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 They say in the Glen you find out the truth about yourself. 
 They say there's a Fountain where the water is made of  
knowledge. Somehow, wisdom itself  is transformed into a liquid—the 
immaterial made physical—and it burbles up from underneath the 
gold-white base of  the fountain. And touching it is like when people 
first found the Fire of  Prometheus; or opened Pandora's Box; or ate 
of  the Apple. The Fountain is one of  many conduits in this world 
between the mortal and the godhead. Mystery haunts the Faerie-
Glen, but there is no greater mystery than the Fountain of  
Knowledge. 
 At least, that was the story as Ziska, Catnip, and Tom knew 
it. The Fountain promised not immortality or eternal youth but the 
greatest power of  them all. Self-knowledge, auto-gnosis, could be an 
amazing superpower. The three friends all agreed on that point, and 
rain or shine they were going to find the Faerie-Glen—and find the 
Fountain of  Knowledge with it. Fortunately, the day they chose was 
on the far extreme of  “shine.” The sun brought light to the green 
summer forest, and the ground was dry beneath them. Despite their 
dedication, the trio wanted to have a dearth of  mud if  they were 
going to be pushing Ziska.  
 Ziska didn't need pushing unless her arms were tired. And 
she could carry herself  over short distances, which was helpful 
when there were roots and rocks in their path. But she'd used the 
inventiveness her great-grandfather had passed down to her to mod 
this chair of  hers. It was sort of  an all-terrain vehicle now. The tires 
were thick enough to get her over obstacles, but they were light 
enough for her to wheel without straining herself. Ziska Goodlittle 
had no interest in becoming a scientist, but her circumstances 
forced her to press whatever advantages she could make. Right now 
her spectacled brown eyes stared out due ahead, as her short brown 
hair bounced up along the rhythm of  the forest floor.  
 The first of  the wheelchair-wheelers complained every now 
and then, but she was such a slight girl. No one could blame tiny 
Catnip Pons-Marlowe for lagging. Her posh name stood contrary to 
her meager economic background: she worked retail. But long days 
of  hauling heavy merchandise had done little to build musculature, 
and combined with her pale skin and hair, it was easy to believe that 
“Cat” was lost royalty, raised pampered in a gilded dungeon in a 
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castle somewhere. Now she was quiet—she often was. 
 The third member of  the party was Tom. His full moniker 
was Tomas Torfecki, though in high school he was called 
“Torfreckli,” for the dots on his face. Everyone liked the ginger boy, 
though there was a strange familiarity about his high cheekbones 
and hawkish nose. At her old job at Sun Valley Grocery, Catnip had 
known a boy named Garth who had been Tom's twin in voice and 
personality. They had been talking about him as they wheeled Ziska 
up the Bourgeaux Path, the initial entrance to the forest that was 
said to contain the Glen. Cat wanted to introduce Tom to Garth 
because maybe they were similar enough to consider dating. 
 He'd blushed then. “It's too soon since my relationship with 
Johnny,” he said. “Besides, isn't it supposed to be opposites that 
attract?” 
 “I used to believe that, when I used dating sites,” Ziska 
mused, overhearing them. “Fifteen bad dates later and I finally 
learned my lesson. Hey, just sayin', I have mosquito bites up and 
down my arm, and I wanna keep scratching them. Can someone 
carry my chair next time my chair needs carrying?” 
 “You're not supposed to keep scratching them,” Catnip said 
gently. “That makes them worse.” 
 “But I want to keep scratching them,” replied Ziska. 
 “You can't do everything you want to do. You don't want the 
Fountain to expose you as a selfish person, do you?” Tom asked. 
 “Tom, what a crap thing to say,” Cat interjected. “Ziska's not 
selfish, not even a little bit.” 
 “Oh, hon, you don't know how selfish I can be,” Ziska said. 
“Does anyone have my smokes?” She'd brought a few grams of  Girl 
Scout Cookies out with her, to help her with the pain and to keep 
things fun. She had real Girl Scout Cookies too, Thin Mints, but 
she'd already eaten all of  them. 
 “Here you are, hon,” Tom said, passing her her prerolls. 
“Can I sneak a puff? And yes to carrying the chair by the way.” 
 “Thank you. And yes,” Ziska said, smiling. “Mmm, you are 
both such darlings, did you know that?” 
 “I'll wait to see what the Fountain says about me,” Catnip 
said. “Maybe I'm secretly a monster.” 
 “Don't say that!” said Tom and Ziska in unison. They 
paused, under the leafy green, to hug their friend. 



8 
 

 “Ugly sentimentality,” Tom joked. They remembered him in 
middle school, when he'd been obsessed with being stoically logical. 
He'd binged on Plato and Star Trek, and it had all gone to his head 
under the influence of  puberty hormones. His Spockiness had led 
to some drama when he used it to cover up his insecurities—he was 
in the closet for a long time, and coming out finally helped him. 
Now that old drama was just an inside-joke, a wispy trace of  a time 
that seemed long-distant. They were just out of  college—by a 
matter of  five years—but their curiosity still pushed them. Tom had 
been curious about knowing the truth of  the universe to the point 
where he'd given himself  over to logic, believing it better than 
emotions. Catnip had always wanted to understand the magic of  the 
world she saw. She was so curious about the rainbows she saw when 
trace gasoline mixed with the waters of  the rain. Oh, she knew the 
chemistry now, of  course, but she wanted to know the magic in it. 
She had always lived in a world of  magic, so much so that she had 
become a pale little half-ghost. And Ziska— 
 Ziska's great-grandfather was a scientist. Or a doctor. 
Something like that. Emphasis on “was”—not only because he was 
long dead, but because he lost his legitimacy once he started 
obsessing about the nature of  the soul. Gustave Ziska had been 
taken into the madhouse of  Dr. Herbert Edwards because he 
sought to transfer the soul of  one person into the body of  another. 
His great-granddaughter grew up with sympathy for him, though. 
Ziska knew that Gustave had wanted to place the soul of  a woman 
in the body of  a man. This was considered repugnant at the time, 
but now, in a more progressive future, she was forgiving of  that 
outreach. Had he known the secret? Rumor had it that he had died 
when his soul was removed from his body with no new host to take 
it on. That suggested he was a true genius, like that college dean in 
Boston who had killed girls to cut them apart and sew them into a 
new woman, only to create an undead monster by accident. So the 
story went, anyway—it was all just a story. She wanted to know the 
truth. Her truth. 
 If  there was a way to transfer a soul into a body of  a 
different sex, she'd have fewer things to worry about in her life. 
She'd be able to take care of  her Problem Most Personal. 
 But she knew that it was unlikely for her great-grandfather 
to whisper to her through the ages. That's not really what the 
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Fountain was supposed to do. This was about her, and she did not 
know what secrets about herself  would be revealed. 
 They didn't say it aloud, but they still had no idea how to 
reach the Glen. They had never commented on this; but now the 
Bourgeaux Path was hours behind them, and they were getting tired. 
Every mile they traveled they would have to return along. The sun 
beat down on them through the trees and there was a stench of  
humidity in the air. 
 Yet even without the joint they'd rolled, there was something 
about them that bound them together and gave them hope, and a 
sincere chance, along with that hope. They all believed in magic. 
There are many types of  magic in the Multiverse, but they were 
dedicated students of  all its forms. The only thing that held them 
back from using magic in a spectacular way was the limitations of  
their physical universe. That, and their disinterest in bringing 
themselves wealth and power and love, and all the other things 
magic was said to bring. They thought of  cringing Edward 
Tamaron, the Wickedest Man in the World, and how the tales from 
the 1940s spoke of  how he largely just wanted to seduce vulnerable 
women. No mage in the modern day had turned out to be 
legitimate. But that was just one aspect of  magic. Ritual magic was a 
waste, perhaps, but then what of  Catnip's real-life magic? The soft 
pretty things that could be found every day—the magic of  the 
child...shimmering and bright... 
 That was what they believed in. And that was what opened 
up to them. 
 The toadstools were the tip-off. Tom took care to avoid 
wheeling Ziska over the cute little things—they were big red 
mushrooms, with white spots on them. Catnip stayed mute, hiding 
the fact that she called these “Smurf  Mushrooms.” Ziska called 
them “Mario Mushrooms.” They were placed deliberately, between 
measured pebble-vertebrae, and suddenly it was all starting to 
become clear. Between the three of  them there was a common 
resonance—they all focused on the sort of  magic that made them 
happy, and slowly they came up on a row of  trees that they were 
sure formed the gate into the Glen of  the Faeries. They hoped—
they prayed—and through that “ugly sentimentality” that Tom joked 
about, their toadstool-road carried them past the stiff  handful of  
oaks. The travelers weren't high—not chemically—and yet they felt 
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like it. They felt the sparks of  magic in the air. Living and breathing, 
like the forest itself. The Fae who lived here and the trees were the 
same; their songs were the wind. 
 Once they passed through those trees they were in the 
presence of  the Fountain of  Truth. 
 “Holy—” Ziska muttered, before cutting herself  off. That 
was the word for it. 
 It looked terrible old, and worn. It was almost ugly. It would 
be, for sure, if  it wasn't for the sighing twinkles in the air. They 
could hardly believe it, even with their faith. 
 “Those sparkles...” Tom said, “...are they Faeries?” 
 “They're the traces of  them, at any rate...” said Catnip. She 
wanted to go closer, more than the others did. But not for the 
Fountain—she wanted to dance among these twinkles which lit the 
small hollow that housed the Fae-Fountain. 
 Then they laid eyes on the waters bubbling up from the 
Fountain's depths. It wasn't water, though it seemed to be, when 
they looked at it from the corner of  their eyes. In full view, it was a 
thin bluish liquid veined with ever-flickering nerves of  green-white 
coursing through it. It was like a gelatin. Was this what raw 
Knowledge looked like? Or is this how their brains perceived it? 
They saw the same thing, but they were so close, despite once being 
from such distant parts of  the world. Perhaps they had the same 
expectations. 
 It was anxious Catnip who stepped forward. She wanted to 
know so much. She wanted to know the mystery of  her name. She 
wanted to know her purpose in life. “Do I—” she said, “do I-I have 
to bathe in it? What do I—?” 
 Her slender hand touched the water. 
 “Oh!” she cried. “Oh—I-I...I understand now...” 
 The water passed over the cells of  her hand and faded in, 
like a ghost through a wall. She felt those strange white-green 
arteries inside her, connecting her with the Akashic forces of  that 
azure fluid; she blinked, and a lifetime of  truth washed over her.  
 She turned around, and to Ziska and Tom's shock, her eyes 
were glowing. A vibrant yellow light issued out. 
 “I-I don't believe this...” she said. “I'm adopted.” 
 Her friends were silent. 
 “I'm adopted because I'm not human...my great-grandfather 
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had an affair with Lydia Marlowe, who was one of  his enemies; and 
she was the daughter of  a wizard named Richard Marlowe...” 
 “Slow down!” Ziska cried then. “I don't know what you're 
talking about. What's this about a wizard?” 
 “Richard Marlowe was a servant of  the dark god 
Manos...feared among the Fae...and I know, guys—I know 
because—because...” 
 Suddenly, out of  Catnip's backside, there emerged a pair of  
long insect wings—like those of  a dragonfly. 
 “Cat!” Tom cried then, hoping that this transformation had 
not hurt his friend. 
 The girl winced. “No, this can't be right...I'm not adopted...” 
she whispered. “I-I'm a changeling. Faerie-soul sprinkled over a 
newborn child. I was born of  the Fae and of  my parents...” She 
laughed then, a strange high-pitched laugh she'd never let out 
before. “Good, that means—that means my favorite cousin, 
Scarlette, is still my cousin...” 
 “You're not making any sense...” Ziska said. But those wings 
said it all. Cat had come here because this is where her people lived. 
 “I remember it all. I lived with them, for a brief  time, the 
Good Folk. All those days with them, and to my parents I was gone 
only a few moments. I remember that life. I remember my new 
friends telling me to make friends with you...so you could learn the 
truth.” 
 Ziska and Tom still trusted their friend. The former wheeled 
a little closer. The grass was so smooth and plush here. 
 “Should I put my hand in?” 
 “The Fae want us all to learn our truths,” Catnip said. The 
glow in her eyes was now fading. That reassured Ziska. 
 “Alright,” was all she said. Then she stuck her hand in. 
 Her eyes felt to her like they were widening—it was the 
widescreen effect she'd had when she experimented with shrooms. 
It was like she could see further than her eyes allowed, and she felt a 
floating sensation, like she was being pulled from her body. 
 And then the visions began. She could only narrate to her 
friends. 
 “My—my soul. It's so old!” 
 “I can see what you see, Zis. I see you go back to ancient 
Egypt,” Catnip said. 
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 “No wonder my great-grandfather wanted to shift people's 
souls around,” Ziska replied. “His mom—my great-great-
grandmother, the Princess Ziska—she was the reincarnation of  an 
ancient Egyptian Princess. She—she murdered a man, but that man 
was the reincarnation of  the killer of  her first self. He was the evil 
Hath-Set.” She blinked. “There's something in there too about one 
of  her prior incarnations being a vampire...” 
 “Ohh, what is happening?” Tom wondered aloud to himself. 
But Ziska kept speaking. 
 “Princess Ziska...or Shay-Ara, as she was once known...she 
took revenge on the new form of  Hath-Set, before reincarnating 
again. A few bodies later, and she was...me.” She blinked, her eyes 
now also glowing. “I am Shay-Ara of  Egypt. I am Princess Ziska. I 
am my own great-great-granddaughter...” She sighed. “That's weird. 
That's real weird.” 
 Tom sighed. It was only logical that he join his friends. Now, 
as the light faded from Ziska's eyes, he walked past them, and stuck 
his hand into the waters. 
 “Ahh—!” 
 It wasn't just one lifetime that pummeled Tomas Torfecki—
it was dozens. Hundreds, perhaps, if  not thousands. All of  them 
were him—each slightly different than the central model around 
which these lives orbited. None of  these men were Tomas Torfecki. 
Instead, his name played out before him, an anagram, a secret code 
his past self  had disguise himself  under— 
 Tom was also a reincarnated soul. But his true name was 
Maikroft Tocse. That in turn was just an alias, which he had taken 
later in life when his new lifestyle commanded he poked around all 
different points in the timeline. He didn't dare use his birthname in 
eras he didn't belong to—as if  anyone would do anything but laugh 
if  he claimed to be who he really was. Maikroft Tosce, alias Mycroft 
Escott, was Sherlock Holmes. But there was many Sherlock 
Holmeses spread throughout time and space. Tom, somehow, was 
all of  them. 
 Another layer to the truth appeared, as it had for his two 
friends. He was not Sherlock Holmes—he was what Holmes 
became, after many centuries of  adventure. When Holmes decided 
to collect all of  his alternate selves, he used far-future technology to 
fuse every variant of  Sherlock Holmes there ever was into himself. 
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No man, even an immortal, could stand that much energy, but that 
was how it was meant to be. It was time for him to die. His body 
dissolved, but his soul did not. He became someone new; and now 
all the knowledge of  all the variants of  the Great Detective 
belonged to Tom. 
 Sherlock Holmes haunted all of  them. He was the great-
uncle of  Catnip's great-grandfather, Solar Pons. And Ziska's 
grandfather, John Goodlittle, was a friend of  the guy who called 
himself  “Sherlock Holmes Jr.” A former cocaine addict, this man's 
proper name was Denny Cochrane, but through some 
rearrangements and Pig Latin his critics called him “Coke Ennyday.” 
He authored the detective manual Grandpa John used.  
 Now Sherlock Holmes stood before them. Tom was still 
Tom, but new aspects of  himself  had emerged—as visible to his 
friends as Catnip's wings were, or the strange lighting which now 
shone on Ziska's face. 
 “I guess I never expected to reincarnate in a male body,” 
Ziska said cynically. “Oh well. I'm a still a girl, no matter what.” 
 “And I'm still your friend, no matter what. I'm still the girl 
you went trick-or-treating with all those years ago...” said Catnip 
gently. 
 Tom was strangely quiet. 
 Ziska smiled. “What say you, Holmes? What can you deduce 
about the properties of  this Fountain?” 
 “I'm afraid that's a mystery which we will never solve,” Tom 
said pointedly, “because the Fountain is about to be destroyed.” 
 “What?!” Catnip exclaimed. “How can you know?” 
 “Because for Knowledge there is a consequence,” said Tom. 
“When Sherlock Holmes became me, the energy that burst out from 
him went out into the future. It rejuvenated Holmes' soul, but it 
served to rejuvenate something else as well. A Monster.” 
 His friends stared at him for a moment. 
 “A Monster?” said Ziska, in disbelief. “What—” 
 “There are rumors of  Faerie-monsters that stalk this Glen,” 
Catnip said. “In some of  the Glen's phases, anyway. Have you 
noticed it's now night?” 
 Time had not passed conventionally. This was the work of  
magic. Now the stars and the moon hung over them, when 
previously they'd been far from dusk. 
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 “My remembrance of  being Holmes has drawn the Monster 
backwards in time, to the source of  that remembrance,” Tom 
explained. “It has haunted this interdimensional space for some 
time, creating legends among Cat's people. And now it is time to 
rise.” 
 The cold logic which had driven them apart all those years 
was coming back—but they listened to what he said. They stepped 
away from the Fountain, their memory now turning to prophecy, as 
they held their breath, waiting to see for the Fountain to be 
destroyed. 
 Tom had been correct. The stone structure burst apart, but 
only Cat could hear the squeals of  the invisible Fair Folk who 
flittered unseen in the underbrush. The soil below the Fountain 
roared up in a rush of  water, though that water soon ran dry; clods 
of  dirt pounded the forest floor as they fell. Something began to stir 
within the crater. 
 The three young people had only just met with their true 
selves, but this put them in touch with their inner strength. And the 
water had shared their memories between them. So Zis and Tom 
knew what Cat was talking about when she whispered the name, 
“Kah-Tah-Hol.” 
 “Shay-Ara,” came a voice in return. “My Princess...it is good 
to see you again.” 
 The thing that emerged was a tall humanoid with the head 
of  a bird. It was a Faerie-Monster, as Catnip had mentioned. To 
Ziska, who now had memories of  ancient Egypt, he looked like 
Horus. She knew it was Horus. But it was also Kah-Tah-Hol, her 
ancient lover from Egypt. She felt nothing for him. In fact, she had 
already known that he had become a Monster. This thing was the 
Hawk-God, and it was a knotted-up time-demon. All that was Kah-
Tah-Hol had been swept away when he touched this spirit. The 
Hawk-God was a god of  mistakes, obsessed with creating avatars to 
correct all the time-paradoxes their predecessors, his previous 
avatars, had created. He was trapped in a cycle of  endlessly fixing 
his own blunders—with more blunders. 
 “Shay-Ara, we are reunited,” Horus told Ziska. “Are you not 
happy to see me?” 
 “I know the Faerie-tales, Kah-Tah-Hol,” Catnip said. “I was 
told when I was a child. You are destined to be defeated on 
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Arcturus. Your last avatar, Stakar, was destroyed by the Legion and 
the Guardians in the 31st Century.” 
 “Cat,” Tom said. “This entity is the one that absorbed 
Holmes' chronal force, when he turned himself  into me. If  he died 
in the future, like your Faerie stories say, he could have rejuvenated 
himself  with that energy. Even with his last avatar destroyed.” 
 “I have not felt such power since I walked among the 
Thasians in the 23rd Century; a product of  my life as the Parker 
child. I am bound to you, Cat Pons-Marlowe, and not just because I 
terrorized your people in ancient times, like the Dragons of  old, 
across communities like Hampstead.” 
 “Charlie Parker, your 20th Century avatar, was the adopted 
cousin of  Dr. Lyndon Parker, the Watson to my great-grandfather's 
Holmes,” Cat said. “I met the Parkers, including Charlie. But that's 
hardly a bond.” 
 “You are a veritable web of  unseen bonds,” insisted the 
Hawk-God. “You have been reborn time and time again, just as 
Shay-Ara has. You once lived as your great-great-grandfather 
Richard's sister...” 
 Cat wasn't shaken. She remembered it all. She had the power 
of  the Fae in her. But Ziska wheeled herself  forward. 
 “I know you became something else when Holmes' rebirth 
triggered your own,” she said. “I feel it through the bond I once 
shared with Kah-Tah-Hol. You hid yourself  in a human body.” 
 “By the 41st Century, my grandchildren, the hideous Ganae, 
considered humanity to be Monsters. These humans possessed great 
psychic powers from interbreeding with surviving Homo magi and 
Homo superior. Not long after they become energy forms, and 
populate the ancient timeline in such forms as the Arisians, the 
Organians, and the Osirians,” said the Hawk-God. “I became one 
of  these Monsters, these near-gods. I am a new being thanks to you, 
Tomas Torfecki—I possess psychic powers beyond anything I've 
ever known. I can reshape reality thanks to you.” 
 “Show your real form,” Catnip commanded. “You aren't 
Ziska's old husband anymore—you aren't even the Hawk-God 
anymore. Your powers have distorted you, and you look like a 
Monster under this fake guise.” 
 Tom stood with his hands behind his back, holding strong; 
the ghost of  Holmes was with him. Ziska didn't need extra 
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knowledge to be strong, but she couldn't help but feel an ancient 
sadness for the corruption of  poor Kah-Tah-Hol. 
 The Monster seemed to snicker, and slowly the image of  
golden Horus began to vibrate and fade away. The form that 
replaced him nearly made them scream, but they somehow stopped 
themselves. He was a green-skinned spider-man, his body a veritable 
house of  fear, dressed to kill with scarlet claws—with eight eyes 
shining like pearls of  death his whisper crept out, a voice of  terror, 
a sonic secret weapon which brought terror by night. 
 For a moment it seemed like there was nothing that could be 
done against this Monster. But then Catnip clenched her fist. She 
raised her left hand. 
 “Take this, you bastard!” 
 Pink lightning sparked from her hand. When it struck the 
Monster in one of  his eyes, he let out a reverberating shriek and 
backed away. 
 Tom still had his hands behind his back. “On one of  the 
worlds Holmes fused into himself, an Antichrist figure appeared in 
London in 2009. He might've been one of  these mutated Monsters.” 
 “What happened to this Antichrist?” asked Ziska. 
 “Killing him required the intervention of  God Herself,” he 
replied. 
 “We don't have that sort of  luck!” Ziska exclaimed. 
 “But we have my Faerie-magic,” Catnip said. “Here's some 
more for you!” 
 Now she let loose a storm of  these magenta bolts. One for 
each spider-eye. The thing lurched back, seemingly helpless. Yet 
when those eyes opened back up, there was a crimson light in them. 
That light began to grow in intensity, and Catnip grabbed Ziska's 
wheelchair.  
 “Hold on tight!” 
 She and Tom ran, and just barely dodge in time as a scarlet 
pulse split the moist forest air. But it wasn't over yet. These red 
lights began to split apart, forming an octet of  deadly beams. The 
three were forced to scatter, but Cat had to hang on to Ziska. She 
couldn't abandon her—only something awful could tear her from 
her friend. But then one of  the beams nudged at the edge of  her 
wing; pain flooded her whole body, and she screamed and fell. 
Ziska's wheelchair toppled over and its passenger spilled out. 
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 Ziska closed her eyes and focused a freshly-discovered 
antique patience. Her strength flowed down, and against her nerve 
damage and her injured muscles, she stood up. She couldn't stay like 
this for long, but she hoped she wouldn't have to. “Kah-Tah-Hol!” 
she shouted. “Look at me!” 
 Bad phrasing, she realized—the beams arced back towards 
her. Yet they faded away before they struck her. For a second, his 
mutant head turned back to the noble avian head of  Horus. 
 “What do you want, Shay-Ara? I thought you had rejected 
me.” 
 His words seemed almost mocking, as if  he knew that he 
had digested away the last traces of  the man Ziska's ancestor had 
once loved. 
 “I want to know what you want. Give me your terms and 
you can have me.” 
 “'Terms'? What I want can't be described as 'terms.' I want 
your Essence. I want the bonds and connections that entangle you 
with your species' social network.” He chuckled. “I am of  the blood 
of  noble Agthrunsthaaa, and Kahuna'ana. We are time-vampires. We 
are the fallen angels of  distant worlds. I have been separated from 
my plague of  Hawk-Men, but the death of  Mr. Sherlock Holmes 
has given me a new lease on life. I will re-infect reality. You cannot 
stop my march—” 
 He stopped there, with a choking gasp; he had not been 
hindered, he just spoke too quickly. He continued speaking, but 
Tomas was moving behind him, with that new-old sureness. He 
seemed to pick up on something in Horus' speech, and he was 
analyzing it. All the Sherlock Holmeses in his head were analyzing it. 
Perhaps one of  them somewhere had had a brush with the Hawk-
God, or one of  the other Faerie-demons he had mentioned. Or 
maybe it was something about what Horus said he fed on. 
 Social bonds. “Essence.” Cat and Ziska blinked and then 
Tomas had it. 
 “I have hundreds of  family trees that extend in every 
direction,” Tom said. “I know thousands of  famous people from 
countless lifetimes. Jack the Ripper, Mr. Hyde, Doctor Omega. All 
were associates of  Holmes in his many lives.” 
 The Monster seemed to sniff  the air, and turned away from 
his bride from another life, very slowly. Several of  his eight eyes 
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remained locked hard on her until his giant green head faced away. 
 “You do shine with a bright light. Perhaps the brightest I've 
s-s-seen...” That stutter. They all knew it was the tipoff. 
 “Come and get it,” offered Tom. And the creature lunged 
hungrily. 
 But all eight of  his eyes were bigger than his stomach. Ziska 
and Catnip understood what was happening, and they offered up 
their new knowledge to the creature as well. The long history of  
Shay-Ara of  Egypt—and another link back into the family of  the 
Great Detective. 
 The Hawk-God screamed. He was following the fate of  
Kahuna'ana, who had died decades ago. Who had been murdered 
decades ago. Gods like him weren't supposed to die. He had crawled 
free of  death, but now he saw a light before him. It was the same 
light he saw when Holmes' death-force came for him. Once, it had 
been his salvation. Now it was coming to take back its gift.  
 The strain was incredible—they were just used to this new 
awareness, and now they had to weaponize it. “Hang on, guys,” 
Ziska said. Her legs gave out under her. She remembered the first 
time in her life that had happened, just after Tom had come out as 
bi and after Catnip got lucky with her first boy. They had hauled her 
up and taken her to the doctor, and held her hand the whole way—
and kept hanging on as they took her to get a chocolate milkshake. 
 “I love you,” she said. 
 The Monster began to break apart, its disparate elements 
sliding away from each other. He was a Hawk; he was an Eagle, a 
Spider, a Dragon, a Man. He was an amalgamation, and now he had 
his solvent. Unglued, he began to melt down. His arachnid lips still 
moved. 
 “Please, p-please no...” he groaned. He was doomed to 
spend his last moments begging. “So many connections left. I had 
yet to feed on Madame Mystera...or Boris Orloff's battle with 
Lightning Hutch...or the clones of  Wolf  Larsen...or the clash of  
Qiang Jiantou versus Fu Manchu Bamberg...it's not fair! Please help 
me!! Please don't let me die like this—!!!” 
 His Monstrous features turned to wax, and then like a Greek 
statue ravaged by the eons he turned gray and fell to dust. 
 He had fed on them, but they remembered. And they would 
never forget. They looked up, all thinking the same thing. But Ziska 
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said it. 
 “We must never forget.” 
 She blinked. Faerie-magic struck. 
 Not even Cat could fight it. They began to sleep. 
 

*  *  * 
 

 They awoke on the side of  a hill, just like Rip van Winkle. As 
one unit they blinked and rubbed sleep out of  their eyes. 
 “A dream...?” Catnip said. “Oh, no, don't tell me it was all a 
stupid dream...” 
 “What was?” asked Tom. “I remember crossing over some 
trees, and then—and then did we lie down?” 
 Ziska was examining the side of  her wheelchair. Already she 
could see mud-stains along the end of  it, as if  it had been knocked 
over. 
 “Did you say something about dreams?” she asked Cat 
meaninglessly. “I had one where it turned out I was the 
reincarnation of  some royalty or something...” 
 A test. She had to know. 
 “I had something about being a detective. Real film noir-y. 
But with Victorian gaslight, too,” Tom said. Ziska stared hard at 
him, seeing if  he was trying the same stunt she was. He'd had the 
most information to digest of  all of  them, though. So it would 
make sense if  it came back to him a little slower. 
 “I had a dream I was a Faerie,” Catnip said. And then, 
accusingly: “And you remember your dreams too!” 
 Ziska let the truth out. “The Fountain told me I'm the 
reincarnation of  Shay-Ara of  Egypt.” 
 Cat nodded. “I'm a changeling of  Fae...this forest is my 
home!” 
 Tom blinked. “Yes. And once, I was—well, before I chose 
retirement, I was Sherlock Holmes.” 
 And Catnip spoke loudly now: “We all fought a Monster!” 
 “Th-that's right...” said Tom. 
 There was a moment of  silence. Overhead, a bird called; the 
birds had been quiet in the Land of  Fae, when they stepped over. As 
if  in preparation for the coming of  the Hawk-God. 
 “We found it!” Ziska cried then, excitedly. “We found the 
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Fountain of  Truth!” 
 “We learned secrets about ourselves that time hid,” said 
Catnip proudly. “I'm—I'm magical! We're magical! There's magic in 
the universe! And we're ordinary people! Just think of  what other 
people could find hidden in themselves...if  he hadn't wrecked the 
Fountain.” 
 They went silent once more, in memory of  the wonderful 
waters they'd discovered. And how they would never flow again. 
 But Ziska was thinking. A magical journey like this had 
taught them great secrets. It only made sense that one secret 
remained. One which only she remembered. She found a new 
nature in herself, one which loved to occult the world for hope of  
bringing more magic into it. 
 So when an exhausted Tom gestured for them to go home, 
and she began to wheel after him and Cat, she bit her tongue and 
hid that she heard the sound of  trickling water just beyond the 
treeline.  
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The Wedding; 

