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Nova Noel 
 

The Age Before Christmas 
 

 The winter air blew cold on the sixth of  December, in the 
sixth year of  the reign of  the Emperor Constantius II. The wind 
swept harshly over the streets of  Myra, and the Imperial curfew 
kept most people indoors—only soldiers of  the Roman Army were 
permitted out for their patrols. One of  the travelers of  the city was 
not a Roman soldier, and he cared nothing for the curfew. High on 
the roofs, his beard fluttering in the breeze, was the man that the 
citizens of  the town sometimes called the Thaumaturge. Only one 
eye glinted in the night. The other was covered by a leather patch, 
which obscured only an empty socket. The green robes were not 
sufficient to keep him warm under ordinary circumstances, but he 
had other means to face the winter. 
 This man felt improper standing high over the city. To be 
high up defied the gods, and even if  they had withered from this 
world, they could still see their servants on the material plane. He 
was to be humble, low to the ground—and in a state of  descent. 
The house he intended to visit had a chimney, and he climbed 
down, with none of  the black dust within touching a fiber of  his 
robes. 
 When he landed, he regarded the nearby bed with some 
degree of  apprehension. Even for a man of  his age, there was 
something uncomfortable about seeing one's own mortal remains. 
For indeed, lying in the bed was the body of  Nikolaus the 
Wonderworker, who just eighteen years prior had sat at the Nicaean 
Council. None had suspected that he had served as a double for the 
Thaumaturge. The old man had taken on the identity of  Nikolaus 
of  Myra easily, as he was a master of  impersonation by this point in 
his life—and the area around Myra had been his homeland to begin 
with. The Byzantine realms were a far different place when he had 
been a small, wild-eyed boy.  
 When he was young, he had never dreamed of  the 
uncountable magics he would find in this world, left behind by a 
prior Age. His true name was now forgotten, another uncountable 
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thing, and he knew now that he could no longer use the name of  
Nikolaus. As he turned and began to approach a tall bookshelf  
besides the bed housing his corpse, he wondered what guise he 
would next travel under. Nikolaus would likely be canonized by the 
faith he'd impersonated, which gave him a strange pride. He had 
enjoyed his time as a Christian—he recalled once, about three 
hundred years prior, when he had been known as Christopher, the 
Christ-bearer. It was because he had been a bearer of  Christ during 
His adventures on the Earth after His Resurrection, alongside other 
heroes. He had used that name when traveled north to Frankish 
lands, where his grandchildren called him ―Kringle‖ after the 
pretzel-like breads he baked for them as gifts. But his neighbors in 
this land did not link him with the name of  bread: their word for 
him was Wotan, and they were humbler before him than his 
grandchildren. 
 There was a mechanism of  his own design in the bookshelf, 
which opened a hollow space in the center of  the room's floor. He 
chose not to glance back at the body lying in the bed, which the 
physicians of  Myra would find soon enough. There was a hollow 
space the Thaumaturge had built below his house, a temporary 
hiding place. But an elaborate one nonetheless. 
 The home of  Christopher Kringle was a cube whose walls 
were lined with the alchemical symbols of  sacred geometry. He 
carved these ―runes‖ (as his Northern descendants called them) 
everywhere he went, for he drew power from them. After a 
millennium he almost understood their meaning. That was his fate; 
he was condemned to interpret the remains of  an earlier Age, rather 
than getting a chance to make his own. Yet he knew that humility 
was a virtue. He was already granted marvelous power, such as that 
which animated his minute assistants, who now surrounded him. 
They appeared to be automata of  some kind—animated by 
alchemical magic, or the powers of  life and death wielded by King 
Saul. They were jagged, geometric entities, shambling and made of  a 
slick material lighter and softer than metal. The stories of  the 
Northern Folk spoke of  the ―elves,‖ mischievous beings that 
wandered in kingdoms said to be long ago sealed away from the 
Earth. Like the automata, which looked like they were made of  
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scrimshawed bone, there was a whiteness about the elves, for the 
name elf  meant ―white,‖ to reflect the holy light they carried with 
them. A holiness that always dwelled in the world even before the 
days of  Christ. Hence Christopher called his assistants his elves or 
machine-elves. 
