream of the Endless standing beside me.
And for him to see her. He stiffened.
Her lips pursed a miniscule amount, and her alrepdypite face somehow
got a | ittle harder. ADream King, 0 she
AThes deshid. , 0



182

There was a moment of frozen silence. Then Thessaly turned around
abruptly and retreated within. | gave a quick look to Dream, wondering what that
was about, but then | withdrew even the mental question. | went inside.

It was dark, but Thessaly was ligidgi a candle.

On the floor of the apartment, just past the threshold, were cokiyed
lines and alchemicdl oo ki ng symbol s | i ke what was

It had the appearance of paint, and smelled terrible. Acrid, sour, metallic
like a used tampon. Definitely blood. | would have wondered where it came from,
but then | caught a whiff of musty barnyaadimal scent, and noticed in the dim
candlelight the arcass of a black baby sheep in the corner, a gaping slit yawning in
its throat. It was slumped over a big silver bowl.

| shivered and looked away.

Thessaly seemed to notice, even thou
trouble finding a black lamb orush short notice, here in the city. | had to order it
from an exotic pet shop, 0 she said. She
of her skirt was stained with blood. She held the lit match in her-hiadfitlup the
lenses of her big, roundglass wi t h an orange gl ow, so
Altds been too |l ong since | 6ve needed t

AYou ar Rreain observedo
Thessaly nodded, fingering the cut above her eyebrow and checking her

fingertoseeit he bl ood was still wet. AThe | it
taught me a | esson. 0

AWhat 6s that?0 | asked.

She blew out the match, and tossed it in a small trashaaimas the people
sai d there, in the O6rubdisdai d.i ndoNo tiiNion d
small, or cute, or sweet to be dangerou
Rose: | hope you dondt mind that | | et
key. o

AUhé okay. What for? Did you need so

AYes, 0 sh@eManmslwleo®@dl. Wanda cannot pr
not menstruated for a long time. It is fortuitous that the remains of your last menses
could stild]l be salvaged. o

|l just kinda stood there. | just cou

Her attention turnedydw, rasakned Tifes :
indicating no actual curiosity whatsoever.



183

APerfectly satisfactory. o

AYou | ook terrible.o

AThank you. You, for your part, | ook

Wanda was still on the couch, in her underclothes. Asleep, eyes intact.

AAsuyoan see she is perfectly safe, o

Al ndeadMopheusi You have used the sealinq
Sisters. How did you manage that?0o0

Al't seemed appropriate, 0 answered Th
women. O

ABut theyt agrueemertehgprotecting a woma

I

turned on him. AShe | S a woman, o |
RnGods are rigidly traditional, 0 expl
She aimed her big, round gl asses at Dre

But | forcedtheis u e . 0
Al woul d e xspae cdt Dredeeame\gosifd tead carefully with
the Triple Goddess. 0

AAs well you should, 0 said Thessaly,
real women. O

Als there something you wish to disc

AnNo. |l wish for nothing -dbougatlalitte I ma
more | ife é maybe a couple of thousand

agreed to settle some old scores. There is now nothing you could give me that |
woul d want . o
AVery we Mdrphduhsteppeddoward the couch, but stopped short of

a particular bloogpainted lineil cannot <c¢cross the border
ANo. You cannot. And | dondt see why
escape fromspendingafeivay s and nights in a circle
Als that meant to be funny?0o
Al 6m afraid not. | donodot tell jokes.
AWhy have you done this?0
Al suppose you think I just did it t
AThat does seem |ikely, yes. o
Mnd why would I want to do that?0o
Dreamb6s face took on a miserable | oo

eyepools toward thefloofi. | € | di d not i1 ntend to hurt
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AAnd what i1 f you did not? Intent and
Al t o otitidsaligreed against me, with scores to settle. Now that | am
without my tools and my power, it 1 s th

ASo you were trying to protect me? N
even protect yourself.o0 Thessaly paused
she said flatly.

A | notice you did nothing to facilit

AAnd r i sk nAbpughd-Wwut stildudirmately ymited- lifespan, to
save your Endless oneé with my vulnerab
highly mutable form. You have a strange

AThi s, o0 | said, gesturing imMaegtmge | y at
real |l vy. But you think maybe you can put

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 attbasics of human interaction,
and utterly fail to connect with each other on any level, made me think: maybe

with great poweré comes great disabili it

Finally, after an excruciating minut
for.o

This came from leffield, and caught me completelyaffu ar d. A Wai t ,
what ? What am | supposed to do?0

AA very strange question, 0 Thessaly
There is nothing you are 6supposedd to
You absorbed agreatdeaf t he Dr eamstoneds power be
did not set up the protection circle in

Dreamds head turned abr uipStol yt,h atto waisx
pl an. o

Thessaly frownednat bBhm. aBbehaed. ndB
make me unhappy to see a female incarnation of Dream on the throne. It would

certainly provide a differentpowtf-v i ew, t o say the | east. o
Dream6s face became very angry. |t |
himselfil take it you wil/| not be returnin
ANo. I wi || not . Not even if you wer
AMy | ove for you is real, Thessaly.o
Al do not doubt that. And -consuming ol ong
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A...But you have decided you no | ong
Thessaly stepped within the circle he could not enter, pointedly... and folded
her hands in front of her dress, primly
said, from within the safety of the cir
lightoft he moon reflects the | ight of the ¢

Al see. As Hisceutreform bégan td fade into hazy shadow,
leaving only his deefhroated and echoing words behindMay your gods |
you. o0

AOh, they wil/| be, 0 adrbeenranyadoubt®dfh e s s al
THAT. o

Suddenly, everything made of glass or shatterable material, well,
SHATTERED, flying everywhere.