Or, Witness Protection 
 

 The best man took them to the right place to elope. Only 
problem now was that the best man was missing. 
 Rip Gardenier and Roberta Thorul were not ordinary 
people—though they carried the same type and quality of  souls as 
everyone else. Both of  them had strange origins. One of  them was 
the grandson either of  a man who time-traveled by sleeping or else a 
cackling vigilante who stalked the shadows armed with twin pistols. 
The other was a relative of  a clan of  mad scientists, albeit from a 
more harmless branch of  the family. She, Roberta, was not 
harmless.  
 Rip met her during his mission to take down the heirs of  the 
terrible villains of  the past. She was last on his list after Jackie 
Sunlight, Tania Khan, Tom Quartz, and Joaquin Stanrocca. On top 
of  the family she was related to through her mother, whose name 
she took, she was the descendant of  1930s mad scientist Alex 
Zorka. Zorka's grandson, also named Alex—Roberta's dad, her 
mom's second husband—was part of  a gang with three other 
crooks, young hoods named Vollin, Legendre, and Vull. Roberta had 
relished telling Rip, when they'd started dating, the tale of  how her 
mom had wooed her father. 
 She had challenged Alex Zorka III to a street fight. Him and 
his boys. 
 And she took them down. 
 Roberta had the same spirit in her. She hadn't fought Rip 
hand-to-hand, but they had clashed mentally. Rip had gone through 
the usual cycle of  trials with her—bound with fraying rope over a 
vat of  acid; tossed down into a snake-pit by burly mutant 
henchmen; and of  course injected with a deadly disease and given 
24 hours to find the cure. All routine stuff  in their line of  work. 
 Originally it was just Rip's line of  work. Roberta had been a 
villainess since her teenage years, harassing her uncle's enemy's 
cousin at Stanhope College, when she called herself  Nasthalthia. 
She wasn't used to experiencing things from the other side. But he 
had shown her how they did it at the Infinity Trust. He took her out 
of  time, and she realized then that all of  their fighting had been like 
flirting. He'd felt the same way for years.  
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 The Infinity Trust was a band of  heroes from across the 
Multiverse who came together to do their thing as a team. Recently, 
they had fought a war against their mirror counterpart, a group of  
villains calling themselves Uncanny Evil. Lives were lost, and many 
of  the heroes had vanished into the cosmos, taking leave of  the 
Trust. Rip had stayed on—they'd offered him a position on the 
High Council, but he said no. He needed his freedom, and the 
Council very rarely left their chambers. He still had the adventurer's 
spirit in him. And now that he'd opened her up to it, Roberta had it 
too.  
 There had been a further, more complicated struggle from 
there. Roberta still had a penchant for cruelty, and even murder. Rip 
had stopped her over and over again, but it wasn't until Rip had died 
that she understood the meaning of  death. 
 Then there had been the long quest to bring him back to 
life. But that was another story for another day. 
 Rip and Roberta were one of  several couples on temporary 
leave from the Trust who'd taken a vacation expressly to get 
married. It was Andy Hassan who suggested that they go to Egypt 
in the early 1980s. “There are lands where if  I mention there that I 
am an heir of  Sheikh bin-Hassan, they'll let us have our parties 
wherever. I mean, I still expect us to be considerate. For a variety of  
reasons.” 
 That latter point was a given. And so after arriving, they'd 
had the weddings in a random order. Edwina and Jane had gone 
first, and then Andy formalized his union with Rick Lorenzo and 
Sarah Warrender, just as Rick and Sarah married each other. Because 
Andy had suggested going to Egypt for the weddings, he'd agreed to 
be best man at all of  them, although Edwina Tara had been “best 
man” at Andy, Rick, and Sarah's wedding. Roberta played maid of  
honor for Jane Meng, but Jane was maid of  honor at the other two 
marriages. So Rip and Roberta had Roberta's accompaniment, but 
not their best man. They knew there would be trouble if  they went 
third. And so there was. 
 It was bad luck for a bride and groom to see each other 
before the wedding, but special circumstances called for deviations 
from tradition. They were sitting in Roberta's hotel room, dressed in 
their battle clothes. For Rip, that meant a black suit and a tie, and 
also one of  his grandpa's trademark red scarves, to cover his mouth. 
He didn't wear a slouch hat like Grandpa did; he was raised in an 
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ambiguous time in the late 20th Century, but that general timezone 
generally discouraged slouch hats as fashion. He kept his black hair 
short and lightly gelled. With his suit he wore his holsters for the 
twin magnums he carried. Roberta, meanwhile, had taken on an 
outfit of  her uncle's: a purple jumpsuit with green pants, as well as 
green gloves, and an X formed from twin straps which criss-crossed 
her torso. The high boots she wore contrasted Rip's simple dress 
shoes, and these boots were the same shade of  violet as her 
jumpsuit. The green on her costume worked nicely alongside her 
long, curly auburn hair. 
 Rip was putting his shoes on as Roberta sat on the bed. “Are 
you done yet?” 
 “A man's gotta look presentable, wouldn't you say? 
Especially with his wedding coming up.” 
 “There may not be a wedding if  you don't speed your ass up 
a little.” 
 “Show a little patience, hon,” Rip said. “You'll need it for the 
ceremony. Weddings kind of  take a while before they get to the 'I 
do' part, y'know?” 
 “Listen, I just hope Andy's alright. I mean, not because he 
matters to me, but because the wedding can't go on without him.” 
 But Roberta frowned as she said that. It sounded so phony. 
She had the man of  her dreams now, so why this? Logic told her 
that all interpersonal conflict (“villainy,” depending on one's 
perspective) was caused either by miscommunication or a perceived 
personal inadequacy. But she was a genius, and she and Rip 
communicated near-perfectly, she thought. So why had she so 
casually slipped back into her old cruelty? 
 Rip didn't notice. His wife-to-be had nearly killed him 
several times, and so she had guilt he didn't. For he never wanted to 
kill her. Unlike Grandpa, his guns fired rubber rounds. He liked 
arresting people, not condemning their souls and killing them. That 
was the Old Way. Now the Infinity Trust stood for something better 
than that. 
 Of  course, there was the worry that wracked Rip most 
intensely. He worried about this for the sake of  his fiancee; he cared 
nothing for himself, or even the Trust, without her. She'd put a new 
meaning in his life. It was just that the Trust was changing, and that 
threatened all of  them. Ever since Elizabeth Vollin had brought 
back those two new members, Sabata and Isobel, there had been 
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rumbling in the future of  a forthcoming version of  the Trust that 
represented its merging with another organization. What this 
organization was exactly, no one knew, but they were ostensibly one 
their way to a formation of  a “Great Alliance.” Rip was one of  the 
few who disbelieved there was any correlation between this Great 
Alliance and the multicultural Great Alliance which they had found 
on one of  the Paradise Earths. He hoped that the Council wasn't 
blundering into some sort of  trap. 
 But he had to focus on Roberta. He was done dressing, and 
there was no time for them to head to the door. There was only the 
window. 
 As they stepped out of  the narrow frame, Roberta said, “Do 
you have a fix still on Andy's locator?” 
 “It's faint, but yes. He's stationary. Readings show he seems 
to have wandered towards one of  the pyramids at the edge of  this 
region—the tomb of  Princess Ankhesenamon.” 
 “There's no tomb for Ankhesenamon in this area,” Roberta 
argued. The sky overhead was dark, starry, and clear. They could not 
see the moon as they exited their hotel, on the small nameless town 
that was built on the lands of  Sheikh bin-Hassan. Both of  them 
knew they had to watch their step, as bin-Hassan had been a 
criminal—he had left behind a powerful criminal legacy here as well. 
It was sort of  their joke then, to all get married behind enemy lines. 
They hadn't expected the joke to spoil. 
 “I know there isn't,” Rip said, trying not to let his thoughts 
distract him. “That's what worries me. The problem is, too, that I'm 
detecting coordinates which ought to be in northern Egypt, but 
they've been—traded with coordinates from Turkey.” 
 “What? Are you sure you're reading that right?” 
 “Easy, darlin',” Rip chuckled. They had hit the sand, and 
now ran together towards the source of  Andy's signal. “I'm sure I'm 
reading it correctly. There's a space-time vortex joining two points in 
the two countries. The distortion is probably the source of  Ananka's 
mysterious pyramid as well.” 
 “Princess Ananka? Hold on. I thought you said it was the 
tomb of  Princess Ankhesenamon?” 
 “Well, you seemed to be pretty stressed out, so I didn't tell 
you the other part.” 
 “And what is 'the other part'?” 
 “The pyramid is in flux. The information from it gave me 
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the name of  three separate rulers: Ankhesenamon, Ananka, and 
Khala.” 
 “I have a bad feeling about this,” Roberta confessed. “If  
there's dimensional distortion like that, it means that Andy could 
be...” She allowed herself  to trail off, justifying it with the long run 
tiring her. But her intended groom caught the hint in her voice. 
 “Don't worry, babe,” he said. “We're almost there. It's—it's 
like the pyramid is coming towards us...” 
 They passed over the crest of  the next barren dune, and 
there it was. The stone was bleached tan, and so it was a twin for the 
Pyramids of  Giza. But the face that towered up over the pair was 
marked by an enormous rectangular door, which a set of  steps led 
to.  
 “This is decidedly strange,” Roberta said, putting her hands 
on her hips. She seemed a bit more assured now, though she had to 
catch her breath. “At least we know the Trust will come back for us 
if  something goes wrong.” 
 “Will they? So many of  us have retired or vanished. Maybe 
they'll assume we just quit.” 
 “I guess the War's to blame for that,” Roberta said sullenly. 
“Another consequence.” 
 “Let's not mope. We have a pyramid to explore. How cool is 
that?” 
 “I suppose that is pretty cool.” Roberta grinned, and wiped 
sweat from her arms. She gestured outward, stepping behind her 
husband. “Ladies first.” 
 Rip did want to go first, and he let his snicker trail behind 
him. He would look for traps. His passage up to the large door was 
easy enough. He could now examine the door. There were curious 
markings on it. Though he didn't know as much Egyptology as his 
fiancee did, he recognized the hawk-headed face of  the god Horus. 
Circled around him, however, were signs unusual among Egyptian 
iconography. The sign of  an eagle marked his left flank, while on his 
right was a peacock. Were peacocks known in ancient Egypt? Rip 
had no clue. But it was the uppermost sign which was the most 
captivating. Over Horus' avian head was a dragon, which seemed to 
match depictions of  serpents seen in Mayan mythology. What was 
this blending of  different cultures? Was it a product of  the 
dimensional shifts—or something extraterrestrial, bringing multiple 
cultures together? Rip planned some research time on his 
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honeymoon. He knew his wife would find that admissible—after all 
he'd be lucky if  she didn't spend her entire time on the honeymoon 
conducting research. 
 She was with him now. And she spotted what he had. “That 
lever likely opens the door,” she said. 
 “Unless it's a trap,” he replied. 
 “Let me take of  any traps. I'll use my hoverjets in case 
there's a trapdoor or something.” 
 “Floor below you seems pretty solid, but better safe than 
sorry. Good luck, babe.” 
 “Thank you.” 
 She triggered the small hoverjets installed in the base of  her 
purple boots, and as Rip stepped away she pulled the stone lever 
downward. 
 The gigantic door slid up, and the two braced themselves for 
a rockslide, or a barrage of  darts. But all that came out towards 
them was a radiant blue light. As they pulled away from their flinch, 
they saw what was presumably the source of  this dimensional 
smudging. The round outline of  metallic stone within the chamber 
was now lit with a purple light, which was slowly turning red. The 
Egyptians kept these devices sealed in some of  their structures. 
They were Star-Gates—legendary dimensional tunnel generators, 
supposedly possessed of  machine-sentience on occasion. They had 
been constructed by ancient aliens, and it was clear that this was the 
culprit behind their best man's disappearance. 
 “Poor curious Andy,” said Rip, clicking his tongue. “I don't 
where this Gate took him. But we have to find him, wherever the 
destination may be.” 
 “What if  it took him into the heart of  a star? Or the event 
horizon of  a black hole?” 
 “That's a risk we have to take. He's our friend, and newly 
married. And we know that his marriage to Sarah and Rick is 
important to the timeline of  the Infinity Trust. Without them, 
there's no—” 
 “I know,” Roberta said. She was friends with Andy's son, 
who time-traveled into his parents' past. The product of  a genetic 
looming between his three parents, Mehmet Warrender had 
naturally been in attendance when his parents finally got married. 
They were always great friends, and in effect Mehmet helped raise 
himself. 
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 Roberta took the first step forward. “I'm comin', Andy,” she 
said. 
 “Me too!” cried Rip, and they broke into a dash together. 
The energies of  the portal seems to beckon them. All they had to 
do was wade in. 
 There was a flash of  light, and in an instant the structure 
around them vanished, like it had exploded. They were back in the 
desert, but now, it was daylight. They both took a hesitant breath 
together—testing the air to make sure it was breathable. It was. 
Furthermore, the gravity they faced was much like it was on Earth. 
The boulders and hills which were scattered throughout this desert 
looked like home. 
 “What happened?” Rip asked then. “Was that a time portal? 
Or have we moved in space?” 
 “The sun is the wrong size,” Roberta observed then. 
“Slightly larger. God, it's hot.” 
 “We can remove clothes as necessary. Survival kinda 
outweighs modesty.” 
 “I've noticed,” Roberta laughed. “My outfit keeps me cool. 
I'm sorry you're dressed in black.” 
 “You'll have to put some of  that temperature-controlling 
nanotech in my duds someday.”  
 “Maybe. Let's walk, hon.” 
 They began their journey across the desert, but they already 
knew they were choosing a random direction—if  this was where 
Andy was, his tracks were gone. They hoped they wouldn't have to 
go far. But it wasn't long before they began to hear a noise on the 
horizon. The sound of  galloping hooves. 
 “Hey, it looks like they're wearing black too,” Roberta said 
with a smirk. “They're probably pretty cool, though—they don't 
have the extra heat of  flesh.” 
 Rip was always amazed at how offhand his lover could be. 
He was stunned somewhat by the riders who approached them, who 
appeared to be skeletons in black armor. 
 In each shoe Rip carried a cartridge of  real bullets. He didn't 
know how good these'd be against skeletons—he'd played enough 
D&D to know what sort of  damage did those damage best—but he 
could hardly provide that sort of  injury, a crushing blow to break 
the bones. They had to make due with what they had. 
 Fortunately, he was a good shot. So was his fiancee. She had 
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lasers built into the gloves of  her suit, but there was no telling how 
long they'd last. Same with the bullets. 
 Both of  them had the same idea—let the horses do the 
work for them. If  they could shoot those down, they'd be crushed 
under the weight. Normally, they'd find it unconscionable to murder 
a horse, but these horses were—different. Their flesh hung off  in 
greenish strips, and their eyes were black pools of  disintegrating 
liquid that stared blankly ahead. Killing them seemed nearly like a 
mercy. 
 They were able to hold them at bay with this buck-the-rider 
strategy, but seven or so of  the undead monster poured onward. 
They dismounted, and their grotesque steeds sped off  into the 
distance. At close quarters, Rip chose to use his fists, but Roberta 
went on spending the battery in her lasers. 
 Rip knew all the right blows to break bones, and he 
unleashed skills here that he'd never use on a living rival. The 
skeletons acted like hissing automatons, possessed of  no will save 
for a maddened, formless, collective one. One by one they fell 
down, but it was Rip's keen eyes that spotted the next wave of  foes 
that emerged. He knew the name of  these dread monsters, and he 
blurted it out as a warning. 
 “Jiangshi!” 
 In Chinese mythology, these zombie-like beings moved 
around by hopping, and these ghouls were no different. What were 
they doing on this planet?  
 The last of  the skeletons was nearly finished. A quick jerk of  
his hands, and he pulled the skull from the vertebra. “You got sticky 
notes, babe?” 
 “I always carry sticky notes.” 
 “Good. You know the hanzi, right?” 
 “I do. I'll sketch it. I'm ready for these—” 
 “Don't speak so soon, babe. Over that hill—what are those?” 
 There was a third group of  creature emerging now. They 
appeared to be large, stocky humanoids. Roberta's mind cycled 
through the Infinity Trust files they'd be so kind to let her access: 
they could be Mi-Go, or Abominable Snowmen, servants of  Yog-
Sothoth. But it struck her then that they matched a blurry photo in 
one of  the more obscure files.  
 “That's the synthetic race of  Dr. Bakhtour!” she shouted. 
“That's them, to a T—grown in vats. What the hell are they doing 
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here? This world is just a mishmash of  monsters...” 
 She raised her arms, to begin bombarding these creatures 
with lasers, but she'd burnt them out on the skeletons. She thought 
she had some juice left, and she did—just enough for a little emerald 
spark of  energy in the desert air. She sweated.  
 But then something caught her eye. A shape, in the distance. 
It was smaller than the Bakhtourian homunculi, the bootleg 
Frankenstein-men, and it was fighting them. The garb seemed 
familiar—the blend of  Indian, Mexican, and Arabian gear betrayed 
his identity. That he was here, alive, gave Roberta hope. 
 Rip was now attaching the sticky notes with the holy hanzi 
written on them to the jiangshis' foreheads; it paralyzed them in 
their tracks. One by one, the roaring, hair-covered, sewn-up things 
approached, but now he re-prepared his guns. The bullets flew out 
and cut the monsters down, but he had to switch to rubber bullets 
after a time. He just needed to buy them a little bit—just a few 
seconds... 
 Three monsters left. A throwing knife flashed out from the 
distance, jamming itself  deep into one monster's backsides. Then a 
thin rope whizzed outward, looping itself  around a second 
homunculus' throat. It tried desperately to free itself, but the wielder 
of  the cord pulled back hard and dug his heels in deep. In moments, 
it was over, when the creature's neck snapped. 
 Rip and Roberta charged forward as one, knowing then that 
they would need the martial arts training of  the Infinity Trust to 
stop the surviving beast. 
 Roberta threw the first blow. An aikido swing to the neck—
right into one of  the creature's scars. It gave a bestial groan and 
staggered, in just in time for Rip to loop his foot around its outer 
ankle. A quick pull knocked the beast down into the sands. It 
clambered up hurriedly, but by then, Roberta was behind it, leveling 
firm and tactically-placed blows into the monster's backside. Rip 
stood at the front, focusing his assault on its throat. 
 It seemed like it shrugged the attacks off. They'd hurt it, but 
not by much. That was when the Punjab cord lashed out once again, 
and tugged urgently at the monster's neck. But the homunculus saw 
how that cord had spelled death for its comrade, and it reached 
behind its head to snap the cable. Roberta took hold of  one arm, 
and Rip took the other. They kept it from escaping the snare until it 
was all over, and the artificial entity bred for killing by a mad 
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imitator of  Frankenstein. 
 Their assist walked out towards them, and they received him 
warmly. “Mehmet Warrender,” Roberta said, “it's good to see you 
again.” 
 The three of  them embraced, with a laugh shared between 
them. 
 “Mehmet, there's no time to waste,” Rip said suddenly. “We 
have to find your dad. One of  them.” 
 “Oh, both dads are here,” Mehmet said. “I think Mom is 
too, somewhere, but if  I recall she ended up having her own little 
adventure separately from her husbands. Don't worry, they're safe. I 
know, because my timeline is still stable. But I have to help my 
parents no matter what.” 
 “We'll help them too!” Roberta exclaimed. 
 “Their fate is their own. I know the adventure they face. A 
terrible space warlord haunts this dimension. But the problem is. 
There are two terrible space warlords.” 
 “What do you mean?” Rip said. 
 “There's a warlord who seeks powerful mystic artifacts lost 
on this planet. My dads—Rick and Andy—they stand up against 
him and win. They stop him from reaching the golden sword and 
golden brain. But their victory must be ensured. This warlord has 
destroyed the Earth in many parallels universes.” 
 “What about the other guy?” 
 “His name is Zarth Arn. He is the latest Count of  House 
Serenno, a millennia-old familial dynasty. His presence here troubles 
me greatly. And least because Serenno, from the old tongues, is a 
word meaning 'Paradox.'” 
 “What else is upsetting about him?” Roberta asked. 
 “You remember some of  the items we lifted from that 
warehouse Jones told us about?” Mehmet said. 
 “I do.” 
 “There was a meteor. A hollow meteor, from an ancient, 
long-extinct galaxy. Inside was an artificial preservation chamber, 
and inside that was a black respirator helmet and an azure-bladed 
laser-sword.” 
 “You think there's a connection?” 
 “I suspect that the connection I'm thinking of  is 
complicated. I doubt the commercial adaptation of  the events 
pertaining to that helmet and that sword, and House Serenno, are 
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entirely accurate. Remember, Sina O'Sang's old enemy Lady Zoga 
came from Earth-19842319162314, and once we were able to parse 
out the codes for that place we found the resemblance with a certain 
film series to be striking.” Mehmet paused. “In any case. We were 
able to replicate the laser-sword technology, and I brought two of  
our prototypes out to help you. Liz Vollin helped us build them—
she used one against her mom, Dr. Draugiz, before the two of  them 
made up. Zarth Arn is a master of  the laser-sword, and you will 
need to challenge him using that.” 
 “Where is Zarth Arn, though?” Roberta said. “My patience 
is already thinning.” 
 “As well it should, my friend. Zarth Arn has committed 
genocide on innumerable worlds in his native cosmos. But worry 
not, my friend,” Mehmet said. “I realize you guys wouldn't want to 
carry your warp devices on you while you were, y'know, getting 
married. But I have mine on me. I'm security at these parties. For 
the sake of  our little joke.” 
 “The joke turned out to be littler than we thought,” Rip said. 
“But we're glad that your parents are safe. I guess we really should 
take out this Arn guy.” 
 “Then I'll get us all home,” Mehmet offered. “We'll finish 
the ceremony back at the hotel, tomorrow, as planned.” 
 There was a lingering moment that always came up on 
Infinity Trust business. There was the eternal possibility that this 
was the mission they didn't come back from. At this thought, they 
touched each others' hands and tried not to focus on the bad. Rip 
wanted to be a good husband to his wife, and Roberta wanted the 
same with her respective role—but the word “good” had a different, 
perhaps stronger resonance for her. But she had never been bad; not 
any worse than any other human. It was just that people like her and 
Rip engaged in more mythic dynamics. They wove stranger webs 
than the people whose lives were untouched by the Infinity Trust. 
And perhaps a great many people on many worlds had been asked 
to join the Trust, and had said no. Rip had sins too—sins of  his 
grandfather. Some said that the vigilante with the twin pistols who 
Rip called his grandfather was a murderer. They were probably right 
about that. And others said that Rip Gardenier was a murderer. 
 They were probably right about that too. 
 But they had to do the right thing. They trusted Mehmet's 
word about the threat that Zarth Arn posed. Rip put away his guns, 
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and instead took up a green-bladed laser-sword. The blade ignited 
with a powerful burst of  noise, and as he swung it about it hummed 
electrically through the air. 
 “Ready?” Mehmet Warrender asked. 
 “Ready,” Roberta said. “And Mehmet...” The words were 
coming easy now. “Good luck with your parents.” 
 “The good luck you offer is of  the highest quality...Mrs. 
Gardenier.” 
 “Mrs. Gardenier? No way. I'm keeping my name, buddy! The 
only thing that changes is 'Ms.' to 'Mrs.'! I'm gonna be Mrs. Roberta 
Luth—” 
 But they vanished, and when they reappeared, Roberta had 
lost her train of  thought. 
 “Is this a spaceship?” 
 “It's a metal corridor, it could be,” Rip said. “Resonance 
through the metal sounds like space travel.” He checked his devices. 
“All I can register is that we're moving at a high velocity. Vehicle of  
some kind.” 
 “So, a spaceship.” 
 “Let's presume.” 
 “Something which, hypothetically, a space warlord could fly 
through a Star-Gate to Earth.” 
 “Quite possible,” Rip said. 
 “We'd better get moving. Zarth Arn isn't going to come 
looking for us.” 
 “Nah, of  course the nobleman's not doing the work. Let's 
go get him. And uh...” 
 “Don't say anything obvious.” 
 “Right. Well. Keep an eye for guards all the same.” 
 “I'll keep a double eye out, sweetie.” 
 They paused for a moment and debated, based on the 
sounds they heard in the ship, which way the front of  the ship was. 
They chose to take off  to Roberta's right, which was Rip's left. They 
ran together, keeping double eyes open twice over. 
 But there was nothing. No defenses, no armed troopers, no 
monsters—not even a single robot. All of  the enemies had 
seemingly left them behind on the planet below. It wasn't long 
before the corridors of  the ship reached a spearhead, and at the tip 
of  that spearhead was a door. Beyond it was, presumably, the ship's 
bridge, or an area through which to reach it. Roberta approached it, 
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seeking how to activate it. But her walk up to it was enough of  a 
trigger. The door slid open, and sure enough, there was a cockpit at 
the ship's front, just like in a plane. They could see the seat that 
manned the futuristic controls, which sat below the wide viewport 
that revealed the dusk-colored upper atmosphere of  the strange 
desert world they'd traveled to. 
 They slowly entered the bridge. There had been no sign of  
any struggle on any other part of  the ship, save for an oppressive 
darkness that lent the ship's mechanical trappings a gray tint. The 
bridge had a bit of  lighting to it, but the setup was hardly more 
decorative in the light than it was in the dark. The steps they left 
seemed to echo, even though the bridge was cramped. 
 Roberta raised her head. Something was wrong. This was 
how she would trap— 
 There was a burst of  noise, a repeat of  a sound they heard 
just moments ago. The cockpit lit suddenly with a crimson light, and 
Count Zarth Arn, with his Satanic goatee, stood behind them, 
raising high his red laser-sword. 
 Roberta moved to defend her fiance. She ignited the blade 
Mehmet had given her, only to find it was a twin for Arn's; it, too, 
sparkled with a red light. 
 “Okay, that's it!” she said. “No more shaming me for my 
past. I'm gonna do it. I'm gonna call sexism!” 
 Her fury led her to parry the Count's blow. The two swords 
sparked off  each other as they collided.  
 “Seriously, I know I was a mad scientist and everything—” 
Another swing; another flash of  sparks. “—but I got better. I chose 
to get better. Rip didn't make me because he used to goddamn shoot 
people!” 
 Now Rip's green blade was out. It was clear he had the 
“good guy” sword; while his bride had the “bad guy” sword. Had 
Mehmet done this on purpose, as Roberta seemed to insinuate? Rip 
doubted it, but she was right. All her life, since she'd gotten better, 
from the Trust and everyone else, it was guilt, guilt, guilt. What a 
criminally biased way to look at her. He was angry. And what was 
more he liked being angry. He scared himself  but sometimes scaring 
himself  was such a thrill. That's what Grandpa had felt, wasn't it? 
The exciting heat of  being the law. Why hadn't anyone looked at him, 
for the stains of  his sins? He and his wife would battle evil across 
the Multiverse. He couldn't forgive himself, that wasn't right, he felt, 
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but she deserved to be remembered as something better than “bald 
alien-hating mad scientist's niece.” 
 He attacked in the way that his Grandpa would. He refused 
to give up. But Count Arn's face split with a grin. A wild and 
unbalanced grin. 
 “You won't stop me! You're agents of  the Emperor, aren't 
you?” 
 “Serving an Emperor sounds like a drag,” Roberta said. 
“We're our own agents. We're here to—” 
 Arn cut her off. “You spread my Curse! You Cursed me! 
Damn you! I refuse to give in to his Imperial treachery!” 
 Rip had a hunch, then, as to why Arn's grin was so awry, 
why his white hair was disheveled. “Why is your ship empty, Count? 
Is it that you can't trust anyone?” 
 “You're correct, you sniveling, interloping dog!” He swung 
his blade out aimlessly, and the two blocked it easily. “Something—
something triggered the Curse. The ancient Curse of  House 
Serenno. Once, after we left the Skyriver, our clan allowed 
themselves to marry a mutant by the name of  Arn. I bear his name. 
His name was Ace Arn, and through a horrific scientific accident, he 
was infected with DNA from four different incompatible alien 
species. He died in horrible agony, but not before producing a son 
with a daughter of  the noble House of  Dû'Ku. I have begun 
succumbing to the alien DNA in my ancestry—and like my great-
great-great-grandfather, it is slowly driving me mad! I barely escaped 
Stella Starr and her band...and no authority will catch me ever again!” 
 Upon pronouncing this final word, Count Arn lunged 
forward and seized Rip by the neck. Roberta cried out his name, and 
watched as Arn placed his humming blade near Rip's throat. He 
grinned sadistically, even as he somewhat illogically prepared to slit 
her fiance with his sword.  
 “You don't know who we are,” Roberta said then, raising her 
blade. “We are friends of  the Infinity Trust. My name is Roberta 
Thorul, and I am a very dangerous woman to fuck around with!” 
 She had noticed as they ran through the ship that Mehmet's 
warp energy had recharged her blasters; she configured them to 
absorb teleport energy like that. Though Zarth Arn focused on her 
scarlet sword, she was actually configuring her machines to aim 
downward. A blast struck his leg, piercing him through the knee. He 
collapsed, and she rushed forward with her sword. 



36 
 

 “Hyaaaahh—!!!” 
 But when the blade came down, it swept around Arn's head; 
and the radiant heat from the energy beam singed off  all of  his hair. 
 “You're coming with us. Mehmet Warrender is going to 
book you,” Roberta said. 
 “Nice job, honey. Now he looks like he could be your 
uncle.” 
 “I left him looking like him—because I think my uncle is 
ugly. Inside and out. Arn's looks didn't match his soul, but I changed 
that.” 
 Count Arn, driven mad either by alien DNA or a belief  in 
mutations from such, was left a quivering mess. He had seen 
Roberta's wrath, but that was only the surface. Wrath could 
sometimes grow from love. As long as neither of  them ever 
overindulged it, they would find their own personal growth. 
 The rest didn't really matter. Mehmet came to pick them up, 
in the company of  his parents. Rick Lorenzo was talking about how 
he had karate-chopped their evil warlord in half, using a set of  
magic gloves. One killer of  billions was dead—the other, due for 
interrogation. Perhaps he would be the key to the truth behind the 
prophecies of  the Great Alliance. If  he was still sane enough to 
remember the secrets of  House Serenno. 
 Now it came time for them to return to Earth, to the area 
they'd reserved. They were eager to leave, now, but there were 
several reasons for that.  
 The moon came out now, finally. There were fireworks 
arranged, and someone—like a happy-drunk Edwina Tara—was 
launching them too early. But it was time. The witnesses gathered, 
best man and all. The holy man who had come to the hotel to 
officiate approached. He kept his visage shadowed, and not even 
Andy knew who he was. There had been whispers at Edwina and 
Jane's ceremony that he was Zoro, a spirit who'd never been great at 
showing up when the Trust needed him, and who had almost 
completely vanished after the War with Uncanny Evil. It would just 
like Zoro to prank them by hiding his identity till the last minute—
and it suited his sense of  humor all the better that they had their 
guesses in advance. Regardless, Rip and Roberta were grateful. They 
presented the rings, and as per their prior arrangement, they held 
them in preparation while they recited their vows. 
 “Roberta Lena Thorul,” Rip began. “I promise to love you 
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as best as any vigilante can. I promise to stand by you in all things, 
even in defiance of  my other oaths. There is no one in the cosmos 
like you, hon. And I will honor you for saying yes to me.” 
 “Rip Allard Blanchet Lane Gardenier, I promise to never 
affiliate with anyone who even detests the element Krypton. I 
promise to do my best in all things with the expectations that I'm 
not your guardian angel. I promise to make sure you remain a big 
boy who can take care of  himself, because I may not always be 
around. But I promise to stick around as long as I can.” She 
frowned, even with her broad grin. “And of  course I said yes, you 
fool.” 
 “With this ring, I thee wed,” Rip said. 
 “With this, I thee wed,” Roberta returned. Once the rings 
were secured on the correct fingers, they turned to face the holy 
man.  
 “With the powers invested in me by the stars, the moon, and 
time, I pronounce you man and wife. You may kiss the—” 
 “Remember what I told you!” Roberta cautioned. 
 “Kiss the groom,” the holy man said. 
 “It's not cutting edge feminism but it's a nice gesture,” 
Roberta said then. Rip raised an eyebrow, and when she embraced 
him, he wilted backward, and kicked up one leg. 
 Rip loved his ex-supervillain wife—he'd never had the 
smallest hint of  anything besides. She was so cool. And now for the 
first time, he felt no shame about himself. His mind was as clear as 
he was sure hers always was. He was a damn lucky man, and he had 
been since day one.  
 She kissed him, and Dr. Tara launched the last of  the 
fireworks. 
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The Honeymoon; 
Or, R&R for R&R 

 
 Rip and Roberta agreed to spend the honeymoon 
completely on Earth. Mexico, to be precise. 
 Rick Lorenzo had offered this as a suggestion. He, Andy, 
and Sarah were headed somewhere else—Sarah's native India, it 
sounded like—and Edwina and Jane were going to the Eye of  
Orion. Mexico City in the 1940s ended up highly recommended. 
recommended. It was a fairly stable time after the end of  El 
Maximato in the '30s. A hotel was arranged using the Infinity Trust's 
accounts, and the newlyweds warped down to the city. 
 They sighed as one, then took up each others' hands. Rip 
was struck with a feeling of  being graced with flowers, and saw that 
on his right, down the sidewalk, a small child in a pale dress was 
spilling a basket of  summer blossoms, quite purposefully. And the 
winds that carried through the city streets brought the flowers with 
them; in that second, some punk song from their respective 
childhoods burst out, full-power, and they ran madly through the 
city. 
 This ecstatic dance under the daylight took them to many 
market stalls and brick-and-mortar shops; they danced under flags 
and monoliths and statues to war heroes long dead. They tried to 
see everything in one day—everything save for the hotel. Rick had 
told them about it: 
 “It's a beautiful place. I think it used to be a Spanish mission 
once, but now it's an inn. The characters around there can be kind 
of  quaint, but as long as you don't play their mind-games you'll be 
okay.” 
 They relished the idea of  sleeping somewhere like that. It 
was like having their wedding deep within the territory of  one of  
1980s Egypt's most powerful criminals. They were, after all, friends 
and coworkers with the Lord Deep Down, who was certainly the 
greatest and most accomplished criminal of  1960s Italy. The 
wedding had gone awry for a little bit but that wasn't due to any of  
the crime in the area. Instead, it was likely that the Star-Gate that 
brought them to that strange desert world had been interfered with 
by Count Zarth Arn. The Count had been too mad to say one way 
or another.  
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 It wasn't easy to find the mission—they had to ask around 
for some time before they walked up to its pale clay enclosure. It 
looked like a mission—the cloistered walls and the tall tower with 
the brass bell gave away its origins. The large, enthusiastic Maitre D' 
checked them in, and they passed through an elegant courtyard to 
an outdoor grand staircase, which took them to their balcony-
accompanied room. The four-poster bed was out of  a dream. It 
hardly cost them 10 pesos. Things couldn't have gone better. 
 Awed to silence, Roberta didn't notice the stranger in their 
room until she set her cases down. 
 Roberta had donned white gloves for her honeymoon, of  
the style native to the time and place. But she'd laced these gloves 
with the same circuits that she used in her Infinity Trust field outfit. 
A laser orb charged around her finger, ready to loose at any 
moment. Similarly, her husband drew one of  his twin magnums, 
loaded with rubber shots. 
 “Who the hell are you?” Roberta asked. 
 A young woman stepped forward, out of  the darkness. The 
pair recognized her garments as Hungarian—she seemed to be quite 
poor. They lowered their weapons when they saw she was unarmed. 
 “My name is Nora Szabo.” The woman spoke English slowly 
and with an undue lack of  confidence. “I heard you talking about 
coming here, to the old mission. I followed you.” 
 “What do you want?” Rip asked. “My wife and I are on our 
honeymoon, and we've every interest of  enjoying it uninterrupted.” 
 “You must not have been in Mexico City long,” Nora said. 
“You would have heard about the murders.” 
 “Murders?” 
 “Yes—they say that Jack the Ripper is back, and moved to 
Mexico City.” 
 Roberta looked hard at Rip. “In 1889, a series of  murders 
took place north of  the border, in a small town called Mescal,” she 
said. “A mentally ill prostitute was blamed, but the Infinity Trust 
uncovered that the killer was actually Dr. Dionysus Orloff.” 
 At the mention of  that name, Nora seemed to tense up. 
Roberta made note of  it but said nothing at the time. Had she 
known Dr. Orloff? It was unlikely—he'd died decades ago, under 
the alias of  Dr. Usher, when his castle fell in on him. Maybe she 
knew one of  his many descendants; indeed, “many” seemed too 
small a word. Indeed, even several members of  the Infinity Trust, 
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like Zantoro's new recruit Catnip Pons, were of  Orloff  blood. 
Perhaps one of  Orloff's children was loose in Mexico. 
 There was one who was born at the end of  the Mescal 
incident, wasn't there? The name was on the tip of  her tongue. But 
now Nora was speaking again. 
 “I see the face of  someone else, someone long dead, in your 
features.” She addressed her comments to Rip. “Once, in Mexico 
and the American South, there was a man called Hondo Lane. He 
was a hero and has a statue somewhere in the City. You could be his 
descendant. That is why I spoke to you.” 
 “Well, the official tale is that my grandmother was a Lane. 
But it was by adoption only, in most circumstances. So any 
resemblance is probably coincidental.” 
 “The Lane clan has touched many bloodlines. I read once in 
Hungary that the infamous Dr. Jekyll was Hondo's nephew. He was 
one of  the worst Western criminals, alongside Dorian Gray...” 
 Roberta thought she put strange emphasis on those two 
names: Dr. Jekyll and Dorian Gray. That observation mixed with her 
scattered memories of  what she'd read on Dr. Dionysus Orloff. It 
was his first name that hung in her mind. She tried to mesh these 
thoughts with her surroundings. Because she knew deep down she 
was thinking of  all this because she was in Mexico. 
 Rip spoke then: “We'll look into these murders, ma'am. But 
what's your involvement?” 
 A moment paused, and Nora did not speak. 
 “I must go now. I must not let him now that I am here.” 
 “Who are you talking about? Who's 'he'?” Roberta asked.  
 “Look for another of  the Lanes...Stephen Lane. I have been 
told you know his friends.” 
 Before they could ask more questions, however, Nora took 
off  at astounding speed towards the window. They remembered 
how high up their room was and rushed to stop her. But she hurled 
herself  out. When they looked down at the ground, she had 
vanished. 
 “Stephen Lane,” Rip said. “Yeah, I think he and Sina O'Sang 
fought in the 1940s. He joined the KKK, do you remember?” 
 “Sina herself  told me the story. He had an experience in 
1932, in the Caribbean, I guess, with a voodoo cult, which turned 
him into an insane racist. He operated outside of  the Klan as well, 
trying to hurt and kill black people. Until Sina stopped him.” 



41 
 

 “Thank God.” 
 “Thank God indeed. But in his private operations, he 
employed three hired guns as his lieutenants. Their names were 
Captain Benson, Rita de la Vega, and Danny Lloyd. The former two 
have combat experience from explorations in South America. Lloyd 
is a gang boss.” 
 “Let's search the city for them, then. That's what she seemed 
to want.” 
 “I don't think we should trust her, Rip. Our conversation led 
me to believe there's someone behind all this, who is much more 
dangerous than a riverboat captain and his assistant, and a gangster.” 
Roberta sighed. “I hate to do this on our honeymoon babe, but, um. 
I think it would be best if  we split up, and tried to cover more 
ground.” 
 “Don't you realize that puts us in more danger? Did you 
watch Scooby-Doo when you were growing up?” 
 “Hey, we both like danger. And it's just for one day.” 
 “We'll tell each other stories at the end of  the night. It will 
be romantic.”  
 They grinned at each other, knowing they could take care of  
themselves. 
 The investigation was on. 
 