 The word ―elf ‖ and its link to whiteness was relevant here in 
the secret workshop, for Christopher had been having premonitions 
around the time that he realized it was time for his life as Nikolaus 
to end. And these visions were set in the land he knew as Albion or 
Elvion, named for its white cliffs, at a place where Brutus, great-
grandson of  Aeneas, wrestled a giant into the Gallic waters. In his 
honor, the island was known at Brutain or Britain, or Prydain, in the 
words of  some of  the locals. It was there that some anomaly or 
cancer had formed—he could not determine what it was by scrying. 
He did not want whatever it was to grow, however, and so it was 
time for him to fly from Myra—in a sense quite literal. 
 His elves, his little helpers, took their places, and their bodies 
reconfigured into the complex and indescribable mechanisms that 
would power his ritual. The runes on one of  the walls of  the 
cube—that which faced towards the closest wall of  the city—began 
to change as well, opening up in the vast tunnel from which the 
warm air of  the workshop drained out. At Christopher's feet was 
the Circle, and with his elves he called to the four elements. He 
invited in the life-giving spirit of  fire, the calming breath of  water, 
the anchor of  earth, and the mythic imagination of  the air. Time 
held its breath for him, and the blazing candles that had emerged 
from within the puzzle-boxes of  the machine-elves flashed from 
orange to white. These mechanical beings were extensions of  the 
structure of  the cosmos itself...a huge, intricate thing, beyond the 
greatest natural philosophers of  Rome, which clicked and chimed 
endlessly and cyclically. With the elements and his Circle all was his 
lever with which to move the world. As the four corners of  
universal energy came together, his Circle became one of  ether, and 
into realms adjacent to those of  the elves of  the Northern Folk he 
reached. 
 From these worlds he pulled out the spirits he would need to 
guide his flight—when they emerged they were emaciated and 
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antlered, as usual. They were unpleasant sights, even for a being 
such as he. But he was to treat them with respect. They were the 
steeds of  Mater Holda and Lady Berchta, after all, who were old 
gods indeed, even if  they were lost from the world in these days. 
Though they resembled deer, they were his Wild Hunt, his Hounds 
of  Annwn. Otherworldly. The spindly six-legged things stared at 
him with their dead eyes, and he remained calm as the forces of  the 
Circle began to draw the outline of  his carriage or sleigh. The 
creatures harnessed themselves to it, and as he rose to seat himself  
on the phantom vehicle, Christopher whispered the words that 
returned the gifts of  the elements, with his thanks. He had to close 
the Circle before they departed. But he had learned all of  this with 
the grace of  a musician—he knew the beats of  magic's rhythm. 
 And they were off, up, up, and away. It would normally be a 
long flight from Myra, but in his sleigh, Christopher could step 
beyond the passage of  ordinary time. How his companions at the 
Nicaean Council would marvel at that, if  they knew! He could visit 
every living family in the world in the course of  what seemed to be 
a single evening. The long journey to the source of  the evil he 
sensed took the time of  just a half-degree turn of  the moon. There 
was a vast thicket below him. He watched as it passed below him 
with a steely eye. Even in winter, these trees were symbols of  the 
living, breathing earth, but they could also disguise shadowy evil. He 
touched down, and once more, he scarcely noticed the cold. He 
could survive at the very northernmost point of  the world, if  he 
wished—he had lived in a country that had immunized him against 
any other frost.  
 The woods yawned up before him, impressive to someone 
whose formative memories were in the vast deserts of  Byzantium. 
But he was no stranger to forests. He had once walked through the 
jungle of  the Olmecs, and this place was quite similar—that was 
saying nothing of  pine timbers of  the North. He could feel the 
disturbance here. It was like the fingers of  a god had reached into 
the fabric of  Creation and pulled open a handful of  seams. 
Nonetheless he kept a patient pace. The world still turned beneath 
his feet, and it would keep turning for a while longer. 