AHow chil dish, 06 said Thessaly, narro
| knelt down next to Wanda, glad that none of the glass had talléer-
maybe i1t couldndt, because of the prote

doing, but | wanted to save her. So | closed my eyes, and tried to will myself into
her dr eamé

And without any perceivable transition, | felt something changledrspace
around me.

It felt like | was falling. But | was not falling. | 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 fromreaching me. There was the smell of old dust, the patrticles tickling
and getting up my nose; and into my eyes to make them water; and down my

t hroat, making it dry and scratchy. .. |
audience of a theatre (espelsialuring the quietpartsi t 6 s never durin
of the orchestra that | ffeel | i ke cough

some tender moment of dialogue, when it is the most conspicuous; when everyone
who is enraptured in the performanceedts their righteous anger upon you, and
even you wish you could turn and shush yourself).

| reached out my hands, pulling aside what were definitely fuzzy velvet
curtains. They brushed against me as | passed, and they fell together again behind
me. | wa beginning to see the light getting through. The curtains became lighter,
more flimsy, like cheap windowrapes, and then like the loose weave of gauze
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bandages. | pushed my way through, feeling them rend and tear in my hands. And
then the final curtainparted, and | found that | was in a completely new place.

| 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 atidlvas a rodent. Not a
mouse, | thoughta shrew. A shrewith its hands paws?- in the pockets of its
trenchcoat, and wearing one of those fedora hats, like in the olddndeihite
detective movies.

A Oh. |l tds you, 0 said the shrew, in t
expect from aetladal iomg smodentookiWour tir
you?o

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 overhklel torn-off wisps of cotton candy.

| was taken aback. And as | straightened, | felt the clank of metal around me.
| looked down at myself, and realized that | was wearing armor, made of very
shiny plates of rosgold. Like a knight. The armor on mynas 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.

| was wearing some sort of a collared tunic as well, made of ecetored
silk, with embroidery asund 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 aboutthathe 6d say i1 f | was dreanmhaing abc
I was REALLY dreaming about was having
say nothing about the complexes i mplied

around me, customized with my namesake flower, which probably indicated some
deeply personaymbolic meaning...
Gah! He had me doing it now! | really needed to get that guy and his stupid
Freudianisms out of my head!
|l shivered, al/l of a sudden remember
Now that | was in a dream, it felt like rel#e was the dream thatcould
only remember in fuzzy snatches.
Ha! Fuzzy snatches...
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Ok ay, |l 6l 1 stop. Jeez is it hard to
rolled in thereé but since it | ooks 1|iKk
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, setin a

di sc of spun silver filigree and hangin

of feri ngAniét bteo smuer.e iyou dondét | ose it.

Hi er omanceré the Hierolite. The thing w

What so many have given their | ives for
| gazed at the shrew, trying to remember. Finally, it came to me.

AWI | ki ngkedn?0 | a

AROf course, 0 she aneswen etdhouwgehs ,t hdr ew
anything particularly feminine about th
Ever since | saw a production of Tam
head that 0sdiallyast@f wassijwestward for of erm
So when Hob pointed out a doll during one of our shopping trips that he
thought looked more like a shrew than a mouse, | asked him to buy it far me
wasnot going to pass up an opportunity
home.
Of course,Hohwvas conf used when | proceeded
and insisted that this was both her first name AND her surname.
Wilkinson had a label stuck in the ribbband of her fedora, which said
0 Pr es s . élifelwaking word, Wilkrsdn was just aah and naked shrew
doll, without fancy clothes or hatdut in my head she was an intrepid reporter,
| i ke Lois Lane, or I|ike those Girl Frid
late at night on TV (all of them based on Lois Lane), when | wasingftis sleep.
Wilkinson cleared her throat peremptorily. | took the jewel necklace. There
was something about it that seemed familiar,-there was a steady but faint
pulse of power within it, like a tiny heartbeat. | felt like | was holding and geatin
a faded version of the Ruby Dreamstone.

AWe must get the Hierolite to Prince
movi ng, Porpentine. 0O

APorpentine? Whatodos that?0o0

Altds what you are. o
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AWhich i s?o0

AWell , you know. The espqgiuniyl,l sp.roi ckl vy
Al dondét have any quill s. 0

A Mm, | forgot. You types are sensiti

| said anything. o

Al 6m human. o

Als that what vyou I|Ii ke to be c-alled?
i tdés just twkratcaadoumd nlysr é i ke you Por pe

AAnd where is Ohered?o

ADid you bump your head on the way I
before. |l tds The Land. o

AThe Land of é&?o0

AJusté The Land. Oh boy. This is goi
Porpentine?o9

ACould you maybe not cal/l me Porpent

Wil kinson sighed, shaking her head.
6em | meet , |l just candét get wused to cr

| i ke they was pakbeppawhands b¥ek ih tker trersclocoat, s t u
turned around and started walking off on little rodent feet down the mountain path.

| followed for a bit, taking in the
Barbiebd a Por pent i nerygdfallhumaresmweraiseemds t o as
animals in this world.

AOh no, not at al |l . Shhearst ead veriynbesa:

Well so much for that theory.

But then a din of crunching and clanking sounds assaulted our eardrums,
accompanied by loud andgphtive roaring. Wilkinson dove into a bush off the side
of the path, which hid her completely; | crouched down and moved awkwardly
behind it, even though it seemed I|i ke p
whispered.

AMartin Tenbones siatroshteeTheaBlaskvGeardeaf . fi He
The Cuckoo have found him. o

Martin Tenbones. My fluffy, goldehaired dog plushie.

Down the mountainside there was a valley pidime grass grew in squares
of light and dark, like a game board. Standing within one afetlsguares was