*  *  * 
 
 In the morning, Roberta found herself  on the west side of  
the city. Rip had taken the east side. She donned a dull violet dress 
which could, at her command, becomes her battle suit. She 
considered touring the area by taxi, to add to her cover, but she 
figured it would be easier to spot the faces of  Lane's friends on 
foot. She was upset that she could remember their faces from the 
files, but she was still struggling with this mental stew of  Dionysus 
Orloff, Dorian Gray, Dr. Jekyll, and the city that surrounded her. 
 Dozens of  locals and fellow tourists passed her, and she 
swept her eyes over their faces. It was easy to be distracted from the 
euphoria that came with observing a time period prior to one's own 
birth. But she remained focused. 
 In the end, however, it was not that she found anyone, but 
that someone found her. 
 “Hey, lady!” 
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 The cry joined the jumble of  a hundred other sounds 
populating the bustling city street, so Roberta ignored it at first. But 
then again, with a change: “Hey, red-haired lady!” 
 Roberta wasn't the only redhead in the street, but she was 
the only one who looked. In the darkness of  an alley stood an old 
black woman, clutching a white shawl around her neck. 
 “I hear you're looking for information. C'mere, I'll help 
you.” 
 Roberta was no fool, but she read a good deal of  sincerity in 
this woman's face. This woman knew about her mission somehow. 
With a frown, she asked, “Do you know Nora Szabo?” 
 “Yes, yes, she told me about you. C'mere, I'll help you out.” 
 She was an old woman. If  this was a trap, she was not the 
threat. Roberta kept her wits about her. 
 They passed into the darkness of  the alley. The old woman 
kept talking: “I hear you're looking for old Jack the Ripper, now that 
he's come back and gone south. But I'll tell you—I'll tell you all 
about him...” 
 At a certain depth within the alley, she stopped. She was 
facing away from Roberta, and within a half-second, Roberta had a 
funny feeling. 
 Immediately, the old lady turned around. 
 “God forgive me!” she cried. “They made me do it! They 
threatened me if  I didn't! But it's all for nothing—because—” 
 She gave a groan and fell heavily to the ground. 
 Roberta took a step back, raising her hand over her mouth 
in shock and horror. There was a knife in her back, of  a very 
familiar design. She dared not extract it to look it over, but a twin of  
that knife flashed out of  the dark towards her. Her reflexes let her 
sidestep in time, even as she activated the device which turned her 
disguise dress into the suit she wore on mission. The one that was 
armed with her lasers. 
 The ebony dagger embedded in the stone alley wall behind 
her. This one she could inspect—but she lobbed a few defensive 
shots into the dark to guard herself. Within the shadows, she could 
now see the outline of  a man dressed only in shorts, who sweated 
anxiously as he witnessed her suit's power. 
 She knew the dagger at once. (But why couldn't see 
remember the goddamn thing about Dr. Dionysus?!) It belonged to 
the Tigri people of  the Caribbean island of  St. Sebastian, who were 
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the keepers of  a powerful idol called the Golden Mistress. It was 
linked to the totem known as the Mali Idol, for the Tigris were also 
known as the Mali. Their cultists were dangerous but Roberta had 
no idea that the Tigri sect of  the Mali had ever left St. Sebastian.  
 “Come on out, Untamed,” Roberta said, using the title the 
Tigri people adorned on themselves. “If  you're working with Jack 
the Ripper I want to know why.” 
 But then something strange happened—a parallel in time, as 
Roberta would later call it. The Tigri assassin had killed the woman 
who baited her into this alley. Now the commander of  that assassin 
came for him. 
 The shadows vanished when a blast of  light erased them. 
The creator of  this light, who stepped through its radiance, was a 
bald black man dressed in dark robes. He raised a hand, and spoke 
to the doubly-terrified killer. 
 “It is too early for the Tigri to strike, my friend,” said this 
man. “Too early to accumulate foes. Let's retreat for now, and wait 
for the Ripper's next slaying. This will be our sign.” 
 He knew that Roberta was there. It just didn't bother him. 
 Another flash of  light, and both the robed man and the 
murderer were gone.  
 “Not good,” whispered Roberta to herself. It was bad 
enough that this new Jack the Ripper had hired mercenaries. But 
now it was sounding like he had something like an army at his 
disposal. Which included a warlock. 
 “Very, very not good.” 
 

*  *  * 
 
 Rip was also bait-and-switched. But Roberta had been the 
one to report the murder of  the old woman—Rip was the one 
accused of  murdering a young man. 
 The man in question had been shot from behind. Only 
when the police arrived did Rip recognize the dead man as Jean de 
Markisar, a European explorer known for his expeditions to Africa. 
 “This is a mistake,” he told the officers who arrived. One 
was a tall, strong-looking man, and the other was a short fellow with 
a soft man.  
 “That's what they all say,” sneered the larger man, in what 
Rip was sure was a fake Mexican accent. He frowned, and the 
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officer only smiled wider when he saw the confusion in Rip's face. 
“You're coming with us, señor.” 
 “But he was shot in the back, and I was standing in—” Rip 
paused. Then, he decided to smile back. “Sure, sure. I'll go easy.” 
 They handcuffed him and loaded him into the back of  the 
police car, with the larger man taking the driver's seat. They drove 
off, and already Rip could tell they were heading for the nearest 
edge of  the city. 
 His hunch paid off, and before long the tall buildings and 
houses and businesses were gone. “I take it we're not going to the 
police station then,” he said with a grin. 
 “Oh, no,  señor,” said the driver, not even attempting an 
accent now. A natural English cadence slipped out. “We're going to 
take you to see Lloyd.” 
 “Danny Lloyd, the mobster?” Rip asked. “I'm sure we'll be 
the best of  friends. Just as sure as you two are Captain Benson and 
Rita de la Vega.” 
 The car jerked for a brief  moment as Benson stepped on the 
brakes reflexively. Despite this, he continued driving, saying brashly, 
“Not sure what you're on about, or what you know, but Lloyd will 
be with the boss, and the boss wants to speak to you.” 
 “I take it the boss is this new Jack the Ripper,” said Rip. “I'm 
also going to guess that Nora Szabo is in league with him. Or that 
you have her prisoner and got her to tell you she talked to my wife 
and me.” 
 “We don't have anything to do with those Ripper murders,” 
said Benson. There was no brake stomp this time. Either he was 
prepared for his guess, or he was telling the truth. 
 “Yes, they are revolting,” said de la Vega. “Steve Lane 
wanted us to be out here helping an associate of  his he met down 
south. A voodoo priest named—” 
 “Don't give everything away!” shouted Benson then. “Stupid 
girl. Were you going to blab about the doc next?” 
 “Which doc?” asked Rip, politely. 
 “Who's stupid now?” barked Rita. 
 “I'm not telling you who the goddamn doctor is!” 
 “Oh, I see.” Rip closed his eyes. A voodoo priest. A doctor. 
And the 1940s. 
 “It wouldn't happen to be a certain Dr. Giddings, would it?” 
 Now the car stopped for good. 
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 “Alias Dr. Julien Blair du Grand. Yes, he was supposed to 
have been involved with murders recently, wasn't he, involving 
Mexican voodoo dolls? I suppose it makes sense he's wrapped up 
with you. Every good gang needs a medical expert, after all.” 
 “Alright, that's torn it!” 
 “Benson, don't lose your temper,” hissed Rita de la Vega. 
 “We didn't kill Jean for nothing. We were supposed to nab 
this guy, but now's gotten too clever for his own good. We're almost 
there to Lloyd's, let's just get out here and take care of  him. If  we 
need help we'll yell and Lloyd 'n' Nora will come give us a hand.” 
 Rip smiled a grim smile as he realized he'd been right about 
Nora Szabo. She wasn't a prisoner, she was their ally. All this, 
because he looked a little like Hondo Lane?  
 No, there was something else. Maybe she was fighting back 
against something in this organization. The Ripper, this voodoo 
priest, and Lane's associates. Somehow they all came together. 
 And there was Dr. du Grand. He had seemingly died in the 
late 1930s after trying to communicate with his dead wife. But now 
he was alive and aiding a criminal operation. The voodoo stuff  tied 
it together. Attempts to commune with the dead combined with the 
sorcery present here. There was something that worried Rip. 
 Voodoo was a benign religion. But historical examples on 
this Earth of  “voodoo” granting one genuine supernatural powers, 
usually for evil purposes, meant drawing power from the dark god 
Manos. If  there was a “voodoo” warlock involved in this he could 
be tied to a very real and very dangerous power. 
 In any case, Benson and Rita were hauling him out of  the 
car now, with every intention of  beating the hell out of  him. He 
wasn't alarmed. He knew how to get out of  handcuffs and he had, 
and thus he had a chance to fight back. His fists went more for 
Benson than they did for Rita. Rita had once lived outside of  the 
business of  violence and conquest that Benson indulged in. But 
after they shared an adventure together, she became his protege, 
with an uncomfortable eagerness.  
 They drew knives on him. He almost laughed. They had 
literally brought knives to a gunfight. Yet he didn't want to draw his 
guns. Instead, he unleashed a double snap-kick on the both their 
arms, flexing one leg and then the other, as if  performing some 
arcane dance. Benson's knife fell, but Rita's fingers were strong and 
gripped her blade tightly. The two glared at him, and Benson tackled 
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him to the hot Mexican sand. 
 Without his knife, he was effectively harmless. Three blows 
to his pressure points, and he was groaning—his weight was easily 
slugged off. He wasn't unconscious but he wouldn't be able to move 
while Rip went after Rita's knife. 
 What followed was something of  a dance, as Rip 
simultaneously beckoned her to stab him while flitting back at the 
last second. She was as quick as she was strong, despite her light 
frame and privileged background. She knew how to deal with men. 
She let out a kick of  her own, below Rip's belt. It was his turn to 
groan, and he staggered back onto the sand once more. 
 Rita prepared to deliver the killing blow. But as she stepped 
hurriedly forward, a rage-crazed Benson lunged out towards Rip, 
having overcome his pain with a mix of  bravado and adrenaline. 
There was a hissing sound then as Rita missed her mark in the worst 
way possible. Her blade implanted itself  firmly in Benson's spine, 
just below his shoulderblades. Paralysis flooded his body, but as he 
fell, his eyes spotted the knife he carried—the strange ebony blade 
that Rip only now noticed he wielded. He somehow ignored both 
Rip and his paralysis. 
 “Stupid girl,” he spat. And he whirled around to face Rita. 
 “Captain, stop!” she shouted angrily, but it was too late. 
Now his knife split her ribs. 
 “Bastard,” she growled at him. And they both perished. 
 “Hell,” was the only thing Rip could say. 
 Then he heard the machine-gun. He said another four-letter 
word now. 
 This must be Danny Lloyd, then. He was shouting 
something about having killed his Captain and his girl. He was 
dating the late Ms. de la Vega, then. Rip hadn't killed them, but he 
wasn't going to waste time trying to explain that. Now he took the 
time to draw his guns, though he kept his rubber bullets. If  he could 
take out his legs he'd drop that Tommy gun. 
 But then Rip looked to the west, and saw two things that 
made his eyes widen. The first was a jeep, likely stolen, being driven 
at top speed by his wife. The other was a horde of  zombies 
marching towards them, at a slower but no less impressive pace. 
 He turned. 
 “Lloyd!” he shouted. “Lloyd, I need you to fire on the 
zombies!”  
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 But Lloyd couldn't hear him over the sound of  his rifle. It 
was only when he ran out of  ammo that he stopped firing. Then he 
turned, hearing the sounds of  raging footsteps coming towards him. 
 “Ah, hell!” he shouted. “Are those vampires, then?” 
 “Lloyd!!” Rip shouted. “Truce, truce. Those zombies will kill 
you just as surely as they'll kill me. But if  we work together...” 
 Lloyd shot a glare at him, but said, “I think you've got a 
point there, mate. But I'm gonna snuff  you for killing the Captain 
and my girl.” 
 “We'll discuss terms later! Reload and shoot!” 
 A quick look to his left, and Rip saw Roberta pulling in 
close. Then on his right, there was a two-layer shack of  sorts which 
Lloyd had burst out of—his headquarters, perhaps. 
 It was their only chance. The zombies were gaining speed 
now. Rip readied his pistols and started to run. 
 

*  *  * 
 
 “I hate Manos-magic,” said Roberta Thorul under her 
breath, as she drove the jeep she'd stolen. “Hate it, hate it, hate it.” 
 She could see now that her husband, and the jerk who'd 
been shooting at him, had joined forces to fight off  the zombies. 
They were making a beeline for that shabby-looking old house off  
the road. They wouldn't stand a chance in there, but they would 
reach it before she could catch up with them. 
 She put faith in Rip, and zoomed up to the shack. The 
zombies seemed to ignore her, though she cut down a handful with 
her lasers to clear a path. There was no saving these ghouls. They 
had been transformed with the power of  the Great Old Ones. She 
contemplated what she'd learned of  their origins, and felt great 
sorrow for them even as she cut them down. 
 But for now there were more pressing matters. The zombies 
had followed Rip and his new friend into the shack. They climbed 
the stairs, but surely they were trapped. 
 The last of  the zombies vanished into the house, and now 
Roberta heard the shots of  gunshots, splintering wood, and 
shattering glass. Occasionally, curses emerged, as the noises of  
struggle got closer and closer to the upper level window. She nearly 
got distracted from the fact that a second horde of  zombies had 
appeared from over the horizon; while the crumbling house crawled 
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with the things, now they were on the outside too, ringing the house 
and shaking its fragile timbers. They began to rock the jeep as well, 
and Roberta turned her focus to shaking them off  with her 
weapons. 
 It was then that a flaming mattress rocketing from the 
second story window, landing scant inches from the jeep. 
 Rip and Danny Lloyd were clinging to the mattress, even as 
it burned. They quickly hauled themselves up and jumped into the 
car, as Roberta began to build speed to break through the incoming 
zombies.  
 “Why'd you set it on fire?!” Roberta yelled. 
 “Keeps the zombies away,” said the gangster stowaway. She 
had no patience to argue him on that. 
 “Honey, I have some things to tell you, Roberta said then, to 
her husband. “I know where these zombies come from.” 
 “I'm glad to hear that, as I'm pretty confused as to what 
they're doing here,” Rip said. 
 “Yeah, me too!” put in Lloyd. “I don't get it. I hire Benson 
and Rita to help me out when the Ripper hires me. I knew the 
Ripper was getting himself  involved in the old voodoo, but I can't 
say I like that he was willing to let me and the others get eaten.” 
 Roberta began to explain where the zombies had come 
from. “The zombies are the creation of  a centuries-old voodoo 
houngan who called himself  Guédé Nibo, after the loa of  the same 
name,” she said. “He kept himself  alive using a special serum which 
was only isolated in the 20th Century by a Dr. Blake. A youth serum. 
Since rejuvenating himself  and ensuring his perpetual youth, Guédé 
Nibo has used the names W'mbulu M'Gobo to control Manos cults 
in Africa, and Samuel Smith, the Voodoo Man, in America and 
Europe. For cover he sometimes poses as a fortune teller named 
Prince Alihabad. Right now, he's turning the Tigri people of  St. 
Sebastian into zombies to create an army.” 
 “How do you know all this, babe?” Rip asked. 
 “I brought up my memories of  Infinity Trust files...after 
running into M'Gobo or Smith or whatever you want to call him. I 
am absolutely sure now that I am being psychically blocked, 
however. There is a big boss here who knows occult sciences. He's 
controlling both Smith and the Ripper, and he doesn't want me to 
discern his identity, so he's preventing me from remembering key 
bits of  information that he senses in my mind. He's the one who 
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wants the zombie army. And he's using the Ripper as a distraction 
from the creation of  such.” 
 “Well, we've got to bloody well stop that!” said Lloyd. “I 
know where the Ripper's hiding—another of  those ratty shacks! 
Drive north! And hurry, those ghouls are right on us.” 
 “Don't command me, you bastard,” Roberta said. “You 
almost shot my husband in cold blood.” 
 Lloyd went silent, taking a last look back at the fallen body 
of  Rita de la Vega.  
 His directions were good. It wasn't even two miles before 
they came across a second house, even more decrepit and barren 
than the first. They got as close as they could, and Rip and Roberta 
jumped out to storm the place.  
 “I'm almost outta ammo, but I may as well help too!” Lloyd 
shouted. Perhaps now that he had had a moment to breathe, he 
realized that Benson had killed Rita, not Rip. 
 They kicked in the door, and rushed into the naked wood-
panel rooms. There was no furniture, but there was something 
horrific to greet them. On the floor of  what could be considered a 
small living room, there was a fleshly slain woman, in her mid-30s. 
Her throat had been cut, and she stared blankly up at the ceiling. 
Lloyd cried out; Roberta and Rip held each other for a few 
moments. 
 “Smith said his Tigri army would strike when the Ripper's 
next killing happened,” Roberta said. “Rip, I think they're 
accelerating their plans. Let's find that killer now, before something 
even worse happens...” 
 “I know you're here, Ripper!” cried Lloyd then. “Come out, 
you crazy fool!” 
 He began firing wildly at the timbers of  the shack. The 
married couple took a step back, and listened to him roar angrily as 
he shot the building to pieces. 
 “Run, babe!” Roberta shouted. “It's gonna come in on us!” 
 Rip spun around and kicked through the weak wall; the two 
of  them took advantage of  the gap. As for Lloyd, he was left behind 
when the building fell in. 
 Even as the building collapsed, though, a figure sprung out 
from the imploding structure. That must be their Ripper. He 
sprinted past Lloyd and came hard after them. 
 Roberta caught him as he ran forward, and it was an easy 
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twist to use his own velocity against him. He was down in an 
instant, and the gun Rip aimed at his head secured him there. 
 There was no time to check on Lloyd. They had their man 
and they couldn't let him go now. 
 “Who are you?” Rip asked.  
 “You know already,” the man replied. “I'm Jack the Ripper.” 
 “What's your real name?” 
 “I have several real names. Just recently I was Robert Duval. 
Neighbor to a nice couple up in America. The Steeles.” He picked 
his teeth with his fingernail. “I seduced Maria Steele. I think I'm the 
father of  her triplets. Little Arthur, Francis, and Dominica Duval. I 
would worry about her husband but I cut his throat.” 
 Roberta put her boot on the killer's head. “Tell us your real 
birth name. Now.” 
 He snickered. “My name is Dr. Armando del Valle.” 
 Roberta retracted her foot. She seemed to be in a trance. 
“Darling?” her husband said. 
 “I understand now. Armando del Valle. You're just imitating 
your father. Again.” 
 “I don't understand. Who's Armando del Valle?” 
 “In the 1930s, Dr. del Valle murdered several girls and 
extracted their hormones to keep his wife alive. Compare the case 
of  Dr. Dionysus Orloff, who removed the skin of  murdered women 
to sustain the life of  his daughter. This scumbag is Dr. Orloff's son, 
from his Mescal adventure in the 1880s.” 
 “Where Orloff  posed as Jack the Ripper,” Rip said. 
 “But it goes deeper,” Roberta added. 
 “You bet it does,” hissed del Valle. 
 “There's another killer doctor poking around here in 
Mexico,” said Roberta. “One who has survived death, using psychic 
powers learned over an artificially lengthened life. He uses the same 
powers to cloud my mind against the file from this segment of  his 
life. Twenty years after digging himself  out of  the rubble of  his 
castle, Dr. Dionysus Orloff  killed again, under the name 'Dr. 
Dienys.' That's why Nora mentioned Dr. Jekyll and Dorian Gray. 
The crimes of  Dr. Dienys are gruesome indeed. 
 “Dienys acquired an assistant in the form of  a young man 
named Alberto Levin. By psychically forcing his 'sins,' or negative 
psychic energies, into Alberto's body, he turned Alberto into a 
creature that represented his dark side. A fusion of  Mr. Hyde and 
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Dorian Gray's portrait. 
 “Dienys supposedly died in 1936, but Orloff  had 
supposedly died in 1917. He met up with his son—our Ripper—and 
an affiliate from his days of  occult research—our Voodoo Man. 
And we've figured out the rest.” 
 “There was a reason behind my killing, however,” del Valle 
said then. “Father does not show mercy when he needs to apply 
leverage...even against his own children.” 
 “What are you talking about?” Rip asked. 
 “Go find Father and you'll figure it all out. I will give you the 
address of  his laboratory in the city. There you will finish it all.” 
 The pair looked hard at each other, thinking about what was 
still ahead of  them. 
 Meanwhile, in the background, a man dug himself  free of  
the rubble of  the house, as Dr. Orloff  had done. Lloyd had 
survived, and he was pleased to see that the Ripper had been 
stopped. 
 “I suppose you're gonna call the peelers, then, eh?” he asked. 
 “We are. Del Valle needs to go to prison.” 
 “Then I need to get out of  here. I think it's time I go back 
across the pond to Old Blighty. I think you owe me the favor of  an 
escape. Especially since I'm hurt and all.” 
 They saw that he was indeed quite bruised from his 
experience. 
 “Fine,” Roberta said. “But try to keep out of  trouble, 
Danny.” 
 “I swear it. I'm going to open a nightclub in London, I 
think. Drink in it till I forget Rita, and then...well. Maybe I'll meet 
another bird. Who knows, am I right? Well...ta!” 
 As he left, the pair observed the ruins of  the house, and 
realized that there was no sign of  either Nora Szabo or Julien du 
Grand. Presumably they were elsewhere. 
 True to his word, Armando delivered an address he claimed 
to be Orloff's. Then the cops showed up—the real cops this time, to 
Rip's relief—and took him away. 
 Del Valle would escape later, of  course, but his days in 
Mexico were effectively done.  
 

*  *  * 
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 Rip and Roberta were relieved when Armando's tip turned 
out to be correct. It would have been awkward to break down a 
random door and charge in guns blazing if  this wasn't Orloff's 
laboratoryl. 
 Orloff, or Dienys, had guards—zombie guards. The married 
couple were upset at having to dispatch more of  them. The Tigri 
didn't deserve to be victimized like this. The rubber bullets slowed 
them down but eventually Roberta had to turn her lasers on them. 
 Test tubes and beakers bubbled, and machinery sparked 
electrically—at least until they were broken in the scuffle. The 
rubber bullets had more effect on the living guards Dienys 
employed, who seemed to be recruits from local cartels. They were 
able to spare these men, although they didn't keep them conscious. 
 “Where are you, Dienys?” shouted Roberta. “Come on out, 
or...” 
 She stopped, because the guards had stopped. Silence now 
loomed over the damaged laboratory. Slowly, a squeaking noise 
entered the room, and with it, there came an old man in a 
wheelchair. 
 Dionysus Orloff  had not survived his apparent death 
unharmed. They could see now that he was dependent on the 
psychic powers that had forced his soul to cling to his body. The 
price was being confined to a wheelchair, with his hands being left 
behind in the wreckage. He had maintained his immortality, to a 
relative degree, but it was clear he had seen better days. 
 “Greetings...my friends. I forget your names, I'm sorry.” 
 Roberta and her husband ignored the implicit request. The 
former said, “You are a strong psychic, Dionysus, to be able to enter 
my mind.” 
 “It was an exhausting effort, my dear, but when I sensed that 
someone knew of  me somehow, having knowledge of  the future by 
unknown means, I had to hide that information. Unfortunately, I am 
unable to bear such labor for very long,” Dr. Orloff  said. “I suspect 
I am within hours of  my final demise. Alberto escaped years ago, 
you see, and I have been unable to recapture him. So my sins have 
caught up with me at last.” 
 “You seem unconcerned with this, even for a man who's 
ostensibly died before,” Rip said. 
 “Living to be 130 is not an easy feat. I expect to achieve 
greater feats, in some form or another.” There was a pause. “I see 
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your confusion. I have said I am near death, and yet I feel there are 
things I've yet to do. Surely you've considered that the part of  
myself  I left inside Alberto could well grow up one day, to consume 
the consciousness he was born with. Until all that is left is the man 
who poured his soul into him.” 
 Roberta blanched. “Rip—uh...” 
 “Yeah?” 
 “Rip, this is bad. History never recorded that Dionysus 
Orloff  survived 1936, much less 1942. We had no idea he could 
come back in a different body...” 
 “Don't worry about it,” Rip said. “I'm synced to the Trust's 
network just as you are, babe. Alberto Levin is no one to worry 
about. He dies in the 1960s. He has one son, Brian Obrero, who 
dies without issue in the late 1970s.” 
 Orloff  paused. 
 “You—you know my death? My final death, in this body?” 
 “Alberto Levin didn't transfer into a different body because 
one of  our members—I think it was Elizabeth Vollin, actually—was 
there to observe the events of  his death. She confirmed that Levin 
had no memories involving encounters with the Infinity Trust.” 
 “That makes sense. Levin isn't Orloff  in a future body, he's a 
victim of  Orloff's soul-shard implantation. So even though Orloff  
is here now, Levin won't have the memories of  this incident to warn 
him against his fate in the '60s.” 
 Orloff  looked nervous. “No. No! You're lying!! Smith! 
Smith!! Destroy them!” 
 The flash of  light again, and the Voodoo Man appeared. He 
hovered in the air, in his black robes. The guards fled from his 
presence—including the surviving zombies. Husband and wife 
looked at each other—and prepared for battle. 
 Blasts or beams of  raw magical energy were uncommon, but 
the ancient sorcerer wasn't holding back. He was joined to the 
Manos cult that haunted and embraced the Orloff  family, with its 
magic that masqueraded as voodoo. Parts of  the lab exploded 
violently as Roberta and Rip nimbly dodged the blast. Seeing that a 
big burst had been too easy for them to escape, Smith instead 
prepared a series of  smaller beams. Roberta caught a glimpse of  
these as they flashed out, and hoped that mystical energy could be 
canceled by another beam of  sufficient force. She was right—the 
beams she released locked onto his, countering the incoming 
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magical rays. It was a struggle in the air, magic against lasers. Until 
the warlock took a rubber bullet to the gut. 
 He fell down, but was only mildly stunned. One of  Rip's 
guns had rubber shots, the other had real ones. He fired the real 
bullets now, three of  them, straight at Smith. He flinched, but did 
not fall. 
 Then Smith grinned, and spat down on the lab floor. Three 
bullets clattered against the stone, covered in his saliva.  
 “Jesus!” 
 “You have no power against me, Rip Gardenier. Your wife 
lacks power too. Her lasers are no match for my defensive spells.” 
 “Then we'll take you down hand-to-hand.” 
 “Ridiculous! I've trained among the greatest warriors of  the 
world. In Africa alone I fought alongside the Wakandas, the 
Zuvendi, and the Oparians. This is your finish!” 
 They tackled each other. 
 Smith was a strong wrestler, but he was up against two 
opponents. They had taken down the Bakhtour homunculi on that 
other planet, albeit with the help of  Mehmet Warrender. But the 
homunculi had been unintelligent, and they lacked magic. This was a 
completely different set of  circumstances. 
 Smith let out a strong jab suddenly at Rip's gut, as he was 
trying to pin his arm to avoid him lashing out at Roberta. He 
gasped, and nearly crumpled with the wind knocked out of  him. In 
response Roberta smashed the edge of  her hand down on a 
pressure point on Smith's trapezius. He reached up to grab her arm, 
and threw her over his shoulder down with her husband. 
 Rip was back up, and charged the wizard hard. But this time, 
Roberta aimed her lasers at Smith's eyes. His spells protected him, as 
he'd boasted, but the bright light was now blocking his vision. He 
grunted, and Rip laid a one-two punch into his abdomen, followed 
by a hard elbow jab right into the contact point. He'd staggered the 
wizard, and with a draw that would make Hondo Lane envious, he 
fired a shot into his knee. His concentration had flickered and so 
had his shields, so the warlock's kneecap shattered. 
 It had been quick and brutal, but it was over. 
 “Hell,” Rip said. 
 “If  it brings you any peace, though you don't deserve it, the 
pain is worse than Hell,” said Smith calmly, now sitting down 
clutching his bleeding knee. “Indeed, I think it's the worst pain I've 
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suffered in 300 years. Still, I am defeated, and I must yield to—” 
 “No!!” screamed Orloff  then. “This is ridiculous; my 
immortal servant surrenders before a gunshot wound?! And my 
rebirth—my rebirth is spoiled by Levin's stupidity and failure. With 
one son left, who dies young. This is a mistake. And I will correct 
this error!” 
 His body went limp then, but there was a green light that 
emerged from the wheelchair-seated body. This light accelerated 
forward until it made contact with Smith's body. His eyes flashed 
green, and he shuddered for a moment. 
 Then, he began to shudder more, violently. And he 
screamed, sometimes lapsing out of  coherent words. 
 “This is unclean, Orloff!!” roared the Voodoo Man. “I am a 
loa of  the old ways! I am a spirit-god! You cannot claim my body 
for your own!!” 
 “I don't care,” spat Smith to himself, in a slightly altered 
voice. “I will not die. I will not entrust my legacy to the fools who 
are my children. This is the end of  you, immortal, and the beginning 
of  a new life for Dr. Orloff!” 
 “If  it's the end of  me, and we are bound together,” Smith 
argued, “isn't it the end of  you as well?” 
 Smith then allowed the green light in his eyes to spread to 
the rest of  his body. Lashing out with his magic, he turned this 
green light to an emerald fire, and this fire began to burn him away. 
 “You lack purpose and honor, Orloff,” said Smith. “I will be 
pleased to throw you into the netherworld once and for all. I will 
come back, as nearly all immortals do...I have seen my own future, 
and when I return, I shall...” He paused, and his burning face made 
a look of  confusion. “I shall terrorize a poorly-dressed music group 
called Cry Wolf?” 
 Then there was a burst of  green-light, and Smith vanished in 
a rush of  fire—taking Dionysus Orloff  out of  the world with him. 
 “It's over, then,” Roberta said. “The big boss is taken care 
of.” 
 “Yeah,” Rip said. “And we know that his legacy will be dealt 
with. Unfortunately, a few of  the deaths at his hands become fixed 
points in time. We can't undo them without undoing a lot of  other 
things.” 
 A negative mood took them then, but they were shaken as 
the silence was split by the unmistakable sound of  a baby crying. 



56 
 

 They sprinted off  in the direction of  this sound, and 
eventually discovered a small wooden door, which led into a 
cramped, barren room. Within this room was a crib, and in the crib 
was the source of  the crying. They approached the crib delicately, 
peering inside. A healthy, beautiful baby girl looked up at them, and 
stopped crying. 
 “Look at this plaque on the crib,” Rip whispered. “'Nora 
Duval.'” 
 “That's why Armando del Valle sent us here. And why Nora 
Szabo sent us to Armando del Valle,” Roberta replied. “Dr. Orloff  
kidnapped his own granddaughter.” 
 “Let's find Nora Szabo,” Rip said then. “Let's bring her 
daughter home.” 
 They did not think of  how Nora Szabo had been the 
repulsive del Valle's lover. They did not think of  how she had 
abetted her murderous boyfriend. Both of  them had seen that she 
had been drawn up in all this simply because she had loved a man 
and bore his daughter. She was not an evil soul. They only wanted 
to ensure that this child was safe. 
 The feat was easier done than said. 
 

*  *  * 
 
 It was still early in the morning when Roberta and Rip began 
their walk home from the small house that Szabo owned. They 
wanted to head back to the hotel. 
 “Well, that's everything in a neat little bow,” Roberta said. 
“It's nice, being time-travelers. Knowing the future and everything. 
We know that this chapter of  the Orloff  family's history comes to a 
conclusive end.” 
 Rip seemed distracted for a moment, but replied, “It's not at 
all like the wedding stuff. I have no idea what the future of  the 
Infinity Trust is, or where Zarth Arn came from, or what that desert 
planet was, or why there were all those Earth monsters there.” 
 “Maybe there are some things better left undiscovered. By 
us, at least,” Roberta said. She looked her husband over. “You 
okay?” 
 He sucked in a death breath. 
 “I lied, Roberta,” Rip said. “Brian Obrero, Levin's son—is 
still at large. His death in the late '70s was a fake.” He gulped 
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somewhat. “I think he had something to do with a cannibalism-
inducing plague in New York. His experiment centers were based in 
Vietnam.” 
 The love of  his life sighed. “More work for us, I suspect?” 
 “Well, we can wait till the honeymoon's done.” 
 “Thank God. Thank God you said that...” 
 “You think I'm not super tired?” 
 “I'm not tired, Rip dear.” 
 He smiled. “No, of  course you're not. Well, let's go start new 
adventures, shall we? The adventures of  normal people.” 
 They took up each others' hands in a synchronized motion, 
and walked together through a city that now greeted the rising sun. 
 
 

THE BEGINNING 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 

“See the Winding Road 
Goes On!” 

 
 
 

Dedicated to Mary, Jon, Jenna, and Brenda 
 
 
 

Roads go ever ever on, 
Over rock and under tree, 

By caves where never sun has shone, 
By streams that never find the sea; 

Over snow by winter sown, 
And through the merry flowers of  June, 

Over grass and over stone, 
And under mountains of  the moon.  

 

− Poem from the Red Book of  Westmarch 
 
 

Fooled's the dawn, 
And so I am 

Fooled by life and a bitter doom 
To bring you the end of  the day! 

 

− “Harvest of  Sorrow,” Blind Guardian (Nightfall in Middle-
earth, 1998) 
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THE FIRST SEGMENT 

 
 
There was a reason they called her the Fivefold Goddess of  Flame. 
 
The entity known as Eternis was a burning flame with a single 
eyeball in the center. Also known as The Eye, she was a dreaded 
spirit among criminals, Mason-conspiracy theorists, and those with 
pyro- and/or ommetaphobia. She was born of  the immortal crystal 
fires of  the lost city of  Kôr. Chemically, she was true flame, though 
she burned exotic elements to keep alight, and unlike most flames, 
she had neuronic impulses, otherwise known as thoughts and 
feelings. Some disbelieved that—they thought she was a cruel, 
inhuman monster. But these people were most often doers of  evil, 
and Eternis cared not for their opinions. 
 
In a second, her tremendous power had brought together her four 
comrades—together they were the last surviving five of  the Nova 
Corps. They had come to their meeting place for the last time, to sit 
beside the fireplace at the enormous Arthurian table, in the hall 
lined with the trophies of  their adventures. There was the 
cornerstone of  the Arkham Witch House, the fragmented mask of  
the Scandium Conqueror, and a vast collection of  strange books, 
accumulated by an associate of  the Corps named Lucas Corso, né 
Carcosa: the Necronomicon, the Naturos Demondo, the King in Yellow, 
Pretorius' Commentaries on Necromantic Alchemy, Rinaldo Sabata's 
Prophecy of  the Black Spider, Edward Tamaron's Liber Al Vel Mortis, 
and many others. The only light in the meeting hall came from 
Eternis' blazing form. The shadows flickered eerily among the 
distorted shapes of  the encased trophies. 
 
“I thank ye all for joining me once again in the place of  meeting,” 
Eternis said. “We have a challenge ahead of  us: a five-sided story. 
Each of  us must descend into one of  the sides, in order to complete 
the whole. Doth ye understand?” 
 
The quartet did not understand—they didn't speak Five-
Dimensional. Some of  them came close though. It was the witch 
Irene Kathalnova who spoke now. 
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“You're sending us to each to different times and places, is that it?” 
 
Irene was a master of  comprehending the absurd or unusual. She'd 
been bathed in weirdness nearly 24/7 since the first day of  her 
life—she rode with the Nova Corps back when it was called the 
Nova Mob, being the daughter of  its own Subliminal Kid. When 
Eternis spoke cryptically, she was the translator. 
 
“That is indeed my intent, Irene,” Eternis now returned. “I have 
foreseen that our quintet must be found at different points in the 
timeline to accomplish something vital to our continued survival.” 
 
“Oh, good. Right when we're at our weakest, we decide to go the 
'let's split up, gang' route?” asked Hesiod Pann then. He kicked his 
feet up on the table and pulled his fedora down over his eyes. “Wake 
me up when we're free of  the cliches.” 
 
“I know that thine ears catch the words of  the tongue of  fiction, 
including the fiction which is our own. But Pann, I prithee to retain 
thy skepticism till thou art dispatched in time,” said Eternis. 
 
Hesiod made no reply, but Eternis knew he understood her. It was 
as she had said: he could hear the narrative of  life itself, as it was 
written around him. As such, he too was strong in the arts of  
language, alongside Irene. 
 
“Do we know where we're going? Are you going to tell us?” asked 
Peinture Ayforte. She tapped her signature crayon on the table 
impatiently, before copying Hesiod, putting her feet up on the table. 
With her single eye, Eternis gave a look of  disapproval. 
 
“Such impatience,” she murmured. 
 
“Such anxiety,” Ayforte retorted. Then she looked over at the silent 
member of  their group. She dared not address her, just because she 
always felt harsh saying her name. She wished there was another 
name for her, which did involve tempting her ire. For this fifth 
member of  the quintet was known only as the Blonde Bitch. 
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But upon her glance, this silent Nova Corpsman spoke: “I just want 
to head out.” 
 
“That does not surprise me. Thine eagerness exceeds that of  thine 
comrades, my dear,” Eternis said. “I believe we shall find our 
respective purposes in whatever lands await us beyond the mist of  
time. I must confess that it is a mystery even to me, though mine eye 
sees all.” 
 
“You think, though, that whatever's left of  us will fall apart if  we 
don't succeed out there?” asked Irene. The others turned with mild 
surprise to look at her. She was direct—her question seemed biting, 
but she did not carry the same idle relaxation that her fellow chaos-
creatures bore. “This is our last stronghold in the interuniversal 
void. If  this ship undergoes another core collapse we're done for. 
The void-demons will feast upon us. Not pleasant, but it's what'll 
happen. Now. Will the core collapse if  we don't complete this five-
fold mission?” 
 
“If  we fail at these unknown tasks, we will lose the War, yes,” 
Eternis said. “But there is no longer any time, my friends. This 
meeting itself  represents the first segment. It is my role as a conduit 
of  raw wisdom-force to brief  ye on what awaits you, and send ye on 
your way. My part is complete...now you discover yours! May the 
fortune of  all possible positive deities be upon you!” 
 