 But as he left his borrowed steeds behind them, having 
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revealed to them a bottomless wine-skin full of  bat's blood for their 
payment, his senses were on full alert. A wizard like himself  was one 
who considered things holistically. He needed the patience to see 
not merely what he wanted to see, but also the fear implicit in the 
opposite of  such. Right now, he knew he wanted to be alone, but he 
knew that he wasn't. The full moon exposed all, and a ragged figure 
stood on a hill above the slight gap in the trees through which 
Christopher had wandered. 
 The figure whispered to himself, under the winter winds: 
―Death! Death on the snow!‖ He turned and began to run, but 
something seemed to hold him in place. His body tensed up. 
Christopher had no way of  knowing that this young man had heard 
stories before that these old woods were said to be a home to the 
Fae, or Fair Folk, who were infamous kidnappers—and flesh-eaters. 
 ―Hail!‖ called Christopher warmly. He approached the figure 
eagerly. 
 ―I won't harm you!‖ rang out Christopher's voice again. ―My 
name is Kringle. Do you know why they call me that?‖ 
 ―Because that sounds like the name of  a trickster of  the 
woods?‖ asked the apparent hermit. 
 ―Because in lands to the east of  here, I gifted many pieces 
of  the foodstuff  called kringle to my people. Have you had a kringle 
before?‖ 
 The young man nearly looked like he hadn't had a meal in 
his life. He could hardly believe it when the small piece of  bread 
appeared in his hand. ―It's glazed, just a little, with honey,‖ 
Christopher elaborated. ―I'm sure you're used to honey, living out 
here.‖ 
 ―Yes. In the summer it's been good for keeping me full. And 
in the winter, I can save and freeze it, and eat it then, too.‖ 
 ―What's your name, lad?‖ 
 ―I have many names. That makes me untrustworthy.‖ 
 ―I have many names too, and untrustworthy folk can trust 
each other.‖ 
 ―I was born as Ambrosius. I was not of  Roman blood, but 
my father wanted me to become a citizen of  the Empire, even as the 
Empire staggers.‖ 
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 ―Intriguing. But what are you called now?‖ 
 ―I am Myrthin Wylld. Myrthin of  the Wilds, properly.‖ He 
had been building up courage to take a bite of  the pastry in his 
hand. When he finally bit a piece of  it off  his young face flooded 
with joy. He took his time chewing, before continuing: ―I chose that 
name for myself. To the Celts it means 'sea-hill,' but I chose it 
simply because it sounded nice. I'm an exile these days. I wanted to 
join the Roman Army, but I kept making mistakes during training. 
Now I've found myself  here—a wild man of  the woods.‖ 
 ―There is much value,‖ Christopher said, ―in being a 
woodwose.‖ 
 ―I am not merely a woodwose. I am a cambion.‖ 
 Christopher blinked. ―A cambion? Was your father an 
incubus, or your mother...‖ 
 ―My mother, so says my father, was the Devil. But I'm 
beyond such superstitions. My mother, a succubus, was what the old 
books called an astral larva. A naturally occurring spirit from a 

heavenly realm that enjoys carnal relations with humans.‖ 
 ―I should show some pity for your father.‖ 
 ―He was a wizard himself, named Lailoken. Their bond was 
mutually beneficial.‖ 
 Christopher didn't know what to say. He recalled that he had 
learned such knowledge from an astral creature known as an aiwass, 
and the only ―old book‖ that recorded the truth behind incubi and 
succubi was his own, the Codex de Milia Spiritis Malum. Evidently one 
of  the conquerors of  poor Albion had brought a copy with him.  
 ―Does your father still live?‖ 
 ―No, he is in Hell, and consequentially is of  no consequence. 