Her solar light flashed hot, and slowly, the members of  the Nova 
Corps found themselves fading away—they looked down at their 
hands in surprise, despite the familiarity of  this strange effect 
Eternis induced in them. “Hey, guys, I don't know if  this matters, 
but we have company,” Hesiod said then. “They're wondering who 
we are, and what we do. Hey, maybe before we go we should explain 
that...?” 
 
“Readers ought to be accustomed to the chaotic, just as we are, 
Pann,” Eternis said. “They shall learn our names and faces in time—
verily shall great exposition flow, with equal chance to enlighten the 
mind and deaden it.” 
 
Then Eternis' single eye looked outside the five segments she saw. 
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“Mr. Pann believes it is you who chooses our fates, as if  you were 
not a mortal from outside time, but a god. Perhaps you are a god, to 
us. In any case, turn thee thine pages, and advance our lives forward 
as thou advance thine own curiosity!” 
 
 

THE SECOND SEGMENT 
 
 
There was a reason they called her the Artist Adventurer. 
 
Peinture Ayforte was unused to easy landings, and this was no 
exception. And as crashes went, it was a doozy. 
 
But she survived. She always survived, and she swore to survive 
even as the Nova-Cthulhu Wars waged on. Now it was less a series 
of  Wars and more just a smattering of  skirmishes as they made their 
retreat, from stronghold to stronghold. One by one, their treasured 
bases had been destroyed. She thought of  the meeting room, which 
had surrounded her just moments ago: they had always saved their 
trophies, but one by one their fellow Corpsmen had died. Why had 
Eternis spared mere objects and not lives? It made no sense. 
 
She was talking to Irene about going to Earth to live off  the Purple 
Wage, but she'd said that the Republicans cut the Purple Wage to 
increase the military budget. Then she had talked about maybe 
going to Sun Valley Grocery. Irene possibly had an opening back at 
the Morley Cigarettes factory. Peinture had felt grief  then, for she 
wanted to remain with her friend. She was close to all the survivors, 
save perhaps for Eternis, who she viewed as distant. Yet Eternis had 
saved her life before in this bitter conflict, and so perhaps she could 
change her feelings in time. 
 
If  there was time. 
 
She looked around, trying to figure out where she was. Darkness 
surrounded her—a total darkness, which, when joined with the 
musty smell of  the air, gave her the impression of  being buried 
alive. She'd been buried alive before, and found it to be a tedious 
nuisance.  
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She took out her crayon, the special crayon she carried. And with 
this crayon she sketched out the shape of  a lantern. At first it didn't 
work, but once she sketched out the power switch and ticked it on, a 
warm purple light surrounded her. It was still dark but she could 
make out that her suspicions were correct: she was, in a sense, 
buried alive. She stood close to a murky stone wall, and based on the 
indents in the stone, she knew she was in a tomb. For the pockets 
that lined the wall contained coffins, which stank of  death.  
 
Setting her lantern down, she sketched out a handkerchief  with 
which to cover her mouth and nose. Only her will made sure the 
crayon made an actual handkerchief, and not a piece of  printer 
paper or some other generic rectangle. Her mind and the crayon 
together—that was what made it work. 
 
She'd lost track of  when she'd gotten the crayon. It had been after 
she'd joined the Corps, she knew that for certain. Because it was 
after she trained with Hallward and Pickman, when she'd decided 
that she wasn't into painting. Then she had met The Kid: that 
archetypical Creepy Kid, who was a Child of  the Corn or the White 
Lobe or something like that. Harry was his name; magical kids were 
always named Harold or Henry or some H-name these days it 
seemed. The violet crayon was the same color as her eyes, in what 
she was sure was a coincidence. But then, the Nova Corps knew no 
coincidence—theirs was an eternal battle on the field of  non sequitur, 
but there were never coincidences in their journeys. After locking 
Harry up in an asylum, she'd mastered the power of  his reality-
warping crayon, which could draw on every surface in a way which 
altered the matter of  its “canvas.” Thus had empty air become a 
lantern, and a handkerchief. She could sketch doors on walls and 
turn the knob to step behind that door. If  she wanted, she could 
even draw herself  a door back home, to leave this wretched tomb 
behind.  
 
But she wasn't gonna step away from a mission, despite her ire with 
Eternis. If  something here was the key to her survival, she'd chance 
it. 
 
She began to search the tomb, which she discovered was composed 
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of  winding corridors. The ground at her feet was sticky from the 
unspecified leakage which poured from the decaying coffins. Every 
so often a dripping sound could be heard, but whether it was water 
or further decay she did not want to know. For a moment she was 
afraid of  losing her way, but she realized that her point of  origin 
didn't lead back to where she'd come before. It was as she'd said 
before: non sequitur.  
 
The tunnels seemed to go on and on, snaking in every direction. 
The noises around her seemed to shift whenever she reached a new 
segment of  this maze. And there were strange things in the dark. 
Half-second glimpses of  eyes. Footsteps. Growls. She swore even at 
one point she came across a young couple making love, as if  this 
was a place of  life and not death. But eventually she found a door. 
Eager for something unprecedented, she tore this door open and 
stepped inside. What she found nearly surprised her. 
 
Books. This room was full of  books. Her heart lit up at that, even 
though she knew already from reading the spines that these were 
vile books, necromantic books. Some of  these titles—the ones that 
could be read of  them—were more disgusting to Peinture than 
anything the Corps kept in their collection. Scattered among the 
books were boxes of  files; these lacked covers to shield their pages, 
but when she began to parse through them she saw that very few 
were decayed. Most of  the books were too badly rotted or not in a 
language she read, or both. But these files were interesting. They 
were recent. 
 
The first set she pulled out listed the names of  scientists, with brief  
profiles on each. She scanned the names, marveling at how many 
there were: Clarence Brooks, Otto Bauer, Sandro Tito, Henry 
Morlant, Averoigne Wagner, Charles Masters, Andre Crespi, 
Eduardo Molina, Jonathan Lorenz, Herbert Stander, Leon Kravaal, 
Ernest Sovac, Ralph Bilson, Theodore Bohmer, Richard Clarke, 
Charles Randolph Conway, Heinrich Krasker, Friedrich Johnson. 
And there were more. Peinture scanned one of  these files in detail, 
learning that Dr. Sandro Tito was also known by the alias Blut 
Sangro, and Miklos Sangre. Averoigne Wagner had a brother, Karl 
Wagner, who was also known as Frederick Brenner. But as she read, 
her eyes glazed over; the encyclopedic style of  the writing was 
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tedious to read. Still, she had noticed an odd connection between 
Tito and Wagner. They were both graduates of  the Miskatonic 
University. 
 
As were all the men whose lives were written out before her. 
 
What was it Irene told her once? Irene was born as a result of  a 
ritual of  allegiance between the Church of  Starry Wisdom and the 
Nova Mob. And the sort of  entities the Church of  Starry Wisdom 
ordinarily dealt with brought her in contact with the research of  the 
university of  Arkham, Massachusetts. Arkham, in Irene's words, was 
“haunted.” And she blamed the haunting on a 17th Century branch 
of  the Priests of  Karnak, an ancient cult similar to Starry Wisdom, 
who worshipped many of  the same deities in ancient Egypt. 
Peinture wondered then if  this cabal of  scientists were somehow the 
successors to the Arkham Karnak Priests, keeping their secrets alive 
through the years. Each of  them, after all, was involved in some sort 
of  manipulation of  forces mankind had no role in controlling. 
 
Most of  them were involved in studying the function of  the brain in 
some way. Some wanted to transplant the brain or parts of  it into 
other people, while others sought to reanimate brain function in the 
dead. Others were interested in suspended animation, as a means of  
fighting death. Messing with the brain in this sense sent a feeling of  
nausea into Peinture's stomach. She viewed the brain as the seat of  
life, and these men were clearly interested in reanimating or 
communing with the dead. Finding these documents in this place 
gave the words an occult edge; though she was sure that there would 
still be an eerie ominousness to the files even if  she read them in a 
sunny meadow with flowers. 
 
She looked at some of  the next few names, but one in particular 
caught her eyes: John Garth. In an instant, a world of  memories 
unfolded to her, a lifetime of  study. There was a reason her eyes 
were purple. Her ancestors had been from Atlantis. The people of  
that ancient lost continent often bore purple eyes. Once, it was 
considered ordinary, yet by the 20th Century violet eyes were 
considered a curse, as was blonde hair. She was blonde and purple-
eyed, like the man in the photograph—and like the man for whom 
her particular family of  Atlanteans were called. In the stiff  language 
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of  occult academia her people were known as “Garthite” 
Atlanteans, made distinct from the “Oparite” Atlanteans, and the 
“Kathulosite” Atlanteans, as well as other groups. Garth, the 
namesake of  her people, was a mysterious time-traveler of  misty 
origins. He was said to come from Atlantis, and that he emerged 
around the same time as the Atlantean-German entity known as Sun 
Koh hardly seemed a coincidence. But unlike his Berlin-dwelling 
“cousin,” Garth was no loyalist to Nazi governments. He was a 
good man, and his adventures were many. It was said he had a son, 
who was a reincarnation of  another of  the “Garthites.” In the lore 
of  Peinture's grandparents, their line of  Atlantis-folk were called the 
“Frozen People.” This was because they survived the destruction of  
Atlantis by freezing themselves in ice; supposedly, their survival of  
such a thing imbued on them and their descendants the ability to 
survive for long periods of  time by being preserved in ice. Certain 
chemicals were required to ensure the preservation, but these 
unusual compounds were surprisingly common in polar icebergs. 
Peinture believed that these compounds appeared in polar ice due to 
extraterrestrial crashes over the long billions of  years that comprised 
the Earth's history. She retained skepticism in her grandparents' 
stories—she suspected that the Garthites foresaw the end of  
Atlantis, and modified their genes to gain the ability to survive in 
ice. Had they not had that ability to begin with, they would have 
died by preserving themselves inside icebergs. That they had gained 
their abilities by freezing themselves was nothing more than a 
mythological twist. 
 
Purple-eyed John Garth was one of  her kin. She had to figure out 
who was keeping these files. This was likely the key to what Eternis 
had sent her here for.  
 
But she had bigger things to deal with. For behind her, from the 
darkened passages, she heard the familiar sound of  footsteps. She 
hurried to the door, and drew a lock on the knob, as well as bolts on 
the side. That would hold them until she could ready herself. 
 
Her crayon had one defect, which her will couldn't remove. The 
more new objects she drew into existence, the more faded her older 
drawings became. So as she drew herself  an entire armory of  
weapons, the locks she'd placed on the door disappeared. 
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The door burst open. Raising a sword and machine-gun alike, 
Peinture let out a cry and prepared for batt— 
 
 

THE THIRD SEGMENT 
 
 

—There was a reason why they called him the Historian Hero— 
 
“Stop,” said Hesiod Pann then. “You can't just have the same 
opening over and over again. That's not the sort of  repetition that 
goes over very well. You know this, and you know I know this. Don't 
work against me. It never ends well for either of  us.” 
 
He grunted then. Sometimes opening his ears to the higher 
languages brought him discomfort. “I'm trying to do the right thing! 
I was the one who made the chapters change. And in doing so I've 
pried Peinture's enemy out of  her chapter and into mine—” 
 
Then his focus lapsed. The force he tried to hold back, by speaking 
into the flow of  the language, reasserted itself. It was true that 
Hesiod had successfully tugged Peinture's would-be attacker out of  
her section of  time-space, but now he was in for a test of  endurance 
and skill if  he wanted to survive what was ahead of  him. He already 
knew that he had a quest to perform. Any time he ended up in 
another place, sometimes even just the next room, he received a new 
quest. He had to keep the fiction flowing.  
 
He sighed, but grinned thinly. “Fine, be like that,” he said. “I was 
starting to get bored with my day anyway.” 
 
He stood in a dusty canyon region, probably somewhere in the 
southwestern United States. Or what would become the United 
States. Or what was once—oh, it didn't matter. He didn't care about 
the era, though he could check it with a glance of  his exposition-
vision. He could learn anything he wanted if  he just took the time to 
study. But wasn't that true for people who weren't like him? 
 
It had taken a lot of  archaeological research to uncover the secret of  
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narrative-speech. He'd had to explore not only the distant past in his 
work, but also the future. Curving things so he could dig up the 
future was no easy feat, but he was always first and foremost a 
genius. And his genius had given him the secret of  metatext—the 
ability to interface with the raw motion of  reality.  
 
“Trust me, folks, you have no idea how tedious it can be to have to 
hear your own background over and over,” Hesiod said. “But then, 
memory is what most people have. I remember memory. I 
remember having an internal voice instead of  an external one.” 
 
A large, sandy, crimson boulder loomed up before him, and he 
climbed it without a moment of  hesitation. “My powers are also a 
curse. I'll tell you that before they get a chance to. I can't quite turn it 
off. But I'm also never quite strong enough to change the narrative 
for long. Now tropes are kicking in, flooding the engine. There'll be 
some cave or castle up ahead where Peinture's enemy is hidi—well, 
speak of  the devil.” 
 
Ahead was what looked like a steel spike driven hard into the 
ground. Rifts and mountains separated Hesiod from this tower, but 
he could still make it in less than a day's travel. Probably. 
 
“Reminds me of  the old railroads,” he said. “The nails that drove 
the tracks into the ground.” As he walked forward, he felt the sun's 
heat on him, but he couldn't hold back a chill. He thought of  being 
observed, and remembered that he would chatter to himself  if  he 
needed to have private monologues. That was his other curse, 
alongside that of  his memory—he always had to give asides. No one 
was supposed to hear him—and no one did, in his world. But he 
was always part of  that other-land. He was anchored to another 
dimension, and no one, not even blazing Eternis, comprehended 
what he felt. 
 
The chill. Always the chill. 
 
For every ounce that the sun was bright, the rims around his eyes 
was dark. But he laughed then, as he always did. This was nothing to 
worry him. The material world was still around him, full of  
distractions from his unique condition. He thought of  the sweat on 
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his brow, and the struggle in his lungs and arms as he pulled himself  
up over the enormous rocks. He was nevertheless hard to distract, 
because he knew that he could never escape fiction, not for an 
instant. And fiction was about conflict. Or so folks said. 
 
“I'm really quite a peaceful fellow,” he was saying now. “Please trust 
me on that. I really don't care for it when the higher-ups determine 
for themselves that I need to run into—oh, Jesus!” 
 
He had nearly stepped on a scorpion—a big red one. By “big,” it 
was like the size of  his forearm. That he didn't notice it was due to 
sheer authorial meddling. 
 
“You don't have to tell me,” he replied. “Like, that's a bit on the 
nose, isn't it? But you've never been renowned for your subtlety...” 
 
He was interrupted then. The scorpion began to bark at him. “Kiu 
vi estas, fremdulo?” Its voice was harsh and scratchy, but distinctly 
human—albeit a human who had smoked three packs a day for 
decades. 
 
“Wait...was that Esperanto?” he replied. “I-I speak Esperanto, as 
useless and Eurocentric as it is. I spent a year studying it. But now I 
can't speak a word of  it. Because of  what? Plot convenience?” 
 
The unseen voices he called out to did not reply. 
 
“That's a lie, you have to reply. By giving no reply you're talking 
back. You don't exist outside words, if  you really think about it,” 
Hesiod responded. Then he looked down at the scorpion. “I'm 
sorry that I don't understand you. Do you speak English?” 
 
“La angla estas pli malbona ol mia lingvo. Tiom da kontraŭdiroj.” 
 
“I can read the tone of  your voice enough to know you 
understand.” 
 
“Jes, jes, mi komprenas.” 
 
“Then take me to where you live. I want to try to talk with someone 
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about that tower.” 
 
“Tiu turo estas kien vi devas iri, mia amiko.” 
 
Then the large red arthropod gestured with a single pincer. His tail, 
too, flicked out in the direction they needed to head. Hesiod Pann 
took a deep breath and began to follow across the rocky sand. 
 

*  *  * 
 

The crimson scorpion babbled to him in Esperanto for the long 
hour it took to reach the scorpion village. Slowly, he began to 
remember a few words and phrases here and there. Esperanto was 
meant to be universal, and so there were cognates for English and 
Spanish, which helped him figure things out. For a time, he was sure 
that the scorpion was telling him the origin myth of  their people. 
There were references to a “laboratorio” where his people were 
“kreita.” Their creator-spirit was known as Lin Tang. The name rang 
a bell for Hesiod. Lin Tang was an alias used by the daughter of  
Qiang Jiantou, an adventurer who was once one of  the members of  
the High Council of  the Infinity Trust. The Trust was something 
like the Nova Corps, but...orderly. It made Hesiod's stomach turn to 
think of  it. But the War was getting worse day by day. They needed 
allies, and fast. 
 
Maybe these scorpions, wrought of  Lin Tang's science, were meant 
to help them? Was that was Eternis foresaw? Hesiod's head 
streamed with questions and concerns, but no answers or relief. 
 
“Yeah, because you keep the answers away from me on purpose,” 
Hesiod said then. 
 
The scorpion stopped to look at him. “Ĉu vi havas diablojn en via 
kapo aŭ io?” 
 
Hesiod had no words for his companion, save for a stroke of  the 
lightly-colored beard that bristled out of  his chin. He slipped a hand 
awkwardly into the pocket of  his khakis. 
 
“Ni estas preskaŭ tie, viro-kiu-parolas-al-la-nuboj,” said the 
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scorpion. 
 
“I get the impression you just called me a cruel name.” 
 
The scorpion did not reply. Instead, he continued leading, down a 
dusty path that led up over a boulder-studded hill. Hesiod realized 
now that that they were coming up on a ring of  cliffs, which formed 
a semi-circle around an unseen valley. The tower looked 
considerably closer than it had before, but now its sheer size was all 
the more imposing. He took out his field binoculars and tried to 
look at the nearest wall of  the enormous spike. To his surprise, he 
saw then that the cliffs they were approaching actually led up to a 
rectangular indent in the surface. He grinned—it was a door. Yet 
there were no hinges, he could see. Instead, there was only a symbol. 
It blurred in his vision, until he attached a better lens.  
 
He saw at once then that the door had a keyhole—a triangular cut 
that revealed nothing through its gap, save for darkness. Inside, he 
knew he would find the creature who had tried to attack Peinture. 
He closed his eyes, and tried to speak into the narrative once again. 
He wanted to know the name of  his foe. 
 
But just then, the scorpion returned. He had nearly crossed over the 
hill without him. 
 
“Ĉu vi venas?” 
 
Hesiod said nothing, and followed.  
 
Over the hill he saw then that a stray thought which had wandered 
in his mind was true. He had considered that the valley ahead was 
the cradle of  the scorpion city—it was not the cleverest or deepest 
deduction he'd made but at least it was right. Before him were 
strange houses made of  desert rock, which resembled funeral cairns. 
Yet they seemed cozy enough to the scorpion-men, -women, and -
children who walked about their bustling home. There were many 
of  them, and Hesiod was grateful that the narrative had let this 
strange band of  animal-people be on his side. 
 
“Don't tell me I'm grateful,” Hesiod said. “I mean, I sense an easy 
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quest, suddenly. Because there, in the center, that's the key.” 
 
The houses of  the scorpion-folk were crude in appearance on their 
first impression, but it was clear that the scorpions were skilled 
metalworkers. In the center of  town was a monument crafted of  
graceful silver, which held a sparkling diamond-like stone. Hesiod 
recognized the stone in an instant. It was a Hemkra Quartz, a 
dimensional stone which connected material reality to higher 
representations of  spacetime. In an instant, he predicted it, without 
any aid from the narrative— 
 
“Hush, then,” he interrupted. “Great Crick's Ghost, this is a more 
painful Hell than usual. What I suspect is that if  I insert the crystal 
into the door, it will open the door, but it will also power the spire. 
It's not hard to guess that that tower is full of  machinery. Which 
means it's a trap.” 
 
“Mi ne scias, de kie venis tiu turo,” said his companion. “Ankaŭ 
sonas, ke vi volas preni la kristalon ial? Mi ne rekomendas ĉi tion...” 
 
“I-I'm sorry, I don't understand what you're saying still,” Hesiod 
said. Then he blinked. “Wait, no. Could you repeat what you said? 
Word for word.” 
 
Trickles of  memory returned to his mind. 
 
“Mi diris, ke estas malbona ideo provi ŝteli la kristalon.” 
 
“Y-yes, yes, I understand. You want to tell me...it's bad to want to 
steal the crystal?” 
 
Being smaller than Hesiod, the scorpion had not been heard. But 
Hesiod's loud human lungs carried over the valley. The entire city 
heard the words reverberate: “Steal the crystal?” 
 
Hesiod blanched. 
 
But his ability to speak Esperanto had returned. The sequence of  
words his friend had spoken had, it seemed, had restored his 
memory of  language, like some accidental sleeper-agent 



73 
 

programming— 
 
“Okay, that's bullshit,” he said, in Esperanto. “I got this language 
back because you gave it to me, nerds. But now that I know how to 
speak it again: STOP!” 
 
The scorpions had begun to murmur, and those murmurs had risen 
to a loud, unified battle cry. The scorpions had traveled some 
distance before he roared his command.  
 
“I am not here to hurt you! I won't take your crystal! I am only here 
to get inside that tower!” Hesiod said, in Esperanto. 
 
It was not more than a few moments before a cry rose among the 
scorpion-folk: “La pli aĝa! La pli aĝa! Faru vian vojon!” “The Elder! 
The Elder! Make way!” 
 
There was one among the scorpions who was too old to rush 
forward with the rest of  the crowd. Adorned with beads held on by 
spider-silk tassels, she wobbled unsteadily across the sand towards 
Hesiod. She reached him after a long while, and looked him over 
with all her eyes. 
 
“You have come to rid us of  the curse of  the tower?” 
 
“I believe so,” Hesiod replied. 
 
“I foresaw that one would come on two legs—a giant, to deliver us 
from evil. The tower appeared many years ago, and every night there 
are cursed noises coming from it. The sounds of  torture and the 
screams of  the damned. And monsters—monsters who sometimes 
scale the tower's side and come among our children in the night.” 
 
“You didn't tell me this,” Hesiod told his friend, as he turned away 
from the Elder. Then he blinked, having heard the wording in his 
head. “You didn't tell me your name.” 
 
“Mia nomo? Mia nomo estas Unukiuservaslaspiritojnfidele-
sedkiubedaŭrindeestasobseditapridrogojkajprostituitinoj.” 
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“Wow. Can I call you Unu?” 
 
“You may,” said his companion. 
 
“Please stop talking,” urged the Elder. “I must go on telling you 
what has progressed thus far, and what shall progress from here.” 
 
“Please do,” Hesiod said then, gesturing for Unu to hush. 
 
“You are markedly unconcerned with our plight for one sent by the 
spirits. However, that stands to reason. We live in a maltheistic 
universe; the spirits move the pieces of  the cosmos but they do not 
care about our plight. Indeed they may have sent the monsters upon 
us as a joke.” 
 
“Well, I didn't mean—” 
 
“Hush!” urged the Elder, with a hint of  condescension in her voice. 
“I do not care what you meant. What I mean to say is that we are 
used to cruelty at this point. But above all else, we hate cheating. We 
believe the gods have cheated us, but our howls of  rage against 
them have been for naught. No, they've been worse than that—they 
have placed further cheats on us. Disadvantages on our forces, for 
our planned war against them!” 
 
The huddled masses of  peasants hardly looked like a fighting force 
to Hesiod, but he didn't know how scorpions fought. Maybe the 
venom in their tails was enough to challenge gods. 
 
In that case, he'd have to sprinkle more silver on his tongue. 
However, it was a muting silver. He would win the Elder's heart by 
listening to her long discourse. 
 
“The cheat that the gods played on us is a cheat only because it 
requires our enemies to cheat us, to rob us of  our most precious 
object—” 
 
“What could that be?” Hesiod mused quietly. 
 
“—and thus commit the vilest degradation against us. For we have 
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found a new god! This bright time-crystal imbues on us the gift of  
inspiration...of  intelligent thought!” 
 
“Fire from the gods,” Hesiod said, unable to help himself. But the 
Elder did not mind. She did not even care about his blasphemous 
reference to her celestial enemies. 
 
“The crystal is the key to banishing the tower, yes, but we cannot 
survive without the crystal!” 
 
At once, a wellspring of  feelings rose up in Hesiod. He murmured, 
with strain in his voice, “Not now. Please, not now.” 
 
But his inner defenses were breaking down quickly. He would have 
to speak his conflicting thoughts, and he couldn't rave among the 
scorpions like a lunatic. Especially because he would almost certainly 
offend the Elder. 
 
“Please excuse me,” he said. And he walked away. He gestured for 
Unu to prevent them from following him. He needed to be alone. 
 
“You bet your ass I need that,” he said. “Oh, by the Wild Wisemen 
of  Wilson, I can't handle it. It's gonna be okay. I've got to believe 
that. But all the same, strap yourselves in. 
 
“I can't let this civilization die. That's something that comes from 
the heart of  my ethics. Think of  it like the Prime Directive—I must 
value life and the most beautiful aspect about it, which is free well. 
But I believe the Elder—they'll revert to some sort of  beast-form if  
I take the crystal out of  their valley. Even then, activating the spire is 
a trap, and I'll end up warped to a place I don't want to—” But then 
he cut himself  off. “Wait a second. I don't feel comfortable with any 
of  this. I'm in the American desert. And these scorpions, while 
minimally anthropomorphized, bear resemblances to certain Native 
American tribes; particularly those of  the American Southwest, like 
the Navajo and the Zuni. The naming schemes they employ for 
themselves, with names forming something like titles, conform to 
historical truths and stereotyping tropes about Native names. But 
am I reading too much—do I think their red coloration is the 
universe causing me to ask questions...?” 
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He blinked. 
 
“I can't differentiate my white privilege from this form of  reality. It 
is hard for me to question race fro my perspective in life. Even that 
materialistic component of  myself  is enmeshed in my fiction. But I 
do feel a bit of  yield. You keep teasing me, interrupting me, but that 
time you just said, 'He blinked.' Something's up here.” 
 
He heard nothing. 
 
“A-ha. Yes. Yes, I feel it. That breakage. You want me to think about 
the Freudian-slip subtext, don't you? The subliminal aspects. I'm 
worried that this story of  mine, viewed as fiction, contains racial and 
racist coding, including calling Native folk 'red.' Which I'm pretty 
sure is derogatory. My unique narrative changes reality as I 
understand it; it re-codes social contexts. I must work within both 
these hidden contexts and the real reality, and that balance drives me 
mad... 
 
“I think that I'm supposed to then think about what sort of  
narrative is made by these coded scorpions and the fact that they 
become 'beast-forms'...when they are removed from higher 
technology. Is this just all one giant fuck-you to Ancient Astronaut 
Theory? To the belief  that 'less advanced' cultures can't accomplish 
wonders without secrets from the stars?” 
 
He looked up and squinted in confusion. The imprint on the tower 
wall was slightly more shadowed than it was before. 
 
“Heh.” He laughed. “My free will always comes back at times like 
these. I get carried along the conveyor-belt of  life—and then 
suddenly I have to choose which page to flip to. And I hope that I 
don't end up on the page where I get eaten by crocodiles. Or 
whatever the fuck. Those dumb books were always too hard. 
Choosing your own adventure in real life is much more fun. 
 
“And this is a PG-13 story. We're allowed to say 'fuck' a couple times 
I think. Especially when free will is involved.” 
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He continued to stare up at the tower. 
 
“I am left alone now. With free will, I have no judgment from the 
narrative. Indeed, I'm beyond the judgment even of  you, out there. 
You can try your best to knock me down by my printed word is 
immutable now. Now even the blazing fury of  Eternis could stop 
me. 
 
“Without judgment, there is only my determination. My decision. I-I 
almost never get to choose, these days, it seems. So I choose to 
relish in this moment. But more importantly, I choose two things: I 
choose not to harm these people. It's never right to harm 
anybody—that's all I know. The other thing is that I choose that 
there's a twist where Peinture Ayforte shows up here.” 
 
In that instant, his friend appeared, somewhat stunned, but less so 
than she'd be if  she challenged her opponent in that cramped tomb. 
Out here, in the open, her power was easier to flex.  
 
“I didn't want to bring you through until I knew I was safe,” Hesiod 
said. “And I could only do it just now, anyway. Take a moment to 
catch your breath, friendo, we've got to take that tower!” 
 
“What? Why—why are you always making me wake up to these 
things?” 
 
But she laughed then. 
 
“It's good to see you, Hesiod. And it's good to know that you have 
one of  your choice-episodes going on.” 
 
“Not for much longer, I'm afraid. Soon the narrative switches back 
on and I'm as powerless as ever.” 
 
“But I'm here. I'm not part of  your narrative.” 
 
“That's impossible. It's a segmented story, like Eternis said. And this 
is my segment. I'm afraid that my powers are going into overdrive 
with context-fuel like that. I don't want you to become a puppet in 
my story, but...” 
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“I'm nobody's puppet,” Peinture said then. “You have nothing to 
worry about. Watch this.” 
 
With her crayon she drew a pair of  scissors. She raised them over 
her head and snipped, and suddenly, in the air, there were long 
cords, now cut, which fell loose.  
 
“'I've got no strings, so I have fun, I'm not tied up to anyone,'” she 
sang with a grin. “We have kind of  the same power, friend. We can 
turn the metaphorical, the fictive, into the literal and physical. We're 
not caught in any particular type of  tale.” 
 
“Again, how are we different from anyone?” Hesiod asked. 
 
“Pretty magical to be a person, ain't it. Now, let's get going. There's 
nothing I can't draw...and that includes a Hemkra Quartz.” 
 
They ran back to the village, and Hesiod raised his hands. The Elder 
and Unu and their people were still gathered, albeit impatiently.  
 
“Ni ne bezonas preni la kristalon. Jen mia amiko, laŭ la vojo.” 
 
“Ĉu vi trovis manieron?” said the Elder. 
 
“Ni havas la potencon de kreado kaj imago. Nenio povas halti nin 
nun.” 
 
He turned back. 
 
“What was all that?” Peinture asked. 
 
“I said we found a way that doesn't involve taking the crystal, and 
that you are here to help.” 
 
“And they...?” 
 
“If  they didn't want us to go on, they would let us now.” 
 
They walked then through the procession of  scorpions, who parted 
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to make way. The Elder and Peinture shared a glance, and nodded at 
each other in respect. 
 
When they reached the cliff-face, Peinture got to work drawing a 
ladder on the rocky surface. They began to climb, and it did not take 
long for them to reach the top. They stood in the whirling winds, 
facing the stone door, which the invisible maintainers of  the 
narrative had moved somewhat for Hesiod. 
 
“I was the one to move it,” he clarified, despite knowing that his 
friend couldn't hear the voices. “Now, let's finish this.” 
 
“It might take me a while,” Peinture said. “To get the Quartz right I 
have to draw it out in all four dimensions.” 
 
“Take your time.” 
 
She did. A solid twenty minutes passed. It was far from easy. Most 
of  the time Peinture's abilities let her make her structures simplistic 
without sacrificing their function, but Hemkra Quartz could warp 
time and space, and therefore every nanometer of  it needed to be 
perfect. Spacetime would doubtlessly warp when they inserted it 
into the keyhole. 
 
But in time she finally finished. She shared a significant look with 
Hesiod before standing up. Then, she brought the purple crystal 
forward and placed it into the keyhole. But Hesiod made sure to 
have his hands on the tower as she did so. 
 
They were gone in a flash of  light; they did not hear the cry of  
surprise from the scorpion-folk when they disappeared. 
 
The pair were now in a circular chamber, of  the same color and 
texture as the outside of  the tower. Crude-looking electric torches lit 
the room with a pale green light. At once, they realized they were 
not alone. A demented-looking man with short brown hair stood 
before them, clad in dark robes. He was hunched over, but it was 
unclear if  he was a hunchback or simply lacked strong musculature 
in his back. He seemed simultaneously shocked and pleased to see 
them. 
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“This is better than I anticipated,” he whispered then, in a 
resounding voice. Peinture and Hesiod struggled to regain their 
senses. Just as this man was expecting them, but was still surprised 
at their arrival, they'd thought they were going to teleport, but 
hadn't been prepared for how jarring it was. “Two members of  the 
famous Nova Corps, in my possession. The Master will be pleased.” 
 
“The Master...?” Hesiod murmured. “Who are you? Who do you 
work for?” 
 
“My name is Zolarr, Mr. Pann. But that is a title I have undertaken 
in my studies in the occult—my true name is Herman Gleib.” 
 
“Oh, damn, I know this guy,” Hesiod said then.  
 
“Do tell,” Peinture replied.  
 
“He's one of  those split-timeline people. He exists in two realities at 
once. In one time, he was a clone created through occult means 
from a servant of  Dracula, a guy named Christian Redfield. It wasn't 
the original Dracula incident, from the 1890s; it was the one from 
1929, with one of  Dracula's doubles.” 
 
“So he's a clone of  a servant of  one of  Dracula's clones.” 
 
“Yes. But the story is more complicated.” He blinked. “You, uh, 
don't mind if  I give her your backstory, right?” 
 
Zolarr seemed confused but did not interrupt. He knew he was 
dealing with agents of  chaos.  
 
“So anyway, back in the mid-19th Century, there was this jerk named 
Percival Glyde,” Hesiod said. “He was caught up in a series of  
events that Wilkie Collins wrote down at The Woman in White. But 
there's a movie that exists, from the late '30s, early '40s.” He kept 
glancing over at Zolarr as he said this. “It was called Crimes at the 
Dark House, and it featured camp master Tod Slaughter as an 
insidious criminal who murders Percival Glyde and takes his 
identity.” 
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“Good so far.” 
 
“Now, our world's history includes the events that were fictionalized 
as The Woman in White. But there's an alternate timeline where those 
events are replaced with the drastically-different ones from Crimes at 
the Dark House. Where Percival Glyde is instead an impostor. He is 
possibly the same as another man Tod Slaughter portrayed, the 
titular character from the film The Crimes of  Stephen Hawke. So 
Herman Gleib was born Herman Glyde. And he is a descendant of  
Stephen Hawke, who only lived in another timeline. A timeline 
incompatible with ours” 
 
“But both these timelines are part of  Zolarr's history. He's a clone 
and someone's descendant.” 
 
“You've got it.” 
 
“What a weirdo.” 
 
“I am far from the strangest of  my Master's entourage,” Zolarr said 
then, finally commenting. “Ever since the Multiversal world of  
Terrax was destroyed, by the pride of  the demon Tsuu-Aas, there 
has been greater chaos in the Multiverse. The pieces of  that broken 
planet tore open the Chaos Rifts which dot our infinite cosmos.” 
 
“Terrax was born of  Earth-X, one of  the many incarnations of  the 
Earth,” Peinture said. “And we're all from Earth-X.” 
 
Zolarr rambled as if  this was just small talk, and they were sitting 
around having cake in a cafe. “So you've discovered a new paradox-
loop. That seems to be the norm in your adventures. That's what 
your chaos is: more and more of  your life turns out to be a lie.” 
 
“This has gone on long enough, Zolarr,” Hesiod said then. “And 
that's partly my fault, I know. But I want to know why you've 
brought us here.” 
 
“For my Master! His plans are widespread, and he anticipated that 
you'd reach his various tendrils. But beware, for there are greater 
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shadows yet. My Master has his own Master.” 
 
It was then that Hesiod and Peinture turned to look at each.  
 
There was a jolt below their feet, and they lost their balance. The 
entire tower suddenly seemed to be moving. In an instant, Hesiod 
sensed that there was a powerful engine driving this thing—one 
which moved the craft through time and space, without actually 
displacing anything. He knew this sort of  engine, recognizing it 
from Eternis' files. The tower was what some called a “timeship,” 
and it was of  the sophisticated type of  time-machines. 
 
At least the tower, and its screams and monsters, would trouble the 
scorpions no more. 
 
Zolarr laughed, as Hesiod weighed this conclusion to his segment.  
 
 

FOURTH SEGMENT 
 
 

Irene Kathalnova was in the void. There no other name for it. It was 
cold and dark and empty and airless. It was a vacuum. It was void. 
 
She could survive, of  course. Her body was only half-physical, and 
the other half  was magic. She was an ethereal being, pseudo-fae, and 
she could breathe in space. 
 
There were no stars here though, in this abyss. This was not space. 
This was some place outside the Multiverse. A long, silent place. 
 
She waited, until she at last saw things moving towards her. They 
were vague shapes. If  she was afraid of  them she made no sign. She 
waited until they drifted into sight.  
 
On the small, circular slab of  rock that threatened to be her new 
home, Irene transitioned gently into a small snowstorm of  worlds. 
They were distant, but her slightly-luminescent yellow eyes saw 
details on them with ease. The first seemed to be a large ocean 
suspended in space, upon which was a single island. This island, 
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though small, was forested, and home to a number of  bizarre man-
made structures. A rocketship and a large set of  gears in particular 
caught Irene's eye. The second world she saw was an irregularly 
shaped platform of  sorts, which seemed to be molded from clay. 
Wandering about this world was a large robot clad in a necktie. A 
third world came into view, a world made of  bricks and rounded 
green hills, whose people were living mushrooms.  
 
Eventually, however, her platform began to change shape, 
transforming into one of  these Outer Worlds itself. The dull stone 
became studded in gold; and walls rose upward, to lock the platform 
into an arena. She waited for someone to appear. Comparatively, she 
did not wait long. 
 
An old man of  Asian descent emerged. He was clad in bright 
colored ornamental robes, and he wore a long white beard. Irene 
raised an eyebrow. She swore she recognized this man.  
 
“So you have fallen into our trap, Daughter of  Great Kthulhu,” the 
man said. “You have succumbed, just as our friends have, and will. 
One by one, we will trap you. We will turn Eternis' foresight against 
you.” 
 
“I fought with a young Eternis at Ekron. I trust her completely,” 
Irene replied. “You are the one called Lin Tang, are you not? Not 
the Daughter of  the Dragon, but the ancient sorcerer whose tale 
was told in the journals of  the explorer de Quincey, as well as that 
trucker, Burton. Yet you are not the true Lin Tang—you are his 
clone. Through time travel, you created yourself, cloning the wizard 
when he was unaware, and leaving your own fate to play out on the 
child you wrought.” 
 
“You are very clever, Kathalnova. Yes, I am the shadow of  Lin 
Tang. Indeed, I call myself  Tang Tsung, in reference to my genetic 
'father.' My name is sometimes bastardized to a slight variant. But 
you will refer to me as Tang Tsung.” 
 
“Why am I here?” 
 
“Because you must battle. Surely if  you know of  me, you know of  
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my passion of  bloodsport.” 
 
“How could I forget? Well, name the terms.” 
 
“Your courage does not fail you, Irene Demon's-Child. There will 
be three fights, each to the death. You will face two opponents and 
then myself. If  you kill me, you are obviously free to leave. But if  
you fail...” 
 
“I do not fail.” 
 
“We shall see! For now, I leave to your first rival!” 
 
Tang Tsung snapped his fingers, and in an instant he vanished. 
Instead, there was a gigantic lion of  a man appeared. His red hair 
matched his red eyes, which glowed far brighter than even Irene's. 
That hair flared out wildly into three points, extending from the left, 
right, and top of  his head. He wore a black outfit that martial artists 
wore while practicing; and his musculature was borderline-inhuman. 
He was twice as tall as Irene and she was not a short woman. 
 
“You,” she said then. “You are the one called Great Ogre. You're 
another of  Tsung's clones.” 
 
“You are correct,” he said then. “I was fashioned from the 
substance of  a crime-lord called Bozzo-Corona. For the early parts 
of  my life I believe I was Bozzo-Corona. I was immortal, and I lived 
to a point in the 21st Century when contact with virtually-generated 
realms was possible. Intrigued by the possibilities, I entered one of  
these worlds, and found a monarchical land full of  magic. Using my 
brilliance I became the Prince of  the Keldo People. With the magic 
of  the land I was bound to the swine-demon Zhughanglie, and 
consequently, reborn in a new, young body. I was trained in the arts 
of  fighting; I became Master of  the Warlock's Fist and the Wizard's 
Foot. I warred against my adopted homeland's hero for a time. But I 
grew tired of  that, and instead became a tournament brawler, a 
warrior without peer.” 
 
“Oh?” was Irene's only response. 
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She reached out towards him, and he caught only a glimpse of  her 
hand changing shape. Instead of  fingers, she now had long, green 
tentacles, which probed forward towards Great Ogre. But the 
tentacles seemed to fade from existence. In truth, they had vanished 
into an invisible portal. A portal with colors out of  space that could 
not be seen by human eyes, whose other end emerged behind the 
titanic warrior. 
 
Irene's tendrils swelled and enveloped Great Ogre. He gave a loud 
cry, but with impossible force and swiftness she slammed him up 
and down onto the golden stone. All she had to do was jerk her 
wrist back and forth. The first blows shattered the floor, and she 
kept driving him downward, smashing his 400 pounds down over 
and over again. 
 
In an instant, it was over, and he lost consciousness. Her arms 
hurled him out across the arena at great speed, towards where Tang 
Tsung had stood. Ogre's weight easily smashed through the wall, 
revealing a very surprised Tang Tsung. 
 
But his surprise turned to a delight which Irene could describe only 
as perverse. At his feet, Great Ogre groaned, legitimately shocked at 
having been so easily crushed. His face then turned to horror as he 
saw the sorcerer standing over him. 
 
“At long last,” Tang Tsung said, “your soul is mine!” 
 
Great Ogre screamed, and the wizard's fingers danced over his 
fallen body, until an emerald energy arose from within him. Tsung 
drank this green force into his body, and as he did so, Irene saw that 
his hair seemed to regain a bit of  darkness; the wrinkles on his face 
smoothed. Tsung grinned, and Great Ogre died without further 
ceremony. 
 
Tsung looked out at Irene. “A flawless victory,” he said. “And in a 
short time, too. It's not yet time to face me, however, young 
Kathalnova. Instead, you will face my chosen champion. He was 
trained by the immortal dark lord himself, Rinaldo Sabata. And like 
Sabata, he once survived as a brain, outside of  his body. I believe it 
was a scientist named Cardigan who removed his brain from his 
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cranium. But this New Sabata has been resurrected, as a new 
warrior of  darkness.” 
 
He snapped his fingers once more, and suddenly, there was only 
darkness. 
 
Irene knew of  course that she was still in the arena. It was just that 
she couldn't see—for now. Slowly, she began to form a green flame 
into existence, to light the space around her. But she moved too 
slowly. Out of  the darkness came a living shadow, who slammed 
into her with the fury of  a tidal wave. 
 
He was on her back, and had a chance to pin her arms to the 
ground. As they fell, however, she jerked her arms forward to break 
his grip, then spun around. Her foot was waiting for his stomach 
when they landed. He grunted, and now she took the opportunity to 
stand. The kick she whirled out missed, but she felt his mass in the 
dark. As soon as her foot was down, she let out another kick, and 
this one landed. 
 
Then the room was ablaze with green fire, and she set eyes on her 
opponent. On the bald Asian man who was dressed in black. 
 
“I know your face,” she uttered. “Your name is Chang Ho Ping. 
You're a wanted murderer from the early 20th Century.” 
 
“I am not a murderer, I am an assassin. I follow the Way of  the 
Link. I am a descendant of  Great Ogre's ancient foe.” 
 
“Yet you joined with him, as a slave for Tsung.” 
 
“Have I done such a thing?” he replied. “I agreed to fight, after I 
agreed to take on a new body for him. But that does not make me 
his slave.” 
 
Then he lunged upward, colliding with her again. This time she was 
ready. Her green fire burned him, even as her tendril arms wrapped 
around him. 
 
“Tsung is allied with Cardigan, the man who brought me back to 
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life.”  
 
“Why do you tell me this?” Irene said. “We're fighting; while I 
appreciate the useful information, it's odd for you to give me intel.” 
 
“No, they're allied.” He gave a significant pause. “You see?” 
 
Irene grinned; she saw.  
 
“A deadly alliance, huh?” 
 
“Indeed.” 
 
“I know this Cardigan.” 
 
“I figured you would.” 
 
“But this might hurt, Chang Ho Ping.” 
 
But she couldn't stop smiling, even as she said that. She had built up 
a mystery now; a mystery only she and her opponent knew the 
answer to. It was time to really bring the fight. 
 
Her tentacles came at him like seaweed freight-trains. They 
entangled him, but she felt an instant that he was cold as ice. He was 
unpleasant to grip, and her tentacles became stiff  and sluggish in 
holding him. She tried to light up her green fire around him, but 
with a twist of  his body he jerked free of  her grip. He dove for her, 
but landed short. Her fire still lit the edges of  the room, promising 
disintegration for him if  he wasn't careful. But it was how he landed 
that mattered. He had to angle his shadow just so— 
 
—that it swept out and hit her. His shadow was solid then—goo-
like, but solid. Worse, when it hit Irene, she felt at once she couldn't 
hit it back. Suddenly, Sabata's apprentice seemed much more 
powerful. And his time of  silent contemplation in Cardigan's—
keeping—had no doubt honed his mind even further. Enabling the 
psychic powers that turned his shadow into a weapon. 
 
Finally. A fair fight. 
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She let herself  get big then; she shed her comfortable human 
exterior for something a bit closer to what she truly was. A lesser 
man would have screamed, but her opponent was strong-willed. 
Death was nothing to him, and therefore he saw no threat in 
monsters—even ones that challenged the limits of  human sanity. 
But her tendrils were everywhere then, and he could not avoid them. 
His shadow formed its arms into a scythe, and hacked desperately at 
the encroaching tentacles, even while his main body froze the arms. 
But they came from everywhere, and nowhere, all at once. Soon, he 
was smothered; and her tentacles phased into the dimension his 
shadow inhabited. It, too, was bound in her grip, and there was 
nothing he could do about it. Just as it had been with Great Ogre, it 
was over quickly. 
 
She did not throw her enemy's body this time. Chang Ho Ping sat 
motionless on the golden floor as she retracted her body back to a 
human shape. She waited to see if  Tang Tsung would try to claim 
him. But she could not allow that. 
 
Yet there was a clap of  thunder, and suddenly the wizard was there, 
standing over him. “Chang Ho Ping,” he said. “You join your enemy 
in death. Your soul is mine.” 
 
Chang Ho Ping let out a gasp, and slowly, the green bleed emerged 
from his body. 
 
Irene knew this would blow his cover but she had to intervene. She 
lashed her arms straight out at Tsung, but he was ready for her; a 
magic shield of  orange light blocked her incoming assault. The 
warlock drank the green energy from the fallen warrior's body, and 
it was over. 
 
Then he turned to her. And his grin became a snarl. 
 
“I believe I understand now,” Tsung said. “His thoughts have 
become mine, and I recognize he is far more than an assassin. It 
seems that Ping's old heroic streak has not fully left him. You sought 
to use him to get out here, didn't you, witch? You believe he has 
contacts to those who can aid you in the Master's holy wars...” 
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“So it's true. You have fallen under the control of  the Great Old 
Ones,” Irene said to him. 
 
“I have joined with them to defeat the Elder Gods, who empower a 
thunder-god who has been a pain in my neck for a long time. And 
the Master is born of  their seed on Earth.” 
 
“Who was born of  their seed on Earth—Cardigan? Now that's a 
twist I didn't expect...” 
 
“Cardigan serves yet another. He and I are partners below the 
Master.” 
 
Irene's eyes twinkled. 
 
“I believe you have told me all I need to know. Let's fight, Tang 
Tsung, in what you call mortal comb—” 
 
Suddenly, Tsung was gasping for air. Blood erupted from his chest 
and flooded his lungs. Long years of  occult knowledge burned out 
through his eyeballs. He made a faint gurgling sound, and looked 
down briefly on the spear of  ice that had penetrated his torso. Then 
his life slipped away, and he collapsed. 
 
Irene laughed slightly. “Another surprise from you,” she said. 
“Though I should've figured that you'd have a backup plan. I know 
now where you come from.” 
 
Chang Ho Ping, now missing a shadow, stood over Tang Tsung's 
corpse. His shadow had died with the old man but it would grow 
back eventually.  
 
“Yes. Let's keep my origins a secret a little while longer, though. You 
never know who's listening.” 
 
“You sound like Pann. Speaking of  which, I want to see how my 
friends are doing.” 
 
“I need to keep an eye on an associate of  mine, as well. I suspect 
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we'll meet her at the end.” 
 
“Of  this sequence?” 
 
“Yes. I predict—based on little evidence besides hope—that the war 
is about to turn its tide.” 
 
Irene conjured a looking-glass in space, so she could find where 
Peinture, Hesiod, and the Blonde Bitch had ended up. But she 
looked back at her newfound ally. 
 
“Death to Cthulhu?” 
 
“Death to Cthulhu!” he cried. 
 
 

FIFTH SEGMENT 
 
 
In a small saloon in one of  the virtual realms, far beyond the 
Borderlands at the edge of  time, the Blonde Bitch was having a 
sarsaparilla. 
 
Her companions were made of  pixels, and existed only in two 
dimensions. They were also monochromes, being solid blue or 
yellow all the way through. They had grumpy expressions and 
carried guns. Only the loosest trappings of  Western tropes dressed 
the place up. She was in a Soft Place, where reality was applied only 
gently, like a thin coating of  paint. She could break out into any 
adjacent space where the tropes aligned—which was to say, if  she 
left the saloon, she'd end up in any point in the period culturally 
defined as the American “Wild West.” 
 
For now, though, she liked hanging out with these pixel-shapes. Still, 
they were grumpy. Now one of  them was sitting next to her. “What's 
a purty girl like you doin' in a place like this?” 
 
“Quintessential question,” she replied. “I belong in the Old West, 
buddy, that's what I'm doin' here! I'm the great-great-great-
granddaughter of  Rose Hood, the greatest Sheriff  of  the Old West, 
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by her second husband, Duke Barnum. They went all over the 
frontier, roundin' up the worst badmen of  the era: Buck Houston, 
Jim Brent Jr., Lefty Landis, Bert Hartecker, Ace Lewis, Robert 
Murdock, Dirk Madsen, Altar Keane...” 
 
“I get it!” the pixel-man replied. “Dang, so I guess yer a law-abidin' 
girl then...” 
 
“Yep. They call me Sheriff  Bitch.” 
 
“Careful, careful!” the pixel-man barked then. “This game's rated E. 
I can't have ye...” 
 
“You can't have me saying my own name, is that?” 
 
She stared hard at him. 
 
“As a wise man once said,” she hissed. “Don't make me angry. You 
won't like me when I'm angry.” 
 
“I don't wanna make you angry, purty lady. I just wanna—” 
 
“You wanna talk to me about how you once shot a deputy for 
calling you out at cheating at cards?” 
 
He sputtered. “That—that—why, them's fightin' words! I ain't no 
cheat!” He blinked. Before her eyes, she began to become 
something horrific. Something tall and big with long canine fangs. 
“I-I didn't leave those men behind in that silver mine neither! I 
promise yeh! I-I-I...fellas! Help me!!” 
 
But no one came to help him, for they knew the crimes he screamed 
about. As he watched the Blonde Bitch rear up before him, he felt a 
pressure in his old ticker. His two-dimensional heart died, and there 
was an electronic beeping sound as he flashed out of  existence. 
 
To the bystanders of  the saloon, the Blonde Bitch had not 
transformed. But hers was the power to inspire fear in the guilty. 
 
The saloon shook then. She stood up, draining the last of  her 
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sarsaparilla in the process. The 2D saloon doors twitched, then 
burst out, sliding horizontally along a plane instead of  rocketing 
towards her. They'd been hit by something. A 3D object. Through 
the gap in the door, it looked to her as if  they'd been rammed by 
large metal coin. Standing on the platform was a figure clad in black 
robes—her short hair was longer than it'd been the last time the 
Blonde had seen her. “Irene?” 
 
“Hey, there,” Irene called. “It's been a while. Sorry I couldn't come 
earlier.” 
 
“Well, I just got here.” 
 
The patrons of  the saloon hardly took notice of  the new 3D person 
who entered their sub-trope space. 
 
“You won't believe what happened,” Irene said. 
 
“Oh, boy. Am I, uh, gonna need something stronger?” The Blonde 
put a hand on her stomach. “I don't think pixel-juice is good for 
humans...” 
 
“I'll say it as quick as I can. I ended up being sent to a virtual fight 
arena.” 
 
“And you kicked everyone's ass, I'm sure.” 
 
“Of  course I did. But, like...” Irene was always more casual around 
the Blonde. “Things turned up weird. I ended up finding a friend. 
We started planning a way to stir shit up back on the war-front.” 
 
“Way, did you make contact with the Infinity—” 
 
“Shh! Not yet, not yet. Cthulhu spies could be anywhere. Especially 
in a place like this.” 
 
“Got it. But where's this—” 
 
“My friend went on to try to find a comrade of  his. He actually had 
to go back the way we came, it turned out. But he was able to take a 
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shortcut thanks to all the magic we found in a kingdom we crashed 
in.” 
 
“What's that?” 
 
“It's a virtual world ruled by a witch-queen. She is a wise individual, 
aided by a warrior of  great courage. My opponents back in the 
fighting tournament had connections to this place. My friend was a 
descendant of  the royal warrior, and so he had clout here. I waited 
for him to come back after the queen sent him off  to find his 
friend, but after six months I got a message that he would meet me 
up ahead. In that time I ended up going to an island in the 
Dreamlands, which was connected to the kingdom. I met this girl 
named Tracy and had a bunch of  adventures with her. I'm telling 
you, hon, this girl is absolutely nuts. Crazy Tracy, we called her...I 
mean she brought me back to life when I died...” 
 
“You had six months worth of  adventures...when I only just got 
here?” The Blonde was nearly angry at this point. 
 
“I guess so. The timelines aren't synchronized,” Irene said. “But 
some things are. You see, when I set out on my six-month quest, I 
saw that Hesiod and Peinture were trapped in a timeship tower at an 
indeterminate point in the history of  the American Southwest.” 
 
“I like your precision.” 
 
“Thank you. But like, you understand what that means right.” 
 
“Uh, lemme guess. Hesiod is using his powers to hold the tower at a 
point that synchronizes the time and place of  the tower with a time 
and place I can access by leaving this saloon.” 
 
“Damn, you're good.” 
 
“I know, hon. I can even guess that Peinture drew a 4D anchor to 
help hold the tower in place. But really, all this means is that we go 
through that door and we can start gettin' our butts over to helping 
our friends.” 
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“Before that timeship is able to drag them to where its driver wants 
them to go,” Irene filled in. 
 
“Then let's go!” 
 
“Agreed!” 
 
The two of  them rushed out of  the pixel saloon, and into the real 
world. Or a real world. 
 
“What era is it, do you think?” Irene asked. 
 
“I can't tell, who cares? All that matters to me is that tower out 
there!” 
 
The Blonde pointed, and it was easy to see that far beyond the 
buildings, there stood an enormous metal spike. Irene had seen it in 
her spy-glass six months ago. Besides finding confusion in their 
sudden appearance, the locals did not notice anything astray. The 
Blonde was able to deduce that some aspect of  the tower's partial 
phase made it invisible to those who hadn't time-traveled. Or some 
dumb shit like that. It didn't matter. Up ahead there was a man on a 
horse, who had sold his mom's gold teeth to buy slaves. He'd 
absolutely die once she turned up her power. 
 
“Hey, mister,” she said. “Gimme your horse.” 
 
He looked over, and what he saw was harsh and wet, partly 
vegetable and partly animal. Like an emaciated horse come out of  a 
swamp. A kelpie.  
 
Irene looked at her and saw a woman with long blonde hair, who 
had a friendly smile on her face and fashionable, if  fringe, clothing. 
“Your hair looks nice today, dearie,” she said. 
 
“Thank you,” the Blonde Bitch replied. 
 
They were both able to seat themselves atop this horse, once its 
owner had been taken off  to medical facilities for a screaming fit. 
Then they rode off  towards the tower as fast as the beast could 
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carry them. 
 
“We'll be there in less than five minutes,” Irene said. 
 
“And our powers will get us inside.” 
 
“They will,” Irene said with a smile. 
 
“In fact, if  my eyes don't deceive me—and I've got 20/20 vision, 
lemme tell you,” the Blonde said, “there's an elevator that leads up 
to the top of  the spike. But it's guarded. By who, I wish I could say.” 
 
“No, I see him too. And I know him now, from my own adventures 
and from spying in on Peinture and Hesiod. That's Dr. Elwyn 
Cardigan, of  the Miskatonic University. He's one of  the 'Masters' 
behind all this. Peinture found a file of  all the modern-day 
necromancers working for him.” 
 
“Ohh, I remember now. Yeah, he wanted to set up some sort of  
'Crime Clinic,' in the 1930s, to rival that set up by Dr. Francis Ardan. 
He made news for cutting out the brain of  the Chinese assassin 
Chang Ho Ping, and keeping it alive.” 
 
“And he trained under Rinaldo Sabata, an ally of  the Church of  
Starry Wisdom. I read his files as a little girl. Sabata survived by 
getting his brain cut out as well. Got dumped in a Frankenstein's 
monster, if  I recall.” 
 
“But I still think there's someone behind even Cardigan,” said the 
Blonde. “And by thunder, I'm going to scare the truth out of  him, 
just as surely as I make Cardigan let us on that lift.” 
 
They were nearly upon him. Dressed in a scarf, thick glasses, and a 
very old hat, Cardigan grinned as they approached. Irene had seen 
that grin before, on the face of  Zolarr, when he'd caught her 
friends. 
 
But this old man wasn't going to catch them. They were sure of  
that. 
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He was about to speak. As he did so, the Blonde saw that he had 
sharp teeth in his mouth. She realized in an instant what he was 
capable of. There was no surprising her. 
 
“Listen up, Cardigan,” she yelled. “You're going to try to hypnotize 
us right?” 
 
The old man suddenly seemed surprised. 
 
“Well, suck on this!” 
 
One flex of  her power, and all the guilty acts that Elwyn Cardigan 
had perpetrated in his life came back to haunt him. Suddenly she 
was stronger even than the order of  creature he belonged to: the 
species of  the vampire.  
 
There was no comprehending the sort of  shape she became for 
him. She was more like an enormous storm cloud, made of  malice 
and churning power. It was amusing to her to watch his eye twitch. 
For indeed, Dr. Cardigan was a vampire, and that clued the Blonde 
Bitch in to whose ass he was kissing. 
 
“What—what are you?” Cardigan cried. 
 
“Never mind that,” the Blonde said. “I want to go up this tower, 
where I will karate chop your friends in the neck, before ripping out 
the tripe from their bodies. And yes, I know, only livestock stomachs 
are tripe. But your whole bunch, Cardigan, is as dumb as livestock. 
Let me use the lift, or it's the stake and garlic. Choose.” 
 
Whatever long monologue Dr. Cardigan had for the pair, he had lost 
it. He was completely unused to this sort of  thing. He understood 
quickly that it was checkmate. 
 
“I-I'll get revenge on you,” he said. 
 
“Vampires are easy to kill. They have more dumb weaknesses than 
people,” the Blonde said. “I'm not scared of  your revenge. And I'm 
not scared of  your boss. It's just Dracula, isn't it?” 
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Cardigan said nothing. He was utterly humiliated. 
 
But still, humiliation was pretty good, given that most people who 
saw her illusory form went raving mad. 
 
He gave them the key to the elevator. It traveled fast, and they were 
glad to leave him behind. He began to walk away, in complete 
surrender. But he was a tricky fox, the Blonde knew from the files. 
He was just trying to preserve himself, to maintain eternal life. He 
would wander into some new shenanigans soon enough. 
 
He was still useless. It was then that the Blonde turned to Irene. 
 
“We need to contact Peinture. Tell her that her information let us 
bust the boss of  zombie scientists.” 
 
“I agree. At this range it will be easy for me to reach her with my 
spells,” Irene said. “I think she'll be able to figure things out if  we 
give her a sliver of  an advantage.” 
 
“Absolutely. Let's do it.” 
 
They entered the tower, observed the violet chain which stretched 
off  of  it. Hesiod was doubtlessly still struggling in there to shift the 
narrative, while this chain was a sign of  Peinture's work buying them 
yet more time. 
 
If  they lost their grip, it would catch four Nova Corpsmen now. 
 
The door closed behind them when they entered. Irene moved her 
fingers, and drew out an outline of  a looking-glass. They could see 
now that Peinture Ayforte was bound beside an unconscious Hesiod 
Pann. At least—they hoped that Hesiod was unconscious. It was 
dark where they were, but Irene's window provided light, and 
Peinture's eyes locked onto that light. 
 
“I-Irene?” 
 
“It's me, hon. Don't worry, it's okay now.” 
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“My crayon is in my pocket, but I can't use it without being free...” 
 
“Listen, Peinture,” Irene said. “When I close this window, it will 
explode. Move your arms close to the blast. You may hurt your 
fingers but the goal is the damage the bonds with the blast.” 
 
“Th-that's all I need!” 
 
“Is...is he okay?” the Blonde said, pointing. 
 
“He's alive, yes. Hurry, close the window. I need to get to work if  
I'm going to get him and me out of  here.” 
 
“Roger that. We'll meet in the middle. We're on our way.” 
 
“Hurry.” 
 
Irene nodded, and closed the window. They couldn't hear the 
explosion, but they had seen Peinture raised her bonds towards 
them.  
 
Irene then called up green fire, to light their way as they ran into the 
tunnel. The tunnels went on for an astoundingly long time, and they 
were dark all through. The Blonde took the lead. She even kept 
going long after the light had vanished. 
 
Eventually, however, she stopped to catch her breath, and realized 
she hadn't been able to see for some time. 
 
“Irene?” 
 
Nothing. Damn. Either she'd gone the wrong way, or something 
awful had happened to her. 
 
She could go back to save her, but it was two against one. She had 
to try to get Peinture and Hesiod, and together the three of  them 
would come back for Irene. 
 
Besides, Irene could take of  herself. 
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A hissing sound came from the darkness. The Blonde felt her eye 
twitch. 
 
“Okay, you bastards! Don't anybody move! That means you!” She 
pointed out in the direction of  the hiss, but it was then that a 
familiar scent reached her nostrils. “Oh Jesus,” she cried, out of  
frustration. And with good reason. That hiss was familiar too, now, 
in retrospect. She knew the sounds and smells of  zombies when she 
heard them.  
 
Zombies felt no guilt. They were more like creatures, immune to an 
understanding of  crime. They were manipulated to kill by others; 
the murders they committed were in a sense not their faults, but the 
fault of  their controller. Her powers didn't work against them. 
 
But her eyes were getting used to the dark. She could see their 
forms as a distinction against the darkness that had some small 
crack of  light filtering into it, somewhere. They shambled towards 
her, their hissing turning to meaningless growls. 
 
“I hate zombies because they're just waves of  mooks,” the Blonde 
said aloud. “They're no fun to fight. They're not even fun to watch 
people fight!” 
 
Hesiod had told her once about some sort of  knot that Alexander 
the Great came across in his travels, which could not be untied due 
to the brilliance of  how the knot was made. But he cut the knot in 
half. With that in mind, she simply ran through the hordes of  
zombies. 
 
They reacted too slowly to get her. So she simply ran and ran, let the 
zombies fall back in the inconsequential things they'd been warped 
into. 
 
She ran until everything was just a blur of  darkness. She kept 
thinking of  her friends, and kept running. 
 
There was something coming towards her. She had no idea now if  
she had surpassed the zombie hordes, with their unseeing leers. She 
knew not an ounce of  fear. She charged this shape head-on, at all 
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the speed her legs could muster— 
 
“Blonde! Stop!”  
 
It was Peinture's voice. In the time it had taken for the Blonde to get 
zombie grease all over her by wandering around in the dark, the 
artist had gotten herself  free. She was carrying Hesiod, who was still 
out like a light.  
 
“Can you hold him for a sec?” 
 
“Of  course I can,” she said. “He's light enough.” 
 
“I just need to...” 
 
Peinture drew a simple ring in the air, and then reached her hand 
inside the hole. She pulled out the sword and gun she'd 
manufactured earlier through the tiny gap. 
 
“There we are. Are you set?” 
 
“More than ever. But, uh—we need to find Irene.” 
 
“She's not with you?” 
 
“No. She's on the other side of  the—” 
 
Peinture knew the smell and noise too. She drew a lantern, and 
affixed it to a string which she drew hooks for on the ceiling. Soon 
the tunnel was full of  violet light. And the greenish lumps that were 
Cardigan's victims lurched towards them. 
 
“May you rest in peace,” Peinture said then. 
 
She still carried the machine-gun she'd sketched out for herself. She 
opened fire. 
 
It didn't take long. The noise woke Hesiod up, in the end. 
 
“Holy mother of  fu—” He cut himself  off. “Oh. Hi, guys. It's, 
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uh—it's good to see you again. Where are we?” 
 
“Still in the tower, friend,” Peinture said. “But I left Zolarr in a set 
of  purple bars back up there.” 
 
“He'll get out eventually, friend—the cage will dissipate.” 
 
“He's pretty harmless. And useless. Honestly I beat the hell out of  
him before I got us out.” 
 
Hesiod was silent. 
 
“I know. I don't like it either,” Peinture said. “And I didn't like killing 
these zombies. But we're in a good place. We just need to find 
Irene.” 
 
Hesiod said then: “Friend, what about that anchor I saw you draw, 
before I went under?”  
 
Peinture blinked. She'd forgotten about that. And Hesiod had gone 
under because he overexerted himself  holding the tower in place. 
His power had dissipated when he collapsed. 
 
The entire ship shook around them. They were finally 
transferring—moving to the destination that Cardigan, Tsung, and 
Zolarr had prepared for them. Along with their mysterious Master. 
 
But the Blonde Bitch never gave up. Ever. And anyone who said she 
gave up was in for a smackdown. 
 
“I'll come back with Irene,” she said, stomping over the tatters of  
the zombies. 
 
As the transfer completed, Peinture and Hesiod turned slowly. 
There was someone coming aboard, but thankfully, it was a 
decently-friendly face. Or something akin to a face. Eternis looked 
shocked to be there. 
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SIXTH SEGMENT 

 
 

“Six?!” Eternis exclaimed. “Six segments? In a five-segmented 
story?” 
 
“I guess we get the bonus chapter,” Hesiod said.  
 
“I-I will not lie to thee, I thought my involvement was over...” 
 
“What, you thought you could put your feet up and call up Zordon? 
See if  he wants to date again?” Peinture said. “C'mon, girl. Let's get 
moving. We need to help the Blonde find Irene.” 
 
Eternis seemed to regain her focus then. “I disagree with thine 
assertion, Ms. Ayforte. I believe that we should try to determine our 
location.” 
 
“Ohh, no, we've had too many troubled thoughts about you,” 
Hesiod said. “You're going to do what we say. For all I know, you 
wrote my section, with all those taunts and such.” 
 
“I did no such thing, Mr. Pann.” 
 
“Well, we don't like how you managed the segments, all the same.” 
 
“I have no control over the segments. This is rolling a 6 on a five-
sided die. I refuse to accept responsibility.” 
 
“Guys!” Peinture shouted then. “Stop. We shall always have 
differences, due to the chaos that lives within us. Let's cooperate all 
the same. That's the way to do things. Eternis, you go find out 
where we are. Hesiod and I will help the Blonde and Irene. Oh, 
and—friend.” She stared hard at Eternis. “Irene has made new 
friends. There are two of  them. Apparently they're from—ah, I'll 
just say it, they're from the Infinity Trust.” 
 
“It has begun then. The prophesied Great Alliance emerges at last.” 
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Eternis nodded, as best as she could—there was nothing left to say. 
Then, with only a moment's hesitation, she went on. 
 
She looked back briefly to see the two rushing away into the dark, 
carrying a purple-crayon lantern. She had her own flame, which 
shone with more colors than the green of  Irene's. She traveled 
through the tower in five dimensions, seeking to find the end of  it. 
Once she could poke out through one end, she could see where this 
timeship had docked. 
 
Eventually, the identical circle-chambers of  the tower ended, 
without any further trace of  zombies or crew. She slid out through 
the molecules of  the tower's wall, and found herself  gazing out into 
a long night, which blanketed an endless-seeming stretch of  forest. 
The tower, the spike of  steel, was now attached to an enormous 
European castle. She sensed they were somewhere near 
Transylvania, in the late 1990s. But she was unable to determine if  
this castle belonged to Dracula. There wasn't a doubt in her mind 
that it was a vampire's lair. 
 
Long ago, the Great Old Ones had unleashed a creature on Earth 
called Lilith, who had created the first vampires among humans. 
They were part of  an early attempt to control the dead. In Egypt, 
they were worshipped by the Priests of  Karnak, who were among 
the people taken from Africa as slaves—they had the power that 
many mistakenly called voodoo, raising zombies just as Cardigan 
had. Then they were in Arkham, with a cult of  witches inspired by 
them, who also reached into the fourth-dimensional realms of  the 
dead. In the 20th Century, students of  the university at Arkham 
carried on the work of  those witches by making more zombies. 
Vampires and humans alike conspired to spread the plague of  
undeath throughout the innocent all throughout history. 
 
If  this was a vampire's castle, they were right in enemy territory. 
This could be the end of  the Nova-Cthulhu Wars, once and for all. 
With a stark defeat for the Nova side of  things. 
 
But then, the Infinity Trust was here, weren't they? Surely they, in 
their slavish and gag-inducing dedication to order, would also want 
to mop the floor with a vampire? 
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She went back inside the tower, out of  respect for the local physics. 
She had to find her way from the tower to the castle. There she 
would find her vampire. There she would bring an end to all this. 
 

*  *  * 
 

Hesiod Pann and Peinture Ayforte never wanted to see another 
zombie again for as long as they lived. The trek through the hallways 
was long and perilous, and now, the zombies were about to devour 
the Blonde Bitch. But they'd arrived just in time. 
 
“Get off  me, you wet sacks of  meat!” the Blonde shouted. “My 
friends are here, and they're gonna kick your asses!” 
 
Peinture did what she said. She fired her crayon-rifle into the 
zombies that held the Blonde down. She stood up and brushed 
herself  off, as Peinture took care of  the rest of  the horde. 
 
“I take it you didn't find Irene,” Hesiod said. 
 
“No, as it happens, I didn't find Irene,” the Blonde said, with 
exhaustion in her voice. “But. I did find out where she was going. 
Or taken.” 
 
“You did?” he replied. 
 
“Zombies are talkative if  you shout at them loud enough. They 
murmured something to me about 'powwwerrrrrr corrrrrrre.'” And 
she stretched her arms out before her, making a twisted face. 
 
“You know, Irene was born through a ritual conducted by servants 
of  Cthulhu,” Peinture said. “And that means it's more likely that 
Irene is the power core, instead of  merely headed for the power 
core.” 
 
“We need to find it, then, as soon as possible,” the Blonde said. 
“Let's get running.” 
 
“No, that's a waste of  time,” Hesiod said. “I'm going to try to bend 
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the narrative a little. Create a wormhole to take us right where we 
need to be.” 
 
“Plot convenience?” Peinture laughed. 
 
“Yeah. Hell yeah. That's my power.” Hesiod smirked. “Get ready.” 
 
He closed his eyes, and reached out into the fiction around him. 
 
“I'm gonna do some rewrite. I feel like there's a long journey 
ahead.” 
 
He burrowed deep into the substance of  the fiction. It fought back 
against him, but only lightly. For reality was weaker in the presence 
of  Eternis. No matter where she was, her mere existence gave him a 
slight advantage when it came to this sort of  work. 
 