Why are you here? And who are you?‖ 
 ―I am a wizard, like your father. I...‖ 
 ―Eye?‖ Myrthin said, pointing to the leather patch. ―How 
did you lose that?‖ 
 ―Long ago, when I was in the middle of  the life I've lived 
thus far,‖ Christopher said, referring to an era two hundred years 
before the birth of  Christ, ―I made the ultimate sacrifice in 
exchange for mastery of  the uncountable magics. An eye, in 
exchange for wisdom and enlightenment.‖ 
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 ―Ah,‖ Myrthin replied. ―Some of  the Romans here spoke of  
Mithras, a man-hero born of  a virgin who killed a monstrous bull, 
like Cuchullain Lughson and his Hound. A few of  these Romans 
linked Mithras to the one called Messiah. They told me about his 
sacrifice, nailed to the wood of  the crux of  the Earth. It cleansed 
the Earth of  its sins. By losing your eye, you cleansed yourself  of  
the sin of  ignorance.‖ 
 Christopher was taken aback and humbled by this assertion. 
Now he was becoming truly interested in this figure who walked 
with him, and the mischievous desire to let him in on some of  his 
knowledge came over him. But he knew there was no time to 
explain all of  the links that bound the world together in the names 
that Myrthin had named. Mithras was like the Nazarene, yes, but he 
was also like Gilgamesh, slayer of  the Bull of  Heaven, successor to 
No-utnapishtim; and more obviously Mithra, of  the followers of  
Zoroaster. And Cuchullain had also been Herakles and Rostam, or 
some shade of  them. All mankind, supposedly, had once come from 
one place—was Cuchullain brother or son to Kukulkan, from across 
the ocean, he wondered? And of  course there was Christ Himself, 
the new standard, it seemed, for gods who died and rose again. 
Osiris and Bacchus were in those same ranks... 
 ―But why are you here?‖ Myrthin asked. 
 Christopher stared at him with his remaining eye. 
 ―I could no longer carry on my most recent disguise. And I 
sensed a terrible evil here,‖ he answered. 
 ―That would explain my own anxiety,‖ Myrthin said. ―I have 
heard from the birds that a group of  men come here to these 
woods. In my dreams, I see their faces. They are called Arians.‖ 
 The Thaumaturge lost his merriment. ―As Nikolaus of  Myra, 
I faced down against Arius—the forefathers of  the Arians. I 
spearheaded an effort against his belief  that the Son was below the 
Father, and that trinitarianism was...‖ He stopped, realizing the 
young man knew nothing about what he was describing. ―I 
discovered, in my investigations of  Arius, that his name was as false 
as my own. He was actually a creature called Pitch, a repulsive evil, 
who had taken control of  the real Arius and planned to use him to 
destroy the world's faiths, by infiltrating them and creating 
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controversy that would divide them.‖ 
 ―But you think that the Arians who have come here are in 
service of  that demon you mentioned, Pitch?‖ Merthyn asked. 
 ―Yes...many of  them ended up as such, though not all, of  
course. Pitch is a deceiver. He does not care one way or another if  
his theories end up a component of  Christianity...it is merely his 
front. It is doubtlessly he who has caused the disturbance I'm 
looking for and not the humans at his disposal.‖ 
 ―What are we waiting for, then?‖ 
 ―Don't be arrogant, Myrthin. Pitch may be a servant of  the 
ultimate evil. You likely wouldn't stand a chance against him.‖ 
 ―'May be' and 'likely.' Do you believe that I spent all this time 
in the woods never learning the secrets of  my father? I am a warlock 
too. I can speak to birds and the winds—I can drive away bears and 
wolves with just a thought. Let's get going.‖ 
 ―Having influence over animals is something anyone with 
patience can do. That you've done it without such is a good sign, 
however. I suppose you would be a good guide to the heart of  the 
woods. That is where I've detected my anomaly.‖ 
 Myrthin nodded, and without a word began to lead. 
 He ran without regard to the ice and roots below his bare 
feet—he was quick, and Christopher slow, but he kept a pace where 
Christopher could keep him in his sights. It was a long and lonely 
walk, and the only colors to meet the eye besides the white void 
were black and dark blue. Christopher checked for any variation in 
that color scheme. Unless the snow-light revealed the green of  some 
of  the plants that remained, there was nothing to indicate a change 
in the forest. He kept his ears open. He was not omniscient.  
 Without his knowledge, a silent form came up behind him. 