He hauled up a future paragraph: “They continued onward, in spite 
of  their injuries. The Blonde took a hard look at Peinture, who 
thought of  what happened when people were bitten by zombies. 
Hesiod nursed his wound and honorably soldiered onward—” 
 
“Hold on,” Peinture said then. “In the current turn of  events, you 
get bitten by a zombie?!” 
 
“I guess so,” Hesiod said. “Don't worry, I'm gonna strike out that 
part, and the surrounding, oh...four paragraphs, both up and down. 
Let me know how this sounds instead...” He cleared his throat. “It 
was then that a large gate yawned open before them. Provoked by 
Hesiod's gesture of  power, this wormhole took them forward into a 
large, glowing chamber.” 
 
“How do you know the chamber is large and glowing?” Peinture 
asked. 
 
“It's a power core. I assume it takes up a lot of  space. And emits a 
lot of  light.” 
 
“Well, let's hope we don't just end up in some other timeline or 
universe.” 
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“We've been well-guided all along this way,” the Blonde said. 
“Apparently. That's what you guys tell me; I haven't gotten to do 
much.” 
 
“I'm sure you'll have a chance to strike, my friend,” Hesiod said to 
her. 
 
“How much guilt does a vampire bear?” Peinture asked. The Blonde 
thought back to Cardigan. Then she smiled wide. For the vampire 
they were looking for now was likely even stronger than Cardigan. 
And only evil strengthened a vampire. Evil which would eat him 
alive under her spell. She couldn't wait to see the look on his face. 
 
“Alright, I'm sticking the new writing in,” Hesiod said. “Hope it fits 
in with whatever sort of  verbiage is making things up at this 
point—” His actions occurred invisibly. Even with Eternis' 5D body 
shearing away dimensional layers, it was a strain to implant new 
prose into the timeline. 
 
A moment passed. A moment of  dying resistance. 
 
Then the barriers split wide open. 
 
It was then that a large gate yawned open before them. Provoked by 
Hesiod's gesture of  power, this wormhole took them forward into a 
large, glowing chamber. It drew them in, with a gentle tugging 
force—the rush of  motion as a dimensional vacuum broke. 
 
And they were now standing on a metal walkway, over a large 
cylindrical chamber. Something told Hesiod that they were 
underground—something from his surroundings. Perhaps a small 
hint of  a smell. This power core, then, not only powered the 
timeship, which formed one of  the spires of  the castle—it powered 
other mechanisms throughout the castle, secret mechanisms, which 
he'd likely never learn the full functions of. 
 
A hot glow did indeed emanate from the round power core, and this 
glow was broken only by a thin vertical line. This “line” was in truth 
a humanoid figure, bound to the core by some magnetic force. 
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Tellingly, the light that blazed from the spherical core was green—a 
green flame. 
 
“Irene!” Hesiod cried. “We have to get her out of  there!” 
 
“I am aware,” Peinture said. “Let me think.” 
 
The Blonde walked up to the edge of  the metal walkway. She peered 
over the thin steel railing to the bottom floor of  the chamber. She 
peered down, with a squint that changed from focus to malice. 
 
“Hey, guys. I, uh. I'll see you at the bottom, alright?” 
 
“Why, friend?” asked Hesiod. “What's at the bottom of  the 
chamber? Is there a way up to Irene?” 
 
“Oh, I'll turn it into one.” 
 
She turned around and grinned at the two of  them, then leaned 
back over the railing. Far over the railing. 
 
“Byeeee!” 
 
She fell. Hesiod and Peinture ran to the edge, but saw that she 
landed perfectly on her feet, like a cat. But she wasn't the only at the 
bottom of  the shaft. There was a man, a man dressed in black. 
Perhaps it was Zolarr, who Peinture had beaten on not too long ago. 
But she stood upright—and his face was handsomer, less desperate. 
It fit together perfectly in their minds that this man was the elusive 
“Master.” 
 
Now the Blonde Bitch stood before him, staring hand into him, as 
if  trying to break open his soul.  
 
“Who are you?” she demanded. 
 
The man grinned, revealing the fangs she'd been looking. 
 
More villain speak emerged from his mouth: same as it had been 
with Cardigan. “How did you survive a fall like that?” 
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“I just did. It doesn't matter.” She began to well up her powers 
against him. She felt the evil in his soul turn into her power source, 
even as he fed on the battery fueled by Irene's magicks. 
 
He bowed before her, heedless of  her subtle transformations. “My 
name is William van Diemen. I am of  Dutch extraction.” 
 
“Van Diemen—you have to be kidding me.” 
 
“I most assuredly am not.” 
 
“Well, it's over, van Diemen. I'm pullin' the plug. Put back what 
you've taken from Irene, and I'll give you a fair chance.” 
 
“I can't put it back. Already Ms. Kathalnova's power has been added 
to mine. And I intend to use it to end this war once and for all.” 
 
“You made us puppets all along this journey, in some sense,” the 
Blonde said. “But you're just a puppet too, you know that? All these 
Masters. And it all leads up to someone who dances a jig for a 
bunch of  octopoid space gods.” 
 
“My aims are wider in scope than even Dracula's,” van Diemen 
mused. “And I have been promised the power to achieve those 
aims.” 
 
At this point, Peinture Ayforte had made a small helicopter for 
bringing herself  and Hesiod to the bottom of  the shaft. “More 
obnoxious cliches. Implication without substance,” Hesiod said. 
“And you, van Diemen—it makes sense that you'd be at the end of  
this. After all, the basic story behind any vampire is the old preying 
on the new. The elderly burning out the young. That's the sort of  
battle that surrounds us now, more than ever. Why do you think 
we're warring against the Great Old Ones?” 
 
“Chaos is change is youth,” said the Blonde. “We're not looking for 
chronological youth. We're looking for vitality. Viability. Creation.” 
 
“Imagination,” concluded Peinture with a grin.  
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“You think I'm against imagination? I strain the imagination. A 
human bound to demonic fury, who lives forever on the blood of  
the living.” 
 
“We keep moving on,” Hesiod said. “We find new versions of  new 
things. Here, now, you're nothing special.” 
 
“Perhaps in your fiction-vision I am just a shriveled cliché, Pann. 
But physically, materially, I am more than you are ready for!” 
 
With that declaration, van Diemen raised a hand, and in an instant, 
the three were up against the wall. All of  them were secured by the 
same type of  straps that two of  them had only just escaped from. 
 
“Wh-what is this?” the Blonde said. 
 
“It's not just that I have a timeship,” van Diemen said. “It's that it's 
very popular these days for vampires to have some power or 
another over time. A lot of  us have the power to freeze it. You 
should  have let poor Dr. Cardigan explain what he was really doing 
for me. Under the name Andrew Forbes, ostensibly a respected 
student of  the famous Dr. Paul Carruthers, he went to South 
America, where he investigated the possible truths behind the Aztec 
legend of  the flying serpent known as Quetzalcoatl. He was aided 
by a friend of  mine, a man named Quinn, who is unfortunately dead 
by Cardigan's hand. Cardigan's rival, a famous Chinese detective, 
investigated the same legends around the same time. Earlier, under 
the name 'Alfred Morris,' Cardigan had discovered an Aztec nerve 
gas, which was used for vivisection; the nerve gas was made from 
the venom of  the creature he discovered. But he only found the 
creature by solving a complex riddle involving a statue he discovered 
in the Aztec ruins. This statue bore a stone mask. It is one of  
several, this mask—and it is the mask which gave me the power to 
freeze time.” 
 
“There were too many elements for us to keep track of,” Hesiod 
said. “Too many segments to this tale. It makes sense that one of  
those threads would hit us unaware.” 
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“I reject your power, vampire,” said the Blonde Bitch then. 
 
“What was that?” asked van Diemen. 
 
“I said I reject your power. All of  it.” 
 
“Oh, don't try to scare me with that weak excuse for a superpower. 
I'm not afraid of  you, because your power is all illusion.” 
 
“I have abilities that don't involve my superpowers,” the Blonde 
said. “I didn't get enough of  the spotlight in my segment. Now let's 
see how you like this!” 
 
She tore away the bonds in an instant. Van Diemen raised his hand 
again, intending to stop time. And he successfully did so. But she 
walked towards him nonetheless. 
 
“This is impossible,” he said. “I'm literally using magic to slow 
chronons. You can't just walk through a frozen chronon wall!” 
 
“I can do whatever the hell I like. Now you're in for an ass-kicking!” 
 
Van Diemen took a step back. “The cycle goes on and on forever,” 
he said. “You just traipse past us, like...” 
 
“Like all the rules of  your crude world don't matter?” the Blonde 
said. Now he was starting to get scared of  her, and he didn't even see 
her turn into any sort of  monster. She was frightening enough; a 
normal human being, standing up to him. 
 
“Idiot,” she said. “The Great Old Ones were once chaotic. They 
swirled and churned in the imaginations of  madmen. But now, 
they're fridge magnets. Gods of  capitalism. Order-gods. Gods of  
flesh and blood. Those above us ain't supposed to bleed.” 
 
“Even if  they fail me...” van Diemen said then, “my own internal 
power won't fail me. You're all trapped. And like I've been saying, I 
have your friend's power!” 
 
Irene's green flame burst out from his hands then; the product of  
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sorcery she'd learned, and not the ancestry of  Cthulhu. The Blonde 
Bitch steadied herself  again it, and while she didn't burn, she was 
tossed backwards.  
 
“I suppose nothing matters now!” van Diemen cried. “Nothing at 
all. Not while I possess the supreme power.” 
 
“You are far from supreme,” the Blonde spat. “I do know one 
person, though—they...well, they ain't supreme either, and in truth 
they're rather emotionally constipated a lot of  the time. But they 
have a lot of  connections to some sort of  higher power. Eternis? 
You wanna give him the bum's rush?” 
 
Eternis had finally rendezvoused—she was on time for what seemed 
to be the first time in eons. From her large pupil came a burning ray 
which smashed down hard into the vampire. 
 
He resisted for a moment; a shield of  raw magic protected him. 
“You fool! This place is an instant trap-chamber!” 
 
He froze time again, seemingly without effort. Eternis was frozen, 
and he stepped out from under her eye-beam. But slowly, her pupil 
moved across her spherical body. She was locked onto van Diemen, 
and bit by bit she regained her speed. 
 
“Oh, that stone mask was a ripoff!” van Diemen exclaimed then. 
“Two of  you can break the time-stop?! That's just not fair!” 
 
“Stop thine whining,” Eternis said, and fired on him again. 
 
But he was fast, even without his time-powers. He easily dodged her 
blast. He grinned up at her, in mockery. He had no idea that she had 
really been aiming for him. 
 
The energies she packed were of  course multidimensional, in the 
same way she was. And the concussion-waves created by beams like 
hers rippled away the shallow illusion of  physicality, revealing 
instead something vast and mauve. The dimension that cradled the 
three dimensions van Diemen and others took for granted. And 
there were things that lived within this vivid mauve space. Van 
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Diemen just need to lose his footing. 
 
The Blonde Bitch charged him, striking him as hard as she could 
with her shoulder. 
 
“You fool!” van Diemen cried. “You've sacrificed your footing to 
take out mine—!” 
 
“I keep saying it and no one listen: I ain't afraid!” 
 
Van Diemen was unfortunately correct. Just as he fell, so too did the 
Blonde. Below them hungered the Great Old Ones, who gibbered 
formlessly in languages that were not languages. The Blonde nearly 
let out a yawn. 
 
The timestop was still in effect, but not for much longer. Peinture 
Ayforte's purple eyes twinkled, and as a Frozen Person she too was 
able to move through frozen time. She had twisted well enough to 
make a set of  shears, to cut herself  loose. And now, in her hands 
was a wooden stake, drawn in purple crayon. She threw it, and with 
flawless accuracy it pierced van Diemen. Time still hung for a 
moment after he died. 
 
The Blonde was still falling, but she stopped in midair then. Eternis 
looked upward, and saw that Irene was doing much better now that 
the man draining her had been staked and tossed in to be dog-food 
for the shapeless things. Her hand was extended away from the 
blazing core, and it was this hand which held the Blonde up.  
 
As before, Peinture freed Hesiod, with her violet scissors. Hesiod 
observed that her drawings seemed to glow brighter in the presence 
of  the freshly-exposed Mauve Zone. 
 
Once he was free, he produced something he'd yearned to use on 
his own quest, but never had the chance or memory to: his 
grappling hook. A minor adjustment replaced the hook with a bolo-
ball. When he hurled it out it would wrap around the Blonde 
without hooking into her. Once he'd got a line on he hauled her in. 
Meanwhile, Peinture was pulling on the edges of  her scissors. She 
whistled as they grew larger as a result of  her tugs. 
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“'I had strings, but now I'm free—oh, there are no strings on me,'” 
she sang. She raised the giant scissors up to the top of  the power-
core. The first time the twin blades flicked out and snipped the 
bonds that held Irene in place. She slowly, gently hovered down. As 
she did, Peinture turned the scissors, and cut the metal conduit 
which held the power core in place. 
 
It plummeted down into the abyss that Eternis had created. She 
looked hard at Hesiod. 
 
“Close it! Close it!” 
 
“Uh, uh...” Hesiod peered down into the flaw in reality. His eye 
twitched as a shimmer of  madness came over him. “'And then the 
abyss closed up, sealed by its own instability—the quintet of  heroes 
would not see the core as it exploded among the swarming giant 
things which dwelt in the violet dark.'” 
 
He paled as he spoke it, but that meant it would work. Sure enough, 
the borders of  the hole Eternis made sparked and sputtered. And 
then they broke—and regular matter slammed back to its previous 
position. The force created a thunderclap, the same sort which had 
released Peinture when Irene clapped shut the wormhole. 
 
Speaking of  Irene, it was now her time to rest in someone's arms. 
Namely, the Blonde's—she would carry her out of  here, no matter 
what. But she was not unconscious yet; Irene was tough to the end, 
even after she'd had so much of  her magicks bled from her spirit. 
 
“Without the power core, the timeship is going to go into red alert,” 
she whispered. “Van Diemen told me the ship can interlock with the 
castle, and make it part of  itself. The entire castle will travel deep 
into the time-void, and then self-destruct.” 
 
“Well, we'll run out of  here before it takes off,” the Blonde said.  
 
“No such luck. The castle is going to seal its bulkheads.” 
 
“Hesiod will warp us out,” was the Blonde's answer, but Irene 
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shook her head at this. As did Hesiod. 
 
“His power is burnt out, for now.” 
 
“I think that Irene is trying to say that we should wait for her 
friends,” Peinture said.  
 
“Y-yes, that's a good summary of  my implication,” said Irene. 
“We've been running since forever. Let someone else do the hard 
work for once.” 
 
Alarms and klaxons sounded all throughout the castle, then. The 
death of  the Master had left the house without a life of  its own. It 
wheezed all through, as the timeship interlaced its atoms with the 
large structure. Distant alert systems warned that the automated 
systems were arming the self-destruct mechanisms. 
 
“I hope they work a little harder,” Hesiod said, but he was 
interrupted right after these words left his lips. There was an 
explosion from above, which broke away the ceiling. It revealed the 
sky above—not the void where the castle was destined to face ruin. 
There was a figure who stood in the outline blown into the roof. 
Irene grinned. 
 
“That's them. His name is Chang Ho Ping. And her name 
is...Scarlet...I think...” 
 
Then she was unconscious. 
 
Peinture just had to draw a ladder up to them. The Blonde began to 
carry Irene up the ladder, but instead Eternis stepped in. 
 
“Rest ye well, my friend. I will take care of  her.” 
 
The Blonde nodded, and let her. Together, they escaped the castle, 
and the deafening noise which flooded it. They stood on top of  the 
roof, with a Transylvanian wind howling cold through under the 
night. 
 
“Greetings,” said Chang Ho Ping. “Easy does it. You've had a busy 
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day.” 
 
“Or six months, some of  us,” the Blonde said. “Apparently. Dang, I 
sort of  wish I'd met that Crazy Tracy girl...” 
 
“Well, she's flying the ship to take us out of  here.” 
 
It was only then that the Nova Corps noticed there was a woman 
there with them. They could hardly see her, for she stood away from 
any light. Her voice echoed loud from her shadowed form. “I am 
The Scarlet. I am an agent of  the Infinity Trust, as is my friend. But 
the days of  the Infinity Trust are ending. It's time now instead to 
build a fusion of  the Trust and your Corps. We will together make a 
Great Alliance, who'll end all this once and for all!” 
 
“Who are you?” Peinture said, already knowing the name from 
Irene. 
 
“I am called The Scarlet. I am the successor of  the great 
crimefighter Leighton Travers. And if  you are lucky—you will learn 
my tale sometime.” 
 
A large helicopter appeared then, on the horizon. While the fortress 
of  the vampire van Diemen burst into heat and light, they waited 
for this “ship” to come up on them. It reached them faster than 
they expected, and via a rope ladder they climbed aboard. 
 
It was like a handshake, that climb. Sealing the deal. They were 
Allies. 
 
When they made it up, they saw a dark-haired woman with a ribbon 
in her hair look back towards. 
 
“Hey, hey, new friends,” she said. “I'm Tracy. Nice to meet you! I'm 
sure we're gonna be besties.” 
 
The quintet was sure of  that as well. Below them were screaming 
gods, left scarred by their assault. 
 
Eternis had been nearly silent this whole time, but it was easy to tell 
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that as her burning eye swept over the ship of  fools, she was 
thinking about how it had all gone as right as it could've. The 
chopper shook under turbulence when the exploding castle 
vanished; and the future shook with it. 
 
 

Against the waves, with our swords in our hands, 
Against the sea, with our backs to the walls, 

Against distress, in the presence of  our enemies, 
Against the storms, roaring at our faces— 

A cry rang out throughout the skies 
A beckon, the flight of  the cranes! 

 

− “The Call of  the Mountains,” Elueveitie (Origins, 2014) 
 
 

And I will never see the sky the same way 
And I will learn to say goodbye to yesterday 
And I will never cease to fly, if  held down 

And I will always reach too high 
 

− “Twilight,” Vanessa Carlton (Be Not Nobody, 2002) 
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The Clones of  Wolf  Larsen 

An Essay 
 

I often include annotations on the fictional references I make in my 
books, and I have not made an exception for this volume. However, 
before I can proceed with naming these references, I have to talk 
about a matter which emerged when I was interviewing Infinity 
Trust agent Catnip Pons to determine the events that led her into 
contact with the Trust. She had done research on the cryptic 
references the Hawk-God made to “the clones of  Wolf  Larsen,” 
and the following essay is a combination of  her research and my 
own. The context and history surrounding these strange men will be 
explained so that readers can get a handle on what we talked about. 
 
Wolf  Larsen is the sinister sea captain from Jack London's The Sea-
Wolf  (1904). In the scholarship of  the Wold Newton Family concept 
of  Philip Jose Farmer, Christopher Paul Carey put forth the concept 
that Wolf  Larsen—identified by Farmer as the grandfather of  
Lester Dent's Doc Savage—was the man Farmer called Baron Karl 
von Hessel, who bedeviled a young Doc in Farmer's Escape from 
Loki (1991). Carey, alongside fellow Wold Newtonian Win Scott 
Eckert, also put forth the idea that Larsen/Baron von Hessel was 
the Stone Age immortal known as XauXaz, from Farmer's Secrets of  
the Nine series, as well as Dr. Karl Linningen, from the Doc Savage 
stories. Carey also found an incident where XauXaz posed as Baron 
Kurt von Hessel, seen in Charles Ira Coombs' Ace of  the Argonne 
(1967).1 Coyle T. Ravin, in an otherwise incompatible article, “The 

 
1 I was intrigued by the discovery of  Ace of  the Argonne because the snippet 

Christopher Carey shared from it contained a reference to someone called the 
Scarlet Dragon. The Crimson Dragon, alias Jane Meng, appeared in my book 
Quinary Infinities, being a bounty hunter in a future timeline, and Katherine Avalon 
and I had begun work on the character before I saw this snippet. In Quinary 
Infinites Jane Meng was said to be the descendant of  the Gray Dragon, from 
George F. Worts' Peter the Brazen stories, and Jane Gay, from Norman Pett's 
comic strip Jane (1932-1959). It is likely however that the Crimson Dragon is also 
a descendant of  the Scarlet Dragon, aka Baron von Hessel. As Baron von Hessel 
is the grandfather of  Doc Savage, it remains possible then that his contribution to 
Jane Meng's bloodline comes from Doc. The Crimson Dragon's stellar beauty 
recalls that of  Doc's cousin Patricia, and his daughter, also named Patricia. Ace of  
the Argonne contains a possible plot by Baron von Hessel to introduce Doc Savage 
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Stars Are But Reflections,” postulated that Larsen was the same man 
as Ragnar Grimsson from Farmer's Red Orc's Rage (1991). And I 
believe that Wolf  Larsen was also Lars Ulf  Larssen, a Norwegian 
sailor described in Farmer's Image of  the Beast (1968). The trickster 
Baron has had many identities over the millennia, and was 
responsible for the meteor crash at Wold Newton that mutated the 
ancestors of  Doc Savage and many other heroes. But his 
immortality throws a spanner into the works of  London's original 
novel—for therein, Wolf  Larsen has a brother, Death Larsen, who 
is his bitter rival. One could argue that Death Larsen is a rival 
member of  the Nine, XauXaz's Stone Age organization, seeking to 
undermine XauXaz for his own ends. But there are other Larsens, 
similar to Wolf  in some way, that cannot be so easily explained. We 
could discount these Larsens as wholly fictional, but the files of  the 
Infinity Trust reveal to me the reality of  these other individuals.  
 
In the early 20th Century, the ship Venture, also known as the 
Adventura, was under the command of  Captain Bull Larsen. Later on 
the ship would be captained by a man named Englehorn, on its 
famous voyage to the mysterious Skull Island. One dangerous 
voyage of  Bull Larsen's appeared in Pete Rawlik's crossover book 
Reanimators (2013). I believe that this man may have been the same 
as the pirate Bucko Larsen, whose tyrannical exploits in the 1880s 
were depicted in the film South of  Pago Pago (1940). In old age, he 
may have changed his name to Gorilla Larsen, who was seen in the 
film Gorilla Ship (1932). In none of  these accounts does this Larsen 
do anything to indicate a close relationship to Wolf  Larsen and the 

 
to a cousin of  his. It is said in Wold Newton sources that Doc met John 
Drummond-Clayton, aka Korak, at the Battle of  the Argonne. The protagonist of  
the novel, Tom Miller, finds a best friend in the Air Force in the form of  Eddie 
Lansing. Miller and Lansing work together to shoot down von Hessel and his 
Scarlet Dragon triplane. In the film Tarzan Finds a Son (1939), Tarzan adopts a 
child from the Lansing family. While the Tarzan films are largely fictional, it is 
intriguing to consider that Korak was Tarzan's actual adopted son. Thus it is 
possible that Eddie Lansing is a codename for John Drummond-Clayton. Upon 
learning that Tom Miller was a friend of  someone from the family he was 
watching over the centuries, Baron von Hessel killed his girlfriend Mary Boone to 
draw him—and consequently Drummond-Clayton—into battle. During this battle 
then, “Lansing” crossed paths with a young Clark Savage Jr. Doc Savage would 
become close to his cousin and his adopted father Tarzan, which would eventually 
lead to Doc receiving the immortality elixir which sustained Lord Greystoke and 
his family.  
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Nine, save by the implications of  his name. 
 
More distant is the mysterious Stewart Larsen, who became a bandit 
in the American West after the murder of  his son. Calling himself  
“the Son of  the Wolf,” he also used the name Wolf  Larsen. He was 
depicted in the Western film False Trails (1924). He is likely the same 
man as Wolf  Lawson, from the Western movie The Vanishing Riders 
(1935). His title of  “the Son of  the Wolf ” implies he may be the son 
of  the more famous Wolf  Larsen. Notably, Stewart Larsen blamed 
the wrong man for his troubles, a ranch owner named Ortega; he is 
likely related to the Ortega family seen in my short story “Claws of  
the Cat, Wings of  the Bat.” Similarly the true villain of  False Trails is 
an evil veterinarian named Ogden. He was probably the grandfather 
of  Reggie Ogden, a British mystery writer who was also a 
blackmailer and murderer known as The Shadow, depicted in the 
1933 film of  the same name. K. Allard was not amused that Reggie 
Ogden donned a dark cloak and slouch hat for his murders around 
the same time he donned the same outfit and name to become a 
crimefighter in America. 
 
There is also Captain Fox Larsen, who was a sailor in the late 1960s, 
who I wrote about in my book Tail of  the Lizard King. He was the 
father of  Moira Larsen, depicted both in the films Laure (1976) and 
my book The Divine Mrs. E. Notably, through my story “'As Thou 
Has Decreed, So Have I Done!'”, I also suggested that Captain Will 
Stone, from the film The Ghost Ship (1943), was the son of  Wolf  
Larsen; the name Stone would have been a joke on his behalf, given 
his influence on the Wold Newton stone that altered the fates of  so 
many of  his descendants. I am willing to drive the connection 
further and suggest that Fox Larsen was the son of  Will Stone. 
Stone had a brother, James Stone, who was the cohort of  the master 
criminal Latimer Marsh, aka the Cobra. Marsh and Stone's plots 
were depicted in the film Genius at Work (1946), which featured Jerry 
Miles and Mike Strager, a pair of  characters played in several films 
by Wally Brown and Art Carney. (Notably, in the 1945 film Zombies 
on Broadway, Miles and Strager traveled to San Sebastian, a voodoo-
haunted island also seen in The Ghost Ship.) James Stone had a 
marked physical resemblance to the men of  the Orloff  family, seen 
in my Awful Orloffs stories on my AtomMudman profile on 
Archive of  Our Own—his uncles were often played by Bela Lugosi, 
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as he was in Genius at Work. Perhaps he is the key to understanding 
where the mysterious Larsens came from. 
 
In Henry Robertson Waterhouse's “The Cuckoo-Girl; or, Jeffrey 
Pratt's Wedding” (1883), Katja Orloff  is a young woman who is 
revealed to be a “Cuckoo,” causing her life to take place over 
multiple time periods, as she was born multiple times. One 
incarnation of  Katja could have been seduced by XauXaz, and had 
his sons, Will and James Stone. However, that same incarnation later 
gave birth to another child, Karma Orloff, who was adopted by the 
occultist Datu Sumlang. Karma Sumlang would marry Leo Grainger 
Renault, a cousin of  the Orloffs. Leo Renault and his five siblings 
were the result of  two sets of  triplets sired on their mother by 
General Sir William Clayton, who spread Wold Newton genes to 
many parts of  the world; his brothers Lloyd and Elwyn, and his 
sister Paula, used the Clayton name rather than the name of  
Renault. Lloyd and Elwyn Clayton were seen in the film Dead Men 
Walk (1944), while Paula Clayton was depicted in Weird Woman 
(1944). Leo Renault and his wife Karma lived on Fog Island, a 
property inherited from Leo's half-brother, Phileas Fogg. Fog Island 
was the name of  the 1945 film that saw Leo's attempt to avenge 
Karma's murder.  
 
If  anything caught XauXaz's attention it was the circumstances of  
Karma's birth. Katja Orloff  had never had a relationship with Datu 
Sumlang; but she had carried and given birth to his child all the 
same, and somehow knew it, and sought him out in the Philippines 
to bring him his child. This “immaculate conception,” XauXaz 
learned, was caused by Datu Sumlang using magic from the 
future—magic combined with science. Two researchers, Carlo 
Lombardi and Quintus Ratcliff, had developed scientific methods 
of  using telepathy to “possess” one's prior reincarnated selves. 
Using this research, the older Sumlang had made an alternate 
Karma from the one who lived with him give birth to his daughter. 
Sumlang's research revealed nothing less than the power of  
changing time through sheer force of  will, by using the 
reincarnation cycle of  Katja Orloff  to bring people into being who 
had never existed before. 
 
The older Datu Sumlang's wife was Katja Sharif, a reporter. In her 
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youth she'd had an affair with Dr. Mabuse, producing four children: 
Ethel, Rosalie, Edith, and Gordon. Ethel and Rosalie were adopted 
by a man named Janowski, while Edith and Gordon ended up 
fostered by the Mortleys. The gruesome adventures of  these four 
children are shown in Nick Millard's movies Criminally Insane (1975), 
Criminally Insane II (1987), Death Nurse, (1987), Death Nurse 2 (1987), 
and Doctor Bloodbath (1988). Katja was rescued from Mabuse's 
influence by the vigilante known as The Unknown. The Unknown 
requested the use of  Katja's identity when she went abroad to 
France, in a 1955 mission to a small town infested with zombies. 
“Katja Sharif ”'s battles against the zombies were told in distorted 
form in Zombie Lake (1980). See also my book Quinary Infinities. 
Sumlang's use of  Katja Sharif  for experiments enraged Katja's 
relative, Dr. William Orloff. Orloff  kidnapped Datu Sumlang and 
disfigured and lobotomized him. In this state, Orloff  sold Sumlang 
as a servant to a wealthy islander named Esteban Powers, where 
Sumlang was renamed “Goro.” Goro and Esteban Powers were seen 
in the film Brides of  Blood (1968). 
 
It stands to reason that XauXaz would be curious in the possibilities 
of  Katja Orloff's unique existence. Using Lombardi and Ratcliff's 
research, he sired two children on Katja's past self: these were Buck 
and Stewart Larsen. They were brutal sailors akin to Wolf  Larsen 
who sailed at the same time as he; but they had no knowledge of  the 
Nine.  
 
XauXaz likely had no reason to pursue further use of  Katja's unique 
abilities because he already had the ability to time-travel; he had used 
his time-distorter to travel to the future to replicate Lombardi and 
Ratcliff's methods. He could change the timeline if  he truly wanted 
to. But the products of  his experiment were allowed to live, for a 
time. He left behind a series of  notes which were eventually 
obtained by Arsène Lupin. Finding them of  little value, he sold 
them for a modest price, and they circulated in criminal circles, until 
they were discovered by Carlo Lombardi and Quintus Ratcliff. They 
used these notes to create the research XauXaz had used in the first 
place. If  he was aware of  the time-paradox he created, the Baron 
would likely have been amused. 
 
The final fates of  Gorilla Larsen and Wolf  Lawson, as they became 



122 
 

known in their later years, is a mystery, but they both died under 
mysterious circumstances in 1935. It is believed they were 
assassinated by the member of  the Nine known as Death Larsen. 
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Notes 

 
Gathered in the Faerie-Glen 

 
Sun Valley Grocery is from my unfinished online story ReTales, and 
the section on ReTales from my book Quinary Infinities. “Garth” is 
Garth Howard, from same. Garth Howard is a reincarnation of  
Howard Hilary, from the film The Man from Beyond (1922). Hilary was 
also the detective Quentin Locke from the serial The Master Mystery 
(1918-1919), and the detective Donegal Dawn from the film Secrets 
of  Chinatown (1935). He eventually became the evil Sherlock Holmes 
clone, H.W. Manfred, from the film The Deadly Bees (1966). As seen 
in Quinary Infinities, Holmes himself  had something to do with the 
transformation of  the detective into a villain, by having part of  his 
essence fused into Hilary/Dawn/Locke; this is significant given the 
revelations about Tom's true identity, as he and Garth are both 
reincarnations of  Holmes in a sense.  
 
The Bourgeaux Path is meant to be a nod to the Tihuta Pass in the 
Bargau Mountains of  Transylvania, which was immortalized as the 
“Borgo Pass” from Bram Stoker's Dracula (1897). 
 
Gustave Ziska is the mad scientist who takes over Dr. Edwards' 
mental hospital in the film The Monster (1925), based off  the 1922 
play of  the same name by Wilbur Crane. In that film he was played 
by Lon Chaney Sr. Ziska Goodlittle's surname is meant to imply that 
Ziska had a daughter who married the son of  the film's protagonist, 
Johnny Goodlittle, and their child was Ziska Goodlittle. The college 
dean who, er, “miraculously” made a zombie is from the film Pieces 
(1982), which is notable for its non-sequitur ending. 
 
Edward Tamaron is from my original fiction. As seen in my book 
Kinyonga Tales, Tamaron used magic to replace real-life occultist 
Aleister Crowley (1875-1947) in the Multiverse's timeline, gaining 
Crowley's power in the process. Crowley was called “the Wickedest 
Man in the World,” and Tamaron took this title from him as well. 
 
Lydia Marlowe is from the film The Woman in Green (1945), one of  
the Sherlock Holmes movies made by Universal from 1939 to 1946, 
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based of  course on Sir Arthur Conan Doyle's character from A 
Study in Scarlet (1887) and its sequels. Basil Rathbone starred as 
Holmes. There is a theory among Sherlockians that “Holmes” as 
seen in the last twelve Universal movies (set in the same time they 
were produced, rather than the character's native Victorian period) 
was actually August Derleth's detective Solar Pons, a Holmes 
pastiche who appeared in a series of  short stories beginning in 1928. 
The implication is that Catnip is a descendant of  an affair between 
Solar Pons and Lydia Marlowe undertaken sometime after The 
Woman in Green. Lydia's father, Richard Marlowe, is from the horror 
film Voodoo Man (1944); in my story “'As Thou Has Decreed, So 
Have I Done!'” I had Marlowe as the leading of  a Manos cult. The 
demon Manos is from the horror film Manos: The Hands of  Fate 
(1966). 
 
It is notable that in the Basil Rathbone film series, Solar Pons spared 
with two enemies who had recurring appearances in films outside 
the “Holmes” series. Adrea Spedding from The Spider Woman (1943) 
reappears as Zenobia Dollard in The Spider Woman Strikes Back 
(1946); the name Zenobia implies a connection between Spedding 
and the Black Robe from Secrets of  Chinatown, who worship an 
idolized woman named Zenobia. In the film Pearl of  Death (1944) 
Pons battled Harold Mario Moffat, aka Lothar, aka Moloch the 
Brute Man—best known as the Creeper, or else the Hoxton 
Creeper. The Creeper appeared in The Spider Woman Strikes Back, 
Jungle Captive (1945) (the second sequel to the 1943 film Captive Wild 
Woman), House of  Horrors (1946), and The Brute Man (1946), as well as 
the Rocketeer stories of  Dave Stevens. Hal Moffat was the uncle of  
Lewis Moffat, whose unfortunate life was depicted in the film Ring 
of  Terror (1962). Lewis did not inherit his uncle's acromegaly, but 
some of  Hal's genes were used in the acromegaly-causing serum 
used by Dr. Igor Markoff  from the movie The Monster Maker (1944). 
 
Scarlette Marlowe, Catnip's cousin, is the protagonist of  the horror 
film As Above, So Below (2014). In that film we see that Scarlette had 
a father who committed suicide, and research has discerned this 
man's identity. Though she used the name Marlowe, Scarlette had 
been born Scarlette Lorenz. (She was in turn a cousin of  Rick 
Lorenzo, Andy Hassan's husband.) This is due to the aliases used by 
her ancestor, Richard Marlowe. In my fiction, Richard Marlowe was 



125 
 

born Feodor Orloff  II, being the grandson of  Count Feodor Orloff  
from John R. Carling's The Shadow of  the Czar (1902) on top of  being 
the sinister Dr. Feodor Orloff  from the 1939 film version of  Edgar 
Wallace's The Dark Eyes of  London (1924). Feodor Orloff/Richard 
Marlowe was also the man the film The Corpse Vanishes (1942) names 
as George Lorenz. Feodor Orloff  was Scarlette's great-grandfather, 
as his son Brian Marlowe (from the 1957 movie Cat Girl) was the 
parent of  her father Hartell Lorenz. Hart Lorenz somehow acquired 
a music box that could grant wishes, albeit at the cost of  the lives of  
the user's loved ones. When he realized the cost, Hart committed 
suicide, leaving his daughter an orphan. Hart Lorenz was depicted in 
a flashback under the name “Lawrence Hart” in the film Wish Upon 
(2017).  
 
Princess Ziska, Gustave Ziska's mother, is from Marie Corelli's 
Ziska: The Problem of  a Wicked Soul (1897). In that story, Ziska is a 
mysterious princess who takes revenge on the reincarnation of  a 
man who betrayed her in a past life. Here, I have connected Ziska to 
Shay-Ara (Chay-Ara, aka Hawkgirl from DC Comics—Hath-Set is 
the ancient murderer of  Chay-Ara and her lover, Prince Khufu); I 
have also connected her to the vampire Ziska from Alexandre 
Dumas' The Return of  Lord Ruthven (1851), which served as Dumas' 
sequel to John William Polidori's “The Vampyre” (1816).  
 
The multitude of  Sherlock Holmeses who were fused into one 
reflects how there are thousands of  Sherlock Holmes stories, and a 
great many of  them contradict one another. For example, there are 
multiple irreconcilable accounts of  Holmes' adventure with the 
Giant Rat of  Sumatra mentioned in Doyle's “The Adventure of  the 
Sussex Vampire” (1924). Parodies of  Holmes, like Maurice Leblanc's 
“Herlock Sholmes,” and time-shifted incarnations, like the Benedict 
Cumberbatch version, may be among those other selves as well. 
Maikroft Tocse is the alias an immortal Holmes used in Quinary 
Infinities. It references Holmes' alias of  Mr. Mycroft from the books 
of  H.F. Heard (the first of  which, 1941's A Taste for Honey, was 
partially adapted into The Deadly Bees), as well as “Escot” or Escott, 
the alias Holmes uses in “The Adventure of  Charles Augustus 
Milverton” (1904). William S. Baring-Gould's Sherlock Holmes of  
Baker Street (1962) and the works of  Philip Jose Farmer give Holmes 
the full name of  William Sherlock Scott Holmes.  
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The detective manual used by Johnny Goodlittle is from The Monster, 
but it is also a nod to the comedy film Sherlock Jr. (1924), which 
features a similar book. The “Sherlock Jr.” of  that film is correlated 
here with Coke Ennyday, the parody of  Holmes' drug addiction 
seen in the comedy film The Mystery of  the Leaping Fish (1916). Giving 
him the more realistic name of  Denny Cochrane is my own 
invention. 
 
“Kah-Tah-Hol” is a reference to Carter Hall or Katar Hol, the alter 
ego of  DC Comics' Hawkman. The Hawk-God references an entity 
which consumed Hawkman and Hawkgirl in the 1990s, in an 
attempt by DC to resolve Hawkman's infamously butchered 
continuity, which was severely twisted by the effects of  their 1985-
1986 reality-changing storyline Crisis on Infinite Earths. The Hawk-
God was correlated in DC Comics with the Egyptian god Horus. In 
Quinary Infinities, the Hawk-God attempts to consume Charlie, the 
son of  Katherine Avalon's characters Elizabeth Vollin and Pahg la 
Rein. His mother saves him (in turn splitting the Hawk-God into 
three additional entities, Kukulkan, Melek Taus, and Manwe), and he 
is placed in the protection of  a married couple, the Parkers. The 
Parkers who raised Charlie are distantly related to both Peter Parker 
and Dr. Lyndon Parker, who was Solar Pons' assistant. He was left 
with remnant psychic abilities, which led him to temporarily merge 
minds with the 23rd Century psychic Charlie Evans, from the Star 
Trek episode “Charlie X” (hence the reference to the Thasians 
below). Charlie Parker adopted the alias of  “the Golden Eagle” to 
spite the entity that once tried to possess him. At DC Comics, the 
Golden Eagle was made a legacy character of  sorts to Hawkman. 
Stakar, aka Starhawk, is from Marvel Comics' stories of  the 
Guardians of  the Galaxy, who are the “Guardians” referenced 
below. Stakar gains his powers from the Hawk-God of  Arcturus. 
The original Guardians of  the Galaxy were from the 30th Century. 
The “Legion” is DC's Legion of  Superheroes, also from the 30th 
Century. It is possible that, while guiding Starhawk, the Hawk-God 
operated as the being the Legion knew as Mordru.  
 
“Hampstead” references the town of  Hampstead, Connecticut, 
from Peter Straub's Floating Dragon (1982). Hampstead is a town 
haunted by the reincarnations of  an entity known as “the Dragon,” 
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just as the continuity of  DC Comics is haunted by the 
reincarnations of  Hawkman. The Hawk-God in Quinary Infinities had 
a Dragon aspect which split away to become the dragon-god 
Kukulkan, encountered by both Tarzan and the crew of  the U.S.S. 
Enterprise. 
 
Catnip is said to have been Richard Marlowe's sister as well as his 
great-great-granddaughter. That implies she is an incarnation of  the 
reincarnating Katja Orloff  from Henry Robertson Waterhouse's 
“The Cuckoo Girl; or, Jeffrey Pratt's Wedding” (1883). Katja and 
Feodor II were siblings. 
 
The Ganae, specified here to be the creations of  the Hawk-God, are 
the evil aliens from A.E. van Vogt's short story “The Monster” 
(1948). The Ganae come to Earth to colonize it but find it 
destroyed, and resurrect its dead to find out what caused the death 
of  all life. One of  the humans they resurrect from the 41st Century 
is a powerful psychic who can teleport and warp reality at a whim. 
Thus among the Ganae he is a “Monster.” 
 
Homo magi are magical humans from the stories of  DC Comics, such 
as Arion of  Atlantis and his descendants Zatara and Zatanna. The 
subspecies may also be tied to the Wizards of  J.K. Rowling's Harry 
Potter series. Homo superior is the species of  the psychic mutants 
from Olaf  Stapledon's Odd John (1935), while also being the name 
for the mutants of  Marvel's X-Men comics. While the Hawk-God 
does not mention it, the “Monsters” may also be descendants of  the 
Betazoids from Star Trek: The Next Generation and the Saturnians 
from the Legion of  Superheroes stories, who similarly possess 
psychic powers.  
 
The Arisians are the benevolent aliens from E.E. “Doc” Smith's 
Lensman novels. The Organians are from the Star Trek episode 
“Errand of  Mercy.” The Osirians are the race of  the evil Sutekh 
from the Doctor Who serial, Pyramids of  Mars. I meant to imply that 
the Hawk-God, being also Horus from Egyptian mythology, had 
become an Osirian. 
 
Phrases from the description of  the monster reference titles from 
the Basil Rathbone Sherlock Holmes series. 
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The “2009 Antichrist” is a reference to the world from Alan Moore 
and Kevin O'Neill's The League of  Extraordinary Gentlemen, one of  the 
alternate worlds where Sherlock Holmes existed. In the chapter of  
the comic set in 2009, the Antichrist (a copyright-friendly Harry 
Potter) is unleashed on London before being killed by Mary 
Poppins, who is also God. (It's weird.) The Antichrist has 
supernumerary eyes, as does the Monster I ended up describing. 
 
Agthrunsthaaa is from my online story The Monogram Monograph. 
Kahuna'ana is based on the god Kahuna'ana'ana from the film Weird 
Woman (1944), but I fleshed out the entity in my audio stories 
featuring pulp hero Bloody Mary. 
 
Tom mentions Sherlock Holmes' encounters with Jack the Ripper, 
Mr. Hyde (from Robert Louis Stevenson's 1886 Strange Case of  Dr. 
Jekyll and Mr. Hyde), and Dr. Omega (from Arnould Galopin's 1906 
novel of  the same name). Number stories pit Holmes against Jack 
the Ripper and Hyde. Dr. Omega is, as per general crossover theory, 
a stand-in for the Doctor from Doctor Who, and one of  his many 
adventures with Holmes was depicted in Andy Lane's Doctor Who 
novel All-Consuming Fire (1994).  
 
The Monster's babblings reflect seeds of  crossover stories I once 
thought of  telling. 
 
Madame Mystera is the phony psychic from the silent film The Hole 
in the Wall (1921), which was remade as a talkie in 1929. 
Mademoiselle Mystera, possessed of  real psychic powers, appears in 
the crime-horror film Before Dawn (1933). They are unlikely to be the 
same woman, making this different from the case of  a different 
movie psychic, Swami Yomurda—a recurring character played by 
Mischa Auer who appears in the films Sinister Hands (1932) and 
Sucker Money (1933). 
 
Boris Orloff  is a composite character from my stories of  the Orloff  
family, posted on Archive of  Our Own. Lightning Hutch is the 
main character of  the 1926 film serial of  the same name; the villain 
there is named “Boris Kosoloff,” which recalls the villainous Boris 
Karlov from Harold MacGrath's The Drums of  Jeopardy (1920), who I 
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established to be one of  Boris Orloff's guises. The killer gas seen in 
Lightning Hutch is similar to the disintegration gas used by the 
terrorist Boroff  (another alias of  Boris Orloff) in the film serial 
S.O.S. Coast Guard (1937).  
 
The “clones of  Wolf  Larsen” are explored above.  
 
Qiang Jiantou is the protagonist of  Katherine Avalon's Fuck Off  
S.R. (2018); he is the reincarnation of  Sax Rohmer's pulp criminal 
mastermind Fu Manchu, who first appeared in The Insidious Dr. Fu-
Manchu in 1911. “Fu Manchu Bamberg” is a reference to real-life 
stage magician David T. Bamberg (1904-1974), who performed 
under the name Fu Manchu. He portrayed a fictional version of  
himself  in a series of  films made in Mexico from 1943 to 1949, 
beginning with The Ghost of  the Bride. Bamberg was the last of  seven 
generations of  stage magicians, beginning with his ancestor Jasper 
Bamberg (1698-1780). According to some admittedly untrustworthy 
resources, Jasper was a practicing necromancer. In the fiction world 
Jasper Bamberg likely did practice necromancy, and lived at such a 
time where he could have associated with a loose cabal of  sorcerers 
I've identified as operating near Arkham, Salem, and Mapleton, 
Massachusetts. This group consisted of  Joseph Curwen, Simon 
Orne, and Edward Hutchinson, from H.P. Lovecraft's The Case of  
Charles Dexter Ward (1927); the Whateley clan, from Lovecraft's “The 
Dunwich Horror” (1928); Keziah Mason, from Lovecraft's “The 
Dreams in the Witch House” (1932); Quentin Cassave, from Jean 
Ray's Malpertuis (1943) (who I believe to be an ancestor of  Quentus 
Ratcliff, seen above); Rinaldo Sabata, from the film The Ghost of  
Rashmon Hall (1947); the Stricklands, from the film The Touch of  
Satan (1971); and Abigail, from the film Psyched by the 4D Witch 
(1972), who is likely the same as Abigail Prinn from Henry Kuttner's 
“The Salem Horror” (1937). They were affiliates or members of  the 
Priests of  Karnak, who were the secret founders of  Arkham. The 
Priests were depicted in the film The Mummy's Hand (1940) and its 
sequels; later films called the group the “Priests of  Arkam,” and it is 
easy to theorize that the Priest-haunted town of  Mapleton from 
these movies is near Lovecraft's Arkham.  
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The Wedding 
 
Rip Gardenier is a character from my book Quinary Infinities—he is 
based on a concept by Rick Lai, in his story “Shadows Reborn” 
(2014). In that story Lai offers an alternate genealogy for Philip Jose 
Farmer's character Kent Lane, from his short story “Skinburn” 
(1972); in Farmer's original story, Kent is the son of  Walter 
Gibson's pulp vigilante The Shadow, aka Kent Allard, and his 
assistant, Margo Lane. However, Farmer also wrote the story “Rip 
van Winkle's Long Wet Dream” (1981), where Rip van Winkle from 
Washington Irving's 1819 story of  the same name wakes up from 
his famous long sleep in 1930s New York, where he has an affair 
with Margo Lane. Lai's story reconciles the two tales by having 
Thelda Blanchet (from Gibson's 1932 Shadow novel The Death 
Tower) impersonate Margo Lane, and have an encounter with Rip 
van Winkle, with the resultant child, Kent Lane, being Allard and 
Margo's adopted son. In turn, my character Rip Gardenier is Kent 
Lane's fanfiction son. His surname is derived from “Rip van 
Winkle,” where van Winkle's descendants go by the name 
Gardenier. In this story I make allusions to the remaining possibility 
that Rip is actually a biological descendant of  The Shadow and 
Margo Lane. He may be one of  a few rare Multiversal individuals 
who lives with two timelines at once—one where Allard and Lane 
were his ancestors, and another where Blanchet and van Winkle 
were. 
 
Roberta Thorul is an original character but she has fictive origins. 
Her name is meant to be a nod to Robert Jordan and Brandon 
Sanderson's The Wheel of  Time (1990-2013) series, with her surname, 
Thorul, recalling the name of  the series' protagonist, Rand Al-Thor, 
just as her first name recalls that of  the series' originator. Wheel of  
Time was a big part of  the friend group I shared with the man this 
story is dedicated to. Roberta's surname of  Thorul connects her to 
Lena Thorul, the younger sister of  DC Comics' Superman villain 
Lex Luthor. Lena, Roberta's mother, is mentioned as being married 
twice, as she was married to a man named Jeff  Colby in the comics, 
with whom she had a son, Val. Alex Zorka, the ancestor of  Lena's 
husband, was played by Bela Lugosi in the film serial The Phantom 
Creeps (1939). I hint that Roberta Thorul was also the person the 
comics called Nasthalthia Luthor, who was an enemy of  Supergirl in 
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the 1970s.  
 
The gang that Zorka III belonged to was made up of  descendants 
of  people affected by an incident of  psychic possession seen in my 
friend Katherine Avalon's book The Compleat Dr. Draugiz (2018). In 
that book, Avalon used connections I made in AO3 stories about 
the Orloffs to create an event where the brothers Feodor, Paul, and 
Vaughn Orloff  used Feodor's dark magic to implant fragments of  
their souls into three men (Richard Vautrin, Moravar Mocquino, and 
Alexi Zarov, relatives of  characters created by Honoré de Balzac, 
Walter Gibson, and Richard Connell) to transform them into their 
mental slaves. Vautrin, infused with a piece of  Feodor's spirit, 
became Richard Vollin, played by Bela Lugosi in the film The Raven 
(1935). Mocquino, victimized by Paul, became Murder Legendre, 
played by Lugosi in White Zombie (1932). Zarov was combined with 
Vaughn to become Alex Zorka. Additionally, Richard Vollin used 
the same magic to turn Elijah Radcliffe (related to Geoffrey 
Radcliffe, from 1940's The Invisible Man Returns) into Eli Vull. Vull 
was the invisible terrorist seen in Temple Murdoch's novel Vull the 
Invisible (1934).   
 
Rip recalls the descendants of  pulp villains he's fought. Jackie 
Sunlight is a descendant of  John Sunlight, enemy of  Lester Dent's 
Doc Savage. Tania Khan is a descendant of  Shiwan Khan, enemy of  
The Shadow—her first name suggests she may be related to Tania 
Orloff, an enemy of  Henri Vernes' detective Bob Morane. Tom 
Quartz is a descendant of  Dr. Quartz, nemesis of  Ormond G. 
Smith and John R. Coryell's Nick Carter. Joaquin Stanrocca is the 
descendant of  Dr. Stanrocca, an enemy of  Victor Rousseau 
Emanuel's Jim Anthony who I created in my book Jim Anthony vs. the 
Mastermind. 
 
Andy Hassan, as well as his spouses Rick Lorenzo and Sarah 
Warrender, are from Quinary Infinities. Andy Hassan is a descendant 
of  Sheikh Ahmed bin-Hassan, from Edith Maude Hull's The Sheik 
(1919), which was turned into a famous 1921 film starring Rudolph 
Valentino. I explain the truth behind “Sheikh bin-Hassan” and his 
family in my Archive of  Our Own essay “A Tale of  Two Titles; or, 
Fu Manchu vs. the Si-Fan.” Rick Lorenzo is a descendant of  the 
Lorenz family, who will be mentioned later, while Sarah Warrender 
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is a descendant of  Mrs. Warrender from Arthur Conan Doyle's 
“Uncle Jeremy's Household” (1887). Edwina Tara (aka Dr. Terror) 
and Jane Meng (aka the Crimson Dragon) are from Quinary Infinities, 
which also tells the story of  the Infinity Trust, of  which all these 
characters are members.  
 
Elizabeth Vollin, a descendant of  Vull the Invisible, first appeared in 
Katherine Avalon's The Compleat Dr. Draugiz. Elizabeth is an 
Invisible Woman who is the daughter of  Infinity Trust agent Dr. 
Draugiz. Sabata (aka Sabbath) and Isobel (aka Scarlette) are 
characters from the Eighth Doctor Adventures series of  Doctor Who 
novels; they played a role in the Faction Paradox spin-off  series 
created by Lawrence Miles. Katherine Avalon's story “Report from a 
Kombat Zone” (seen on her Archive of  Our Own profile, 
KatArturus) shows Elizabeth Vollin's recruitment of  Sabata and 
Isobel, while postulating that, in an at least one timeline, those two 
may have had origins as the Mortal Kombat  characters Noob Saibot 
and Skarlet, respectively. While this idea is controversial by itself, I 
must disagree completely with Katherine's assertions that the 
Infinity Trust's future transformation into the “Great Alliance” is 
due to a merge between the Trust and Faction Paradox. However, it 
is possible that there were rumors among the members of  the Trust 
that in some future timelines the Trust was involved in the War 
between Faction Paradox and their Enemy. The Paradise Earth is 
the world inhabited by the characters Nuwa and Fu-Hsi in Quinary 
Infinities, where a Great Alliance of  all the world's nations is the 
planet's government. Paradise Earths, or worlds relatively free of  
and protected from conflicts, are explored in my online story Words 
from the Inner Circle. 
 
Princess Ankh-es-en-amon is from the film The Mummy (1932). 
Princess Ananka is from The Mummy's Hand (1940) and its sequel. 
Princess Khala is from R.L. Stine's Goosebumps book The Curse of  the 
Mummy's Tomb (1993). 
 
Horus is an Egyptian god, but his association with an Eagle 
(Manwe), a Peacock (Melek Taus), and a Dragon (Kukulkan) comes 
from Quinary Infinities and “Report from a Kombat Zone.” The Star-
Gate is of  course from the film Stargate (1994) and its TV spinoffs. 
Its implied intelligence references the Guardian of  Forever from the 
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Star Trek episode “The City on the Edge of  Forever” (1967); the 
Guardian is effectively a sentient Stargate. 
 
Mehmet Warrender, and his three-person parentage, is from Quinary 
Infinities. 
 
The desert planet and skeletons reference the Turkish film Dünyayı 
Kurtaran Adam (The Man Who Saved the World, 1982), which is 
perhaps better known as Turkish Star Wars due to its use of  footage 
from Star Wars. Jiangshi are hopping vampires from Chinese 
mythology; they have been depicted in many pop culture 
appearances, most famously in the film Mr. Vampire (1985). One way 
that jiangshi can be stopped is by pasting a piece of  paper with a 
special Chinese letter (or hanzi) to the monster's forehead. The 
Bakhtour homunculi are meant to be the bear-like creatures from 
The Man Who Saved the World, but their name references the “Son of  
Bakhtour” from the Egyptian horror-comedy Have Mercy (1953), 
which is a remake of  Abbott and Costello Meet Frankenstein (1948). In 
that film, Dr. Frankenstein is not behind the homunculus monster; 
instead, the monster is called the Son of  Bakhtour, the implicit 
creation of  a Dr. Bakhtour. The Mi-Go, and their god, Yog-Sothoth, 
are from H.P. Lovecraft's Cthulhu Mythos. The relationship between 
the Mi-Go and Yog-Sothoth recalls the identification of  the Doctor 
Who villain the Great Intelligence with Yog-Sothoth; in Doctor Who, 
the god-like Great Intelligence controls an army of  robot yetis that 
are similar to the bear-like creatures from The Man Who Saved the 
World. Lovecraft's identifying the Mi-Go as being behind the 
sightings of  the Abominable Snowmen of  Tibet ties everything 
together.  
 
Mehmet Warrender's weapon, the Punjab cord, is from Gaston 
Leroux's The Phantom of  the Opera (1910). 
 
The space warlord, as well as the golden artifacts, are from The Man 
Who Saved the World. Count Zarth Arn is from the film Starcrash 
(1978), another Star Wars ripoff. House Serenno is the ancestral 
family of  Count Dooku, from Star Wars. Here it is suggested that 
the Count, the least interesting of  Emperor Palpatine's Sith 
apprentices, was secretly an agent of  Faction Paradox. (Darth Maul 
came back from the dead, and Darth Vader of  course went on to 
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have an illustrious career—but Count Dooku never got to do 
anything overly interesting, besides being played by Christopher 
Lee.)  
 
The warehouse full of  artifacts is from Raiders of  the Lost Ark 
(1981); Jones is of  course Indiana Jones. The respirator helmet 
inside the meteor is Darth Vader's, while the blue laser-sword is the 
lightsaber of  Anakin Skywalker.  
 
Sina O'Sang is Francine Rainsford, aka Bloody Mary, a ghostly hero 
I created in “The Blood Avenger” in Odd Tales of  Wonder #1. Lady 
Zoga's clashes with Bloody Mary were depicted in later Bloody 
Mary stories. Earth-19842319162314 is from my book Meta-
Terrax—it is the native universe of  Lady Zoga. Events in Zoga's 
universe roughly correspond to events in Star Wars. Liz Vollin's 
lightsaber duel with her father was seen in The Compleat Dr. Draugiz. 
 
The Emperor that Zarth Arn refers to is from Starcrash. “Skyriver” 
is one of  the names given to the Galaxy Far, Far Away from Star 
Wars. Ace Arn is DC Comics' hybrid alien space hero Ultra the 
Multi-Alien. Dû'ku is a further allusion to Count Dooku. Stella Star 
is the protagonist of  Starcrash. 
 
Zoro is the mysterious magician from the crime film Geisha Girl 
(1952). His membership in the Infinity Trust was described in 
Quinary Infinities. 
 
The mention of  the element Krypton is a reference to Roberta's 
uncle's hatred of  Superman, who comes from Krypton. 
 

The Honeymoon 
 

The Eye of  Orion is a planet from Doctor Who. It is, according to 
the Doctor, bombarded by positive particles that give it an extremely 
relaxing atmosphere, making it ideal for vacations. 
 
El Maximato was a period of  Mexican history from 1928 to 1934, 
where former President Plutarco Elias Calles still exerted great 
political power despite no longer being in office. The period was 
named for his self-proclaimed title of  “el Jefe Maximo” (the 
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Maximum Leader).  
 
The Spanish mission turned into a hotel is from the film Moonchild 
(1974); it is likely the same as the titular building from The Eagles 
song “Hotel California.” Its location is probably variable. The 
eccentric Maitre D' who appears later is Victor Buono's character 
from Moonchild. 
 
The Lord Deep Down is Diabolik, from the Italian comics created 
in 1962 by Angela and Luciana Giusanni. 
 
Nora Szabo is the sister of  Janos Szabo from the film The Face 
Behind the Mask (1941). In that film Janos, played by Peter Lorre, 
becomes disfigured and tries to get revenge. 
 
The town of  Mescal is from the film Jack the Ripper Goes West (1974). 
Dr. Orloff  was played by Howard Vernon in Jesus Franco's film The 
Awful Dr. Orlof  (1962). In his film Jack the Ripper (1976), Franco had 
the Ripper's true name revealed as Dr. Dennis Orloff. I altered the 
name somewhat to Dionysus and made Orloff  a killer who 
murdered at the same time as Jack the Ripper, rather than being the 
Ripper himself. The reference to his hiding under the name Dr. 
Usher (a name borrowed from Edgar Allan Poe's 1839 short story 
“The Fall of  the House of  Usher”) is a reference to Franco's movie 
Revenge in the House of  Usher (1982), a film which serves a pseudo-
remake of  Awful Dr. Orlof, down to having the evil Dr. Usher played 
by Howard Vernon. Orloff/Usher harvests skin and blood from 
young women to restore life to his daughter, Melissa.  
 
Kerrtys Zantoro appeared in Quinary Infinities—he is a combination 
of  police officer Kurtis Stryker from Mortal Kombat and Santoro the 
SWAT agent from the film Hell of  the Living Dead (1980). I have 
since discovered that Zantoro was the son of  the pulp author 
Curtiss Stryker, who appeared in Karl Edward Wagner's stories 
“Sign of  the Salamander” (1975) and “Blue Lady, Come Back” 
(1985). Catnip Pons, under the name “Delha,” ended up teaming up 
with Kerrtys Zantoro for the events of  the post-apocalyptic movie 
Stryker (1983).  
 
Hondo Lane is from Louis L'Amour's Western novel Hondo (1953). 
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Dr. Jekyll is of  course from Robert Louis Stevenson's Strange Case of  
Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde (1886); he was established to be Hondo 
Lane's nephew in Win Scott Eckert's essay “The Amazing Lanes.” 
Dorian Gray is from Oscar Wilde's The Picture of  Dorian Gray (1890). 
 
Stephen Lane is from the horrible, racist film Black Moon (1934). In 
that film Lane's wife becomes the head of  a Caribbean voodoo cult, 
which is otherwise made up of  people of  color who are portrayed 
in a dehumanizing fashion. Lane joining the KKK is my own 
invention; Bloody Mary's war against the Klan was depicted in my 
stories of  her. 
 
Captain Benson and Rita de la Vega are from the film Man Hunters 
of  the Caribbean (1936). Benson may be a relative of  Paul Ernst's 
pulp hero the Avenger, whose true name is Richard Henry Benson. 
Rita de la Vega may be a relative of  the de la Vega clan seen in 
Johnston McCulley's stories of  El Zorro (not to be confused with 
Zoro, mentioned above); indeed, Rita seems to be the daughter of  
one of  the de la Vegas by Countess Rita “Russian Rita” Lorenz, 
who lent the name Lorenz to her husband George Lorenz/Richard 
Marlowe. The Countess' wild youth was shown in the film She Done 
Him Wrong (1933). Danny Lloyd is the father of  Lloyd the 
gangster/club owner from the British voodoo film Naked Evil 
(1966). Lloyd's club was eventually taken over by manipulative 
millionaire Khaled Fontaine, who would use it to fulfill her perverse 
desires, as seen in Jackie Collins' novel The Stud (1969) and its film 
adaptation. 
 
The Tigri, or Untamed, and the Golden Mistress, are from the film 
The Golden Mistress (1954). The Mali and their idol are from the 
movie Jungle Trap (1990). St. Sebastian is the island of  voodoo seen 
in the movies I Walked with a Zombie (1943), The Ghost Ship (1943), 
and Zombies on Broadway (1945). 
 
Jean de Markisar is from the Swedish movie Gorilla Safari (1956), 
which pits de Markisar, a hunter, against a gorilla and a witch-
doctor. 
 
Dr. Giddings and his Mexican voodoo dolls are from the film The 
Black Doll (1938). Julien Blair du Grand is an amalgamation of  Julian 
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Blair from the movie The Devil Commands (1941) and Julien du Grand 
from The Devil's Commandment (1957). Blair is a scientist who tries to 
communicate with the spirit of  his death wife; du Grand aids the 
machinations of  a plot which mirrors the tissue theft from The 
Awful Dr. Orlof. 
 
Manos is from the movie Manos: The Hands of  Fate. His connection 
to “voodoo” is explored in my Archive of  Our Stories. The Great 
Old Ones are from H.P. Lovecraft's Cthulhu Mythos. 
 
The human version of  Guédé Nibo is from the movie Voodoo Black 
Exorcist (1973). He likely shares his immortality with the individual 
known as Baron Samedi, from the 1973 adaptation of  Ian Fleming's 
James Bond novel Live and Let Die (1954), as well as the film Sugar 
Hill (1974). Dr. Blake, who created a modern version of  Guédé 
Nibo's immortality drug, is from the lost film Voodoo Heartbeat 
(1973). Nibo's alias of  W'mbulu M'Gobo is a fusion of  the names 
of  the voodoo practitioners from the awful films Voodoo Tiger (1952) 
and Voodoo Blood Death (1965). (The former is part of  a film series 
based off  of  Don Moore and Alex Raymond's comic strip Jungle Jim, 
starring Johnny Weissmuller.) Sam the Voodoo Man is from the 
short movie Midnight Menace (1946). Prince Alihabad is from the 
movie Midnight Shadow (1939). Nibo had an apprentice in Africa who 
was in charge of  a Tcho-Tcho clan of  moon worshipers; this 
woman was known as Oma, and she was depicted in the Jungle Jim 
movie Jungle Moon Men (1955). (Curious sidenote: due to rights 
issues, actor Johnny Weissmuller abandoned the Jungle Jim name for 
the last few Jungle Jim movies, to instead play a fictional character 
also named Johnny Weissmuller.) 
 
Robert Duval and the Steeles are from the movie Calling Dr. Death 
(1943). Arthur Duval is from the beach party movie Catalina Caper 
(1967). Francis and Dominica Duval are meant to be Francois Duval 
and Domino from Ian Fleming's James Bond novel Thunderball 
(1961). Armando del Valle is the mad scientist from the movie The 
Macabre Trunk (1936); in that film, Dr. del Valle steals glandular 
fluids from girls to restore his wife, just as his father Dr. Orloff  
stole tissue from girls to help his daughter. Not mentioned is 
Armando's granddaughter Chantal Duval, who was seen in Nick 
Millard's film Chantal (1968).  
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Dr. Dienys and his assistant Alberto are from the film The Super 
Madman (1937); I've combined Alberto with Dr. Alberto Levin from 
the film Atom Age Vampire (1960), who ends up in similar 
circumstances to Orloff  and his son.  
 
Dr. Dienys/Orloff  is missing his hands from the injuries he 
sustained in the collapse of  his castle at the end of  Revenge in the 
House of  Usher. These hands were recovered and transplanted onto 
the wrists of  dismembered pianist Stephen Orlac, from Maurice 
Renard's The Hands of  Orlac (1920), as seen in my story “The Curse 
of  Orlac.” Dr. Brian Obrero is from the movie Dr. Butcher, MD 
(1980). 
 
The Wakandas are from Edgar Rice Burroughs' novel The Man-Eater 
(1915), as well as the Black Panther stories of  Marvel Comics. The 
Zuvendi are from H. Rider Haggard's Allan Quatermain (1887), a 
sequel to Haggard's King Solomon's Mines (1885). The Oparians are 
from Edgar Rice Burroughs' Tarzan stories. 
 
Cry Wolf  was a real metal band, but their run-in with a voodoo 
demon was shown in the film The Hungan (1991). 
 
Nora Duval grew up to become a character seen in The Devil's 
Commandment. Following the events of  that movie she became 
disfigured, and changed her name instead to Norma Borden, 
perhaps finding inspiration for her alias from the American murder 
suspect Lizzie Borden. Under this name she sought a cure for her 
disfigurement, as seen in Face of  Terror (1962).  
 
The New York cannibal plague was seen in Dr. Butcher, MD, but 
there was also a cannibalism-inducing plague in New York in the 
film Cannibal Apocalypse (1980), which placed the source of  its plague 
in Vietnam.  
 

“See the Winding Road Goes On!” 
 

This story's title is a reference to the Demons and Wizards song 
“Seize the Day” (Touched by the Crimson King, 2005). Demons and 
Wizards is made up of  some of  the members of  Blind Guardian, a 
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band quoted below. The Red Book of  Westmarch was J.R.R. 
Tolkien's supposed ancient source for his writing of  The Hobbit and 
The Lord of  the Rings. The album Nightfall in Middle-earth concerns the 
events of  Tolkien's Silmarillion. 
 
Eternis is introduced. She is mentioned as being the same as The 
Eye, a superhero created by Frank Thomas and published by 
Centaur Comics starting in 1939. The Eye is able to warp time and 
space, just as Eternis does. Kôr is the city of  the immortals from H. 
Rider Haggard's She (1887), about the immortal queen Ayesha.  
 
The Arkham Witch House is from H.P. Lovecraft's “The Dreams in 
the Witch-House.” The Scandium Conqueror is a villain based on 
Marvel Comics' Kang the Conqueror, from my stories of  the 
superhero Bloody Mary. In ReTales, the mask of  the Conqueror was 
also a trophy for the adventurer known as the Blue Phantom. Lucas 
Corso is from the film The Ninth Gate (1999), loosely based on 
Arturo Perez-Reverte's novel The Club Dumas (1993). His alternate 
surname of  “Carcosa” references the lost city from Ambrose 
Bierce's “An Inhabitant of  Carcosa” (1886) and Robert W. 
Chambers' The King in Yellow (1895); both stories were incorporated 
by H.P. Lovecraft into his shared universe of  tales, later called the 
Cthulhu Mythos. The Necronomicon is from Lovecraft's fiction. The 
Naturos Demondo is the name I used for the Naturom Demonto (or 
Necronomicon Ex-Mortis) from the film Evil Dead (1981), in my story 
Deus Mega Therion. The King in Yellow is the sinister play from Robert 
W. Chambers' books of  the same name. Dr. Pretorius is from the 
film Bride of  Frankenstein (1935), the sequel to the 1931 adaptation of  
Mary Shelley's 1818 novel. Rinaldo Sabata is from the film The Ghost 
of  Rashmon Hall. The Prophecy of  the Spider, here ascribed to Sabata, is 
from the film Burial Ground: The Nights of  Terror (1981). Edward 
Tamaron is from my own fiction. Liber Al Vel Mortis is a variant on 
occultist Aleister Crowley's book Liber Al Vel Legis (1904), the Book 
of  the Law. Tamaron's version translates to Book of  the Dead. 
 
The Nova Mob, and the Subliminal Kid, are from William S. 
Burroughs Nova Trilogy, made up of  The Soft Machine (1961), The 
Ticket That Exploded (1962), and Nova Express (1964). Irene 
Kathalnova is from my own fiction, primarily my books Meta-Terrax 
and Quinary Infinities. She is based on Marvel Comics' Golden Age 
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version of  the Black Widow, as well as the nameless woman from 
the horror film Ogroff  (1983). She is the daughter of  the Subliminal 
Kid and a priestess of  the Church of  Starry Wisdom, a group seen 
in Lovecraft's “The Haunter in the Dark” (1935), which was a 
sequel to Robert Bloch's “The Shambler from the Stars” (1935). 
Hesiod Pann, an original character, could be a relative of  Pandora 
Pann, a character created for DC Comics by Len Wein and Ross 
Andru, who was never published by the company. She first appeared 
in the fanzine The Comic Reader #197 (Dec. 1981). Peinture Ayforte 
is an original character. Her name is meant to be a multi-part pun: it 
is inspired by the phrase pein, forte et dure, which refers to a type of  
punishment where rocks are placed on a board atop a prisoner's 
chest to kill them slowly and painfully. From French, it means “pain, 
strong and hard.” Peinture is French for “painting,” and the phrase 
Peinture Est-forte roughly means “painting is strength.” Of  course this 
phrase is created by changing the name of  the torture to pein, dure et 
forte. So art is the reverse of  torture. The Blonde Bitch is an original 
character, whose real-life inspiration is hardly a bitch; much 
gratitude to her for allowing me to call the character by this name. 
 
The Purple Wage is a welfare system from Philip Jose Farmer's 
Riders of  the Purple Wage (1967). Sun Valley Grocery is from ReTales 
and Quinary Infinities. Morley Cigarettes, a fictional version of  
Marlboros, have appeared in a large number variety of  TV shows 
and movies, possibly beginning with Psycho (1960). Their mascot, the 
Morley Man, was seen in Quinary Infinities. 
 
Peinture's crayon and its owner, Harold, are from Crockett 
Johnson's Harold and the Purple Crayon (1955) and its sequels. The 
references to magical children being named Harold is a reference 
both to Harry Potter of  the film Troll (1986) and J.K. Rowling's 
Harry Potter; the name “Henry” is meant to be a reference to the 
film The Book of  Henry (2017), though the title character of  that film 
is merely superintelligent rather than magical. “Hallward” is Basil 
Hallward, the painter of  the titular object of  Oscar Wilde's The 
Picture of  Dorian Gray (1890). Pickman is the painter from H.P. 
Lovecraft's “Pickman's Model” (1926). The Children of  the Corn 
are from Stephen King's 1977 story of  the same name; the Children 
of  the White Lobe are from DC Comics' Green Lantern stories.  
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A smorgasbord of  mad scientists: Clarence Brooks is Doc Brooks 
from the film Bowery at Midnight (1942); his first name of  Clarence 
comes from my previous crossover fiction, where I combined Doc 
Brooks with Clarence “Doc” Tydon from the film Wake in Fright 
(1971). Otto Bauer is from the film 6 Hours to Live (1932). Sandro 
Tito is from the movie Get That Girl (1932); Blut Sangro fought the 
superhero Lion Man in the comic book All-Negro Comics #1 (1947), 
the first comic to exclusively feature the artistic talents of  African-
Americans; Miklos Sangre is from the film King of  the Zombies (1941). 
Henry Morlant is from The Ghoul (1933). Averoigne Wagner is 
Mischa Auer's Dr. Wagner from the film The Woman Condemned 
(1934); his first name references his actor (“Auer” = “Aver”), while 
nodding to Averoigne the fictional region of  France from the stories 
of  Clark Ashton Smith. Karl Wagner/Frederick Brenner is, like Doc 
Brooks, from Bowery at Midnight. Charles Masters is from The Living 
Dead (1934), aka The Scotland Yard Mystery. Andre Crespi is from The 
Crime of  Dr. Crespi (1935). Eduardo Molina is from The Dead Speak 
(1935). Jonathan Lorenz (played by Boris Karloff) is from The Man 
Who Changed His Mind (1936). Herbert Stander is from Torture Ship 
(1939). Leon Kravaal (also played by Boris Karloff) is from The Man 
with Nine Lives (1940). Ernest Sovac (Boris Karloff) is from Black 
Friday (1940). Ralph Benson (or Bilson, played by Lionel Atwill) is 
from The Mad Doctor of  Market Street (1942); the surname Bilson 
comes from the character’s appearance in my Bloody Mary audio 
dramas, where he is a descendant of  Toby Bilson from the film 
Phantom Ship (1935). Theodore Bohmer (also Lionel Atwill) is from 
The Ghost of  Frankenstein (1942), the third sequel to the 1931 
Frankenstein. Richard Clarke is from The Man With Two Lives (1942). 
Charles Randolph Conway is an amalgamation of  Charles Randolph 
from The Face of  Marble (1946) and Charles Conway from The 
Unearthly (1957); both characters are played by John Carradine. 
Heinrich Krasker is the father of  Henry Krasker from The Dead Talk 
Back (1957). Friedrich Johnson is from She Killed in Ecstasy (1971). 
The Miskatonic University of  Arkham is from the fiction of  H.P. 
Lovecraft. 
 
A rundown of  the various fields that the characters are in: there are 
roughly four groups. The first consists of  mad scientists who 
worked with zombies. These include Brooks, Bauer, Morlant, 
Stander, Bohmer, and Conway. The second group consisted of  
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those interested in suspended animation, including Tito, Masters, 
Wagner, Crespi, Kravaal, and Benson. The third group was a pair of  
researchers involved with communion with the dead, Molina and 
Krasker. Finally, the last group was involved heavily with brain 
transplants, as well as transference between personalities; these were 
Lorenz, Sovac, Clarke, and Johnson. 
 
The Priests of  Karnak are from the film The Mummy's Tomband its 
sequels. Their connection to Arkham has appeared in my previous 
fiction, as the later Mummy films call the cult “the Priests of  
Arkam.” John Garth (played by Boris Karloff) is from the film Before 
I Hang (1940). Atlanteans disdaining blonde hair and purple eyes is 
from the Aquaman comics published by DC; “Garth” is the name 
of  Aquaman's purple-eyed sidekick Aqualad (aka Tempest). 
Implicitly, Peinture is related to Laleela/Lalila, the purple-eyed 
woman from H. Rider Haggard's Allan Quaterman story Allan and 
the Ice-Gods (1927); her being an Atlantean references her appearance 
in Philip Jose Farmer's Hadon of  Ancient Opar (1974) and its sequels 
(continued by Christopher Paul Carey). “Oparite” references to the 
Opar-Atlantis connection of  the Ancient Opar books, which are 
based on the lost city of  Opar, from Edgar Rice Burroughs' Tarzan 
books. “Kathulosite” refers to the Atlantean sorcerer Kathulos, 
from Robert E. Howard's “Skull-Face” (1929). Garth is the titular 
hero of  a comic strip created by Steve Dowling and Gordon 
Boshell, which began in 1943. Sun Koh was a German version of  
Doc Savage who appeared in pulp stories in 1933 and onward; he 
was an Atlantean. Garth's son is Garth Howard, aka The 
Sanguinary, from ReTales and Quinary Infinities. Garth is the 
reincarnation of  Howard Hilary, a man born in the early 19th 
Century who lived into the 1960s, due to being frozen in ice—his 
story was told in the film The Man from Beyond, and I expanded his 
story in Meta-Terrax and Quinary Infinities. Other examples of  Frozen 
People besides Peinture and Garth are the blond-haired Captain 
America, from Marvel Comics, and the mysterious Adam Adamant, 
from the TV series Adam Adamant Lives! (1966-1967). 
 
Here is a string of  Esperanto translations: “Who are you, stranger?” 
 
“English is worse than my language. So many contradictions.” 
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“Yes, yes, I understand.” 
 
“That tower is where you need to go, my friend.” 
 
(More below.) 
 
Lin Tang refers to the name used by Fah lo Suee, the daughter of  
Sax Rohmer's Fu Manchu, in the Fu Manchu film series of  the 
1960s produced by Harry Alan Towers. Her creation of  giant 
scorpions was shown in my Bloody Mary story “The Violet 
Scorpion.”  
 
More Esperanto translations: “Do you have devils in your head or 
something?” 
 
“We're almost there, man-who-talks-to-the-clouds.” 
 
“Are you coming?” 
 
(More below.) 
 
Hemkra Quartz is from my Bloody Mary stories, but it is inspired by 
the M'Krann Crystal of  Marvel Comics. “Great Crick's Ghost” 
refers to Harold Crick, from the film Stranger Than Fiction (2006); 
Crick's life is written into existence by a writer, much like Hesiod's.  
 
Esperanto translations: “I don't know where that tower came from. 
[…] It also sounds like you want to get the crystal for some 
reason?” 
 
“I do not recommend this...” 
 
“I said it was a bad idea to try and steal the crystal.” 
 
Unu's name means “One-who-serves-the-spirits-faithfully-but-who-
is-unfortunately-obsessed-with-drugs-and-prostitutes.” He is an 
original character, not based on anything or anyone. 
 
The crimson scorpions hate cheating; this is meant to be a reference 
to the anti-piracy measures from the video game Serious Sam 3 
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(2011). Pirated copies of  the game feature red scorpions who 
infinitely spawn and bombard the player with massive, unstoppable 
attacks, to punish people for stealing the game. 
 
“Wild Wisemen of  Wilson” is meant to be a reference to another 
metatextual character, Wade Wilson/Deadpool, from Marvel 
Comics. The Prime Directive is from Star Trek. The Esperanto 
reads: 
 
“We don't need to take the crystal. This is my friend, by the way.” 
 
“Have you found a way?” 
 
“We have the power of  creation and imagination. Nothing can stop 
us now.” 
 
Zolarr is from the film Dead Men Walk (1944). Herman Gleib is 
from the film The Vampire Bat (1933); both characters were played by 
Dwight Frye. Frye also played Renfield in the 1931 film version of  
Bram Stoker's Dracula, which is stated here to be a separate series of  
events from that seen in Stoker's novel. Changing the second 
Renfield's name to Christian Redfield is my own creative choice; I 
used this name for the 1931 Renfield in my Bloody Mary stories, as 
a nod to Chris Redfield from Resident Evil (1996). The references to 
Wilkie Collins' The Woman in White (1859) and the film Crimes at the 
Dark House (1940) are accurate. A member of  the Infinity Trust, Rip 
Gardenier, possesses two timelines, just as Zolarr/Gleib does. I do 
believe that the false Percival Glyde was the same as the title villain 
of  The Crimes of  Stephen Hawke (1936). 
 
Terrax, Tsuu-Aas, and Earth-X are from my Bloody Mary stories. 
The Chaos Rift is from Katherine Avalon's The Compleat Dr. Draugiz. 
In the Doctor Who tie-in and spin-off  series The Eighth Doctor 
Adventures and Faction Paradox, “timeship” is a synonym used to refer 
to a TARDIS, such as that piloted by the Doctor. The references to 
Faction Paradox are meant to be a nod to Katherine Avalon's “Report 
from a Kombat Zone,” which suggested that the Infinity Trust 
would one day form a Great Alliance with Faction Paradox. I 
respectfully disagreed and part of  the reason of  this story is to offer 
an alternate origin for the Great Alliance, which I first alluded to in 
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Meta-Terrax and Quinary Infinities.  
 
The island with the rocketship and gears is Myst Island from the 
video game Myst (1993). The clay world is the titular world from the 
game The Neverhood (1996); the robot with the tie is Bil from that 
game. The world with blocks and mushroom-people is the 
Mushroom Kingdom from Nintendo's Mario series. 
 
The phrase “Outer Worlds” is meant to refer to Outworld from the 
video game Mortal Kombat and its sequels. “Ekron” is a reference to 
the Emerald Eye of  Ekron, the source of  power for the Emerald 
Empress, an enemy of  DC Comics' Legion of  Superheroes; it is 
implied that Eternis has something to do with the Emerald Eye. 
The male Lin Tang is, as per the “de Quincey” reference below, 
from the film Confessions of  an Opium Eater (1962). That film's 
protagonist is Gilbert de Quincey, a fictional descendant of  Thomas 
de Quincey, who wrote the 1821 book that the film derives its title 
from. The reference to “Burton” (aka Jack Burton) connects Lin 
Tang to Lo Pan, from Big Trouble in Little China (1986), which was 
inspired by the 1962 Confessions film. Tang Tsung is meant to be 
Shang Tsung from Mortal Kombat. His being a clone of  Lo Pan is 
from “Report from a Kombat Zone.” 
 
“Great Ogre” is meant to be Akuma, from the Street Fighter series of  
games. As per my essay “The Sleeper Awakes,” Akuma was once 
Ganondorf, the villain of  Nintendo's The Legend of  Zelda series. The 
“Keldo” are the Gerudo from those games. Ganondorf  in turn is a 
rejuvenated clone of  Colonel Bozzo-Corona, the head of  the Black 
Coats gang from the series of  mid-19th Century crime novels by 
Paul Feval. The clone of  Bozzo-Corona comes from a hasty 
reference to the Colonel I made in Deus Mega Therion, which I 
attempted to clarify in Meta-Terrax, Quinary Infinities, and Gatherings; 
see those books for more details on the error. Zhuganglie is a 
reference to the pig-demon from Journey to the West; he is meant to be 
Ganon, from The Legend of  Zelda, though he is also based on the 
swine-demons from William Hope Hodgson's The House on the 
Borderland (1908). The Warlock's Fist (or Warlock Punch) and the 
Wizard's Foot are two of  Ganondorf's attack moves in the fighting 
game series Super Smash Bros. 
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“Your soul is mine” is Shang Tsung's catchphrase from the Mortal 
Kombat games. “Flawless victory” is also a phrase from those games.  
 
Rinaldo Sabata's brain was revealed to have been placed in the 1931 
Frankenstein's monster in The Compleat Dr. Draugiz. Dr. Elwyn 
Cardigan is from the film Charlie Chan in Honolulu (1938), based on 
the Charlie Chan stories by Earl Derr Biggers—in that film, he is a 
mad scientist, who has kept alive the disembodied brain of  the 
Chinese murderer Chang Ho Ping. His first name of  Elwyn implies 
he is the same as Elwyn Clayton, the vampire from the movie Dead 
Men Walk, from which Zolarr hails. “New Sabata” is meant to be an 
allusion to Noob Saibot from Mortal Kombat. In “Report from a 
Kombat Zone,” Katherine Avalon had the Mortal Kombat characters 
Skarlet and Noob Saibot join the Infinity Trust, implying they were 
actually the same as Scarlette and Sabbath from The Eighth Doctor 
Adventures and Faction Paradox. Instead, I mean to suggest that Noob 
Saibot is in truth Chang Ho Ping. “The Way of  the Link” is a 
reference to the Lin Kuei from Mortal Kombat, which Avalon's story 
suggests was inspired by the exploits of  Link of  The Legend of  Zelda, 
who had an incarnation who lived on Earth. “Mortal comb—” is of  
course a cut-off  reference to the words Mortal Kombat. 
 
The Blonde is in the world of  the video game Sheriff  (1979), one of  
the first major Nintendo games. Rose Hood is from the film 
Gunslinger (1956), while her husband Duke Barnum is from the film 
Last of  the Wild Horses (1948); both these movies were riffed on the 
comedy show Mystery Science Theater 3000. We then get a veritable 
cavalcade of  B-Western badmen: Buck Houston is from The Phantom 
Cowboy (1935). Jim Brent Jr. is from The Rawhide Terror (1934). Lefty 
Landis is from Lighting Bill (1934) (sic). Bert Hartecker is from Big 
Boy Rides Again (1935). Ace Lewis is from The Irish Gringo (1936). 
Robert Murdock is from The Adventures of  the Masked Phantom (1939). 
Dirk Madsen is from Gunsmoke (1947). Altar Keane was Marlene 
Dietrich's character in Rancho Notorious (1952). 
 
The wise witch-queen is Princess Zelda, possessor of  the Triforce 
of  Wisdom. The courageous warrior is Link, who has the Triforce 
of  Courage. The Dreamlands are meant to be those from H.P. 
Lovecraft's fiction. The island in the Dreamlands is Koholint Island 
from The Legend of  Zelda: Link's Awakening (1993); Crazy Tracy is 
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also from that game, though she also appeared in Nintendo's Captain 
Rainbow (2008). Her bringing Irene back to life references the potion 
she gives to Link in Link's Awakening, which allows Link a second 
chance after his hearts are depleted. 
 
Zordon is the floating head in a tube from Power Rangers. 
 
Lilith is from Jewish folklore, supposedly being Adam's first wife. 
She was the mother of  the world's monsters. The Great Old Ones 
are the alien creatures from the Cthulhu Mythos.  
 
William van Diemen is the vampire from Thirst (1995) by Pyotr 
Kurtinski (an alias for writer Peter McCurtin).  
 
Cardigan's alias of  Andrew Forbes comes from the film The Flying 
Serpent (1946), which was a pseudo-remake of  The Devil Bat (1940); 
Paul Carruthers is from the latter film. Cardigan's assistant Quinn is 
an ancestor of  Jimmy Quinn from the film Q: The Winged Serpent 
(1982). The Chinese detective is Earl Derr Biggers' Charlie Chan. 
His investigation of  the Quetzalcoatl legend occurred in the film 
The Feathered Serpent (1948). Alfred Morris, and his South American 
nerve gas, are from the film The Mad Ghoul (1943). The Aztec mask 
and its ability to grant the power of  freezing time are references to 
the stone mask of  Dio Brando from Hirohiko Araki's manga JoJo's 
Bizarre Adventure. The stone mask has appeared as an Easter egg in 
the Castlevania series of  video games, which feature Dracula as the 
main villain. It recently appeared in Bloodstained: Ritual of  the Night 
(2019), a spiritual successor to Castlevania, and that game featured a 
boss named Orlok Dracule (or O.D.), who is very similar to Dracula 
from Castlevania. Yet he also possesses Dio’s time-stop abilities as a 
conscious reference to JoJo. 
 
The Mauve Zone is a spiritual realm described in various schools of  
mysticism; it is a realm of  great peril that nonetheless offers 
invaluable occult insight. 
 
Skarlet/Scarlette is revealed here to be The Scarlet, a character of  
my own creation who I intend to feature in my forthcoming book, 
The New Adventures of  the Flash Avenger. The Scarlet's mentor 
Leighton Travers is meant to be a version of  Lee Travis, who in the 
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stories of  DC Comics is the Crimson Avenger, their first costumed 
hero, who predated Superman by a matter of  months. 
 
 

~~~ 
 
 
 

A GREAT ALLIANCE TIMELINE 
 
 

This record is a history of  the Great Alliance, an organization formed between 
the Infinity Trust and the Nova Corps when both were left in shambles after the 
Nova-Cthulhu Wars. Please note: this timeline records the history of  the Great 
Alliance in the order that it happened. Considerable amounts of  time-traveling 
and universe-hopping renders a consistent account challenging.  
 
ITY = Infinity Trust Years. After the formation of  the Infinity Trust its 
members became effectively unstuck in time, and taking in all holistic 
perspectives of  these individuals gives the Trust a collective age of  several 
centuries. However, this timeline uses years counted by the author in periods of  
365 days from the establishment of  the Infinity Trust and their retreat to a base 
outside of  their timeline. Not every adventure of  every Trust member is 
recorded. 
 
Early Cosmic History (Earth-X) – The Great Old Ones war with 
the Elder Gods, with the latter faction being victorious. The Old 
Ones are imprisoned throughout the universe. Among them is 
Tsuu-Aas, the Bloody Storm, who has traveled backwards in time 
from the 20th Century to embed himself  in ancient history. He will 
remain trapped behind a dimensional barrier for many millennia, 
manipulating the history of  Earth-X to ensure his own existence. 
Throughout time dozens of  cults will spring up dedicated to the 
worship of  Tsuu-Aas in his guise as Manos. Working with the Great 
Old Ones, he unleashes vampires on Earth, whose human 
descendants include the Orloff  family—many of  the Orloffs will 
serve Tsuu-Aas in one form or another. In response the Elder Gods 
create their own human agents, whose descendants include the Zorn 
family. (The Awful Orloffs, Kinyonga Tales, Meta-Terrax) 
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1913 (Earth-X) – The Nova Mob, an extradimensional crime 
organization originally bound to the 1960s, travels back in time to 
form an allegiance with the Church of  Starry Wisdom. The Mob’s 
Subliminal Kid, Lonnie Price (a relative of  Infinity Trust member 
Dr. Draugiz), marries a Starry Wisdom priestess, and their daughter, 
born in the shadow of  Cthulhu, is the witch-hero Irene Kathalnova. 
At an undetermined point in her adulthood (probably sometime 
after the birth of  her daughter in 1983), Irene will take control of  
the time-traveling Mob and reshape it into the Nova Corps, a mighty 
organization dedicated to protecting the chaos of  the Multiverse. 
This organization will eventually clash with the Great Old Ones as 
they attempt to take control of  the Chaos Rifts, following the 
example of  Dr. Draugiz’s enemy, the spirit known as Wa.  
 
1942 (Earth-X) – A year into her career as Bloody Mary sees 
Francine Rainsford clash with a cult which attempts to bless 
children in the name of  Tsuu-Aas. She stops their primary efforts 
but one child of  the Tromble family receives the mark, becoming an 
Antichrist. Later that year, Francine learns that in 1983 she will be 
sent to the future to engage in a “final battle” against Tsuu-Aas. She 
will dedicate much of  the ensuing forty years towards trying to 
prevent this future, but she will be unsuccessful. (The Bloody Mary 
Saga, Kinyonga Tales) 
 
1983 (Earth-X) – The Crisis of  1983 takes place as Tsuu-Aas 
awakens, and Bloody Mary is sent into the future to battle him. 
However, this is the point where Tsuu-Aas goes back in time to be 
sealed away; despite his awakening at this point in time, Tsuu-Aas 
remains sealed away for several more decades. Yet in this time he 
has drawn away Bloody Mary, one of  the few beings with a chance 
to stop him. (The Bloody Mary Saga, Kinyonga Tales) Meanwhile, the 
adventuress Irene Kathalnova has a relationship with the maniac 
Ogroff, giving birth to his daughter, the author K******** A*****. 
(Quinary Infinities) Their bond is a prophecy of  the future connection 
between the Nova Corps and the Infinity Trust, as the latter recruits 
Ogroff  not long after A*****’s conception. 
 
2014 (Earth-X) – White supremacist Bacchus Jones, inspired by 
president hopeful Woodrew Tromble, steals the Rood Cane and 
attempts to rewrite history to destroy people of  color. He is stopped 
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by Qiang Jiantou and his spouses West and Rama, along with their 
friend Pahg le Rein, a sentient peacock. However, the incident leaves 
the dimensional barriers of  Earth-X severely damaged, a fact which 
Tsuu-Aas will take advantage of. In anticipation of  Tsuu-Aas’ 
release, the quartet escapes from Earth-X to instead flee to Earth-
Alpha. (Fuck Off  S.R., Meta-Terrax) 
 
2016 (Earth-X) – Woodrew Tromble, infused with Antichrist 
energies, is elected as President of  the United States. His wife, 
Anastasia Orloff, is infused with energies from the Great Old Ones 
created by corrupting the Zorn bloodline with Orloff  blood. As 
Tromble’s absurd policies and his own madness intensify, he forms 
an incestuous relationship with his daughter Anastasia Tromble, 
after he changes the U.S. to a hereditary monarchy. Their inborn son 
begets a nuclear war which destroys most of  humanity and breaks 
the dimensional seals which kept Tsuu-Aas hidden. Tsuu-Aas 
declares the ruined wasteland to be “Terra-X” or “Terrax,” his 
personal throneworld, which he will rule for eternity—or so he 
thinks. (The Fires of  ’16: Reign of  Emperor Tromble, The Awful Orloffs) 
 
22nd Century (Earth-X) – Tsuu-Aas’ occult might has given him 
the arrogance to believe that he can challenge the Three Enemies of  
the Multiverse, who are destined to destroy all of  reality. The 
Emperor, the Third Enemy, awakens near Universe-X and tries to 
destroy Terrax to punish Tsuu-Aas. Bloody Mary arrives from 1983 
and battles Tsuu-Aas long enough for the Emperor to destroy the 
planet. Mary dives into the explosion and enters a dimensional 
wormhole, where she emerges on Earth-Alpha. (The Bloody Mary 
Saga, Kinyonga Tales) Fragments of  Earth-X shatter against 
dimensional membranes to form Chaos Rifts, which distort the 
logic of  the universes adjacent to them. Oftentimes survivors from 
Earth-X end up on these worlds. These include Dr. Draugiz and 
Taylor Robbins, whose adventures on Earth-8168 (alongside the 
adventurer Mr. W) lead them into contact with Peggy Desmond, the 
Will O’ the Wisp, a member of  the future Infinity Trust. She joins a 
future version of  Pahg la Rein to form the Infinity Trust to begin 
with, by helping Dr. Draugiz fix his relationship with his daughter, 
Elizabeth Vollin. Pahg la Rein dies in the process, but in his personal 
timeline he has already shared an adventure with a future version of  
Elizabeth, becoming (in human form) the father of  her son Charlie, 
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alias the Golden Eagle. The team of  Draugiz, Robbins, Vollin, W, 
and Desmond go to Earth-Alpha to begin the foundation of  the 
Infinity Trust; their group will join with another to form the Trust’s 
first High Council. (The Compleat Dr. Draugiz) 
 
2017 (Earth-Alpha) – Having escaped from Earth-X/Terrax, 
Bloody Mary discovers other survivors from her homeworld, 
including Qiang Jiantou, West, Rama, and Pahg la Rein. She also 
learns of  the survival of  her friends Kory Kinyonga and Donia, 
who had their own series of  adventures on Earth-X. This group of  
seven is joined by Draugiz’s quintet, and Peggy Desmond brings 
them together to form the Infinity Trust. Jiantou, West, Rama, Mary, 
Kinyonga, Donia, and Desmond become the members of  the High 
Council, while the rest agree to be field agents. Pahg la Rein’s death 
occurs early in the group’s timeline, but they quickly recruit many 
new members after establishing their headquarters outside of  the 
timeline. (Quinary Infinities) 
 
ITY 1-10 (Outside of  Time) – The Infinity Trust recruits Sherlock 
Holmes, who advises the group to utilize what will become known 
as the Tocse Timeline Protection Principle, or T2P2, which involves 
members of  the Trust adopting aliases to prevent their previous 
Multiversal timelines from becoming corrupted due to their crossing 
over themselves. Having new names allows them to function 
alongside their past selves without those selves learning of  their 
own futures. Thus Holmes himself  becomes Maikroft Tocse, while 
Jiantou becomes QJ, West becomes Vesper, Kinyonga becomes K2, 
Donia becomes the Cavewoman, and Rainsford becomes Sina 
O’Sang. Following this, Tocse becomes a Council member, as does 
new recruit Dr. Edwina Tara, who shares membership with her old 
friend Mehmet Warrender, and his trio of  parents: Sarah Warrender, 
Rick Lorenzo, and Andy Hassan. They are joined by over time by a 
plentitude of  others, including Draugiz’s brother, the Blue Phantom; 
QJ’s daughter Ming Loy, and her friends Fu Hsi and Nuwa; Jane 
Meng, the Crimson Dragon; the alien monarch Immortée; the 
mysterious and elusive Dreamkeeper; the immortal vigilante The 
Unknown, and her lover, the super-criminal Diabolik; the superhero 
Lion-Man; ex-cop Kerrtys Zantoro (whose adventures in a desolate 
post-apocalyptic future lead him to recruit Catnip Pons, a young 
woman possessed of  faerie-powers); psychiatrist Leonard Crane; 
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physicist adventurer Mórdún Saorduine; Rip Gardenier, and his 
future wife, Roberta Thorul; Elizabeth Vollin’s adult son from the 
future, the Golden Eagle; and the mysterious entity known only as 
“Dad.” Honorary members at this time include the Crimson 
Dragon’s friend Hanzo Hatara, the witch Aunt Hagar, and the 
bizarre spirit-creature known as Zoro. Mr. W creates a security 
department, occupied by powerful enforcers like Ogroff  and Torgo, 
to defend the base. There is also a formal allegiance made between 
the Trust and the Heroes of  Gaudium, a group of  Multiversal 
adventurers contacted by Dr. Draugiz. During this time the various 
members go on their own series of  adventures. Slowly, however, 
they begin to discover that a group of  villains is active on Earth-X, 
taking advantage of  the dimension damage its universe sustained as 
a result of  the Tsuu-Aas plot. Even in these early years the group 
hears scattered prophecies of  a “Great Alliance” which they are 
apparently destined to join. (Quinary Infinities) 
 
ITY 11 (Earth-X) – The Dreamkeeper, the Blue Phantom, Mr. W, 
and others establish themselves among the staff  of  Sun Valley 
Grocery, built by their enemies over a dimensional crack whose 
energies they are using for their own benefit. Here they will remain 
for over ten years. (Quinary Infinities) 
 
ITY 22-23 (Earth-X) – Several employees at Sun Valley Grocery 
find their destinies intertwined with the Infinity Trust: the Blue 
Phantom recruits Krissy Azedia to the Infinity Trust as the Siren. 
The Dreamkeeper influences Midori Mifune to transform into the 
monster-powered hero Horribla. Garth Howard, victimized 
endlessly by the “managers” at Sun Valley, becomes Bloody Mary’s 
successor, The Sanguinary. Eleanor del Rey joins the team as the 
Liberator, and Johnny Whistler takes no identity when he signs on. 
The Morley Man joins at around this time, but will turn out to be an 
unwilling sleeper agent sent to undermine the Trust. At this point, 
Sun Valley Inc. was revealed to be a near-anagram for the true name 
of  the sinister alliance they battled: Uncanny Evil. The war between 
the Infinity Trust and Uncanny Evil, made up of  many of  their old 
nemeses, is hard and bloody, and claims the lives of  Vesper, the Blue 
Phantom, Mr. W, Ogroff, Torgo, and the Morley Man before ending 
with Uncanny Evil’s crippling defeat. The Liberator, The 
Sanguinary, and Horribla stay on with Trust, but The Siren decides 
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to retire from adventuring. (Quinary Infinities) 
 
ITY 24 (Outside of  Time) – The Year of  Farewells, as many leave 
the Infinity Trust in the wake of  the war. QJ, Rama, Ming Loy, 
Nuwa, and Fu Hsi use occult energies to open a gate to the 
Metaverse, a higher plane of  existence, and disappear into it forever. 
Bloody Mary vanishes, as does Diabolik; The Unknown leaves to 
search for the latter, while The Sanguinary takes Mary’s place on the 
High Council. Lion-Man is murdered on Earth-X, while Maikroft 
Tocse—seemingly—perishes of  old age. The Trust loses permanent 
contact with Zoro, the Dreamkeeper, and Aunt Hagar, but Hanzo 
Hatara joins on in a more active context after the Crimson Dragon 
takes Tocse’s seat on the Council. The Liberator joins the Council 
too. The Golden Eagle also joins the Trust’s leaders, but his family 
leaves: Dr. Draugiz, Taylor Robbins, Elizabeth Vollin, and the Will 
O’ the Wisp depart to go on their own adventures, possibly taking 
The Siren with them. Mórdún Saorduine is seemingly killed in battle, 
but his mind actually lives on in Kerrtys Zantoro’s body; the two 
adventure together before Zantoro is killed in battle, and Mórdún’s 
essence is revived in a clone body. Dr. Leonard Crane begins to 
adventure outside his office more, and eventually leaves such an 
imprint on the timeline that he becomes eligible for T2P2. He takes 
on the identity of  Dr. Phobia—he disguises himself  as a scarecrow, 
and uses a “fear-ray” gun to spread panic in evildoers.  
 
ITY 25-29 – The Nova Corps begins its battle against the Great 
Old Ones in an attempt to protect the Chaos Rifts. Faced with a 
nigh-infinite army, the Corps is destroyed until only five members 
remain: the “fivefold goddess of  flame” Eternis, the metaphysical 
painter Peinture Ayforte, the metatextual archaeologist Hesiod Pann, 
the fear-inducing Blonde Bitch, and Irene Kathalnova. These Nova-
Cthulhu Wars last for far longer a time than the four chronological 
years they were packed into. 
 
ITY 30 – The surviving Nova Corps members make contact with 
Chang Ho Ping and The Scarlet, two Infinity Trust agents who 
joined the team recently, following an invitation to do so sent by 
Elizabeth Vollin before her departure. Through the pair the Nova 
Corps contacts the Infinity Trust High Council (by this point K2, 
Donia, Dr. Tara, the Crimson Dragon, The Liberator, The 
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Sanguinary, Horribla, the Golden Eagle, and Dr. Phobia), and a 
temporary alliance is formed to recreate the seals the Elder Gods 
placed on the Great Old Ones, or destroy the Old Ones, if  possible. 
Cat Pons leads Dr. Saorduine, Rip Gardenier, Roberta Thorul, 
Hanzo Hatara, and Chang Ho Ping into battle as a mighty fighting 
force. They fight in so many battles that they must abide by T2P2, 
becoming, respectively, the Fae, the Freewalker, The Shade, Lady 
Shade, the Scorpion, and Tobias Fate. Chang Ho Ping took his 
name from a hitherto-unrecorded lawman of  the American Old 
West whom he befriended. The original Fate’s death somehow 
provoked an extremely bitter rivalry between Chang and Hatara, and 
the sparing of  the two caused complications for the group during 
the war. The High Council leads their own operations during this 
conflict, while the Nova Corps continue their own fights with Trust 
resources. The Unknown and Diabolik return to aid the Trust 
during an assault on the group’s headquarters, but the latter is killed 
during the fighting and the Trust’s base is destroyed. Cat, Irene, and 
The Liberator rally their forces into a final attack on Azathoth 
himself; Azathoth is the leader of  the Great Old Ones and serves as 
an extension the Emperor, who destroyed Earth-X. Due to a critical 
strike by The Unknown, Azathoth’s avatar is destroyed, and the war 
ends. But as his apparition dies, Azathoth warps reality, and the 
High Council save for Horribla, Golden Eagle, and Dr. Phobia are 
seemingly wiped from existence. Cat and Irene are also missing. 
With both their sides severely depleted, the Infinity Trust and the 
Nova Corps agree to disband and reform into the prophesied Great 
Alliance. They are led by the Nova Council, consisting of  The 
Shade, Lady SHADe, Immortée, Golden Eagle, Dr. Phobia, 
Peinture Ayforte, Hesiod Pann, and, at the suggestion of  Chang Ho 
Ping, the Scorpion. But the Council also has a rotating President, 
and the first President is unanimously elected to be The Unknown. 
She chooses The Scarlet to be her VP. 
 
ITY 32 – The Alliance detects a signal indicating that those who 
vanished during the battle with Azathoth were not killed, but sealed 
away in another dimension. Work begins to find a way to liberate 
them. 
 
ITY 35 – The Great Alliance creates an artificial Earth near a Chaos 
Rift with the aid of  Dr. Draugiz and friends, in an attempt to use 
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the world as a lab to enter the Rift and retrieve their fellow 
members. To their surprise, this Earth becomes a Paradise Earth, 
being nearly supernaturally protected from conflict both within and 
without. Its people grow up happy, prosperous, and harmonious. 
Because of  time travel, former Infinity Trust agents Ming Loy, Fu 
Hsi, and Nuwa ended up living here, but the Alliance is able to 
disguise itself  from them (thus avoiding potentially spoiling their 
futures) with relative ease, due to their friendship with the people of  
the Earth they created. The conglomerated nations of  the world 
have named themselves the Great Alliance in reference to those 
who created their world; therefore, the original Great Alliance has 
plenty of  cover to hide its connection to the Infinity Trust. It is the 
intent of  the Paradise humans to aid the Great Alliance in opening a 
gate to break through the dimensional barriers to save their lost 
comrades. The effort is put on hold, however, due to an invasion by 
the insidious Dr. Carl Gloria, who, in his personal timeline, will go 
on to become a member of  Uncanny Evil. Loy and the other 
Infinity Trust members are able to defeat Gloria, with the Great 
Alliance continuing to keep its presence secret. 
 
ITY 38 – The lost members of  the Infinity Trust are finally freed 
when the Paradise Earth people are able to open a gate through the 
dimensional barriers—the Great Alliance saves from the monster-
infested hell the dying Azathoth trapped them in. During the rescue, 
an incident occurs involving Kory Kinyonga and Golden Eagle 
takes place, where they are attacked by a monster that sprays a thick 
ichor on them. This jelly slithers off  them and coalesces into a being 
which calls itself  Anthony Vollin. Both Kinyonga and Golden Eagle 
are this being’s genetic fathers; long ago, Kinyonga had foreseen that 
he would have a son named Anthony, or Antimony, and now that 
strange vision has come to pass. “Vollin,” meanwhile, was the name 
of  Golden Eagle’s mother; and in honor of  Golden Eagle’s real 
name that Anthony Vollin decides that “charlie” will be the name of  
his race. There are many charlies on this planet, he explains—they 
form a symbiotic bond with the large predator species which 
spewed it onto the pair. The creature will spew the charlie onto its 
prey and the charlie confuses the prey by transforming into its 
double. This confusion gives the predator an opening to devour its 
meal. But as this planet is unused to human-level intelligence, 
Anthony is the one charlie with a sense of  self-awareness. Through 
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the memories of  his fathers, he has created psychic links with all of  
the past associates of  the Infinity Trust, and he can take on their 
forms, memories, and powers during the moments in time, past, 
present, and future when they think back fondly on the team, or 
when they wonder if  the team needs their help. In a sense, he can 
grant their wish of  wanting to help the team by doing it for them, 
with their shape and abilities. Brought back from the other side, 
Anthony is at first rejected from the team due to his ability to 
summon dead teammates, but the former members of  the Nova 
Corps, who are used to being “freaks,” make an appeal on his behalf  
and he is elected a full member. Anthony begins studying his own 
psychic link and its asynchronous relationship to the timeline, and 
begins to conceive a machine which could be used to great effect.  
 
ITY 50 – After twelve years of  adventure, the Great Alliance 
activates Anthony Vollin’s Great Time Engine and holds a 
celebration for its fifty-year anniversary. The Engine calls forth all 
the prior members of  the Infinity Trust and the Nova Corps, as well 
as their close associates, and the group enjoys a night of  
remembrance and reacquaintance before they continue on their 
never-ending journey into a forever-unknown future.  

 

 