Were it not for Myrthin turning to ask a question it may have been 
the end of  the old mage. The Thaumaturge saw the alarm that 
flooded the boy's eyes. From his sleeve emerged a wand, though 
there'd been nothing there before. The thing moved fast—he could 
only conjure up a weak spell to shield himself  from the huge frozen 
arm that came down towards him. His attacker was a snow-golem, 
and a large one. When he deflected the blow it shoved him back. 
Innocently, a root caught his ankle, and he toppled downward, belly 
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upward. 
 Myrthin stared at the thing, which was faceless and only 
basically humanoid. He tried to look for a weakness, even as his 
knees banged together like waves against a dock. There was 
something shining atop the vague head of  the thing, he could see, 
but his lips couldn't move. They were as frozen as the air numbing 
them. Christopher, however, had his wand about him, and the snow-
golem was a slow moved. Myrthin flinched as flame barked from 
the tip of  this wand. The shield that had stopped the frozen arm 
from crushing the Thaumaturge had been invisible, of  the air—this 
was the untouchable blaze of  real flame, fully apparent to the naked 
eye. With a bestial shriek the impressive thing hissed away into 
steam. 
 Christopher needed to leave the flame burning for only a 
few moments before the monster was suitably displaced. It wouldn't 
be long before the water it become turned to a shining layer of  ice 
over the snow, a small pond under the moon. 
 There was something frozen within this ice-pond, and 
Christopher sprinted quick to retrieve it. When he did so, he 
brought it over to Myrthin, who was quaking more than ever as the 
wizard approached. ―What would you say this is?‖ the Thaumaturge 
asked. The thing in his hand was unmistakable—it sparkled bronze 
as he turned it over and over again in his hands. 
 ―It's a Roman helmet,‖ Myrthin said, with some confusion. 
 ―Yes...‖ Christopher hissed. It was enchanted, clearly, but 
with what?  
 As he turned it over in his hands, however, it flared up 
before him a rush of  flame. These fires were violet, orbiting a black 
core. Even with his charms crawling invisibly over his skin to keep 
him safe, Christopher could feel the bronze begin to singe his 
hands. When he threw it into the snow, the white mass smothered 
the dark flame, but only because that was what the light-drinking 
glow had wanted. Snow pooled once more underneath it. The mass 
began to churn upward, forming a new body... 
 ―Victory is beyond us!‖ Myrthin said. But in saying that, he 
broke a rule of  magic: he came to a conclusion before 
experimenting. He believed that that strange purple flame was 
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protected the helmet from harm, but that was simply because he 
was human, mostly, and even mostly-humans overestimated the 
power of  magic. It could be such a tricky thing, but the general 
principle was that spell-object binding worked one way: if  the object 
was broken, the spell was broken. That made the spell the 
dependent item, always. Bronze was bronze, and while it made a fine 
helmet, it was still not the hardest of  metals. He had a lead coin in 
his robes from a civilization long forgotten, which he dangled it in 
front of  the tip of  the old oak wand. There was a pulse of  light and 
the coin flew out in a high arc, and the crack of  the helmet that 
crowned the snowman echoed through the forest. 
 ―Nothing's beyond us,‖ Christopher said simply. ―There 
must have been some magic in that old bronze helm...‖ 
 ―We've found you at last, 'Santa Claus.'‖ 
 Both Christopher and Myrthin froze. Suddenly they were 
surrounded. Oddly-dressed men, and women, too, were coming 
down from the trees, wearing black armor that didn't sparkle like 
metal. It had been the darkness of  their armor that had concealed 
them from sight, and some unknown force that hid them from 
magical senses. They were carrying not swords or spears or axes, but 
long black branches from which dangled sparkling belts. There were 
openings at the ends of  the ―branches,‖ and it was safe to assume 
that this dispensed projectiles. 
 Though they were merely humans, Myrthin nonetheless 
trembled in their presence, and Christopher silently affirmed that 
this was what he had felt all the way back in Myra. Myrthin didn't 
quake in fear this time; merely discomfort. Outside of  their outward 
appearance, something about the assembled warriors caused a 
wobble in the air around them, like the mirage of  heat striking 
cold—but it was more complicated than that, somehow. They were 
bad imports, danger symbols, something that wasn't supposed to be 
there. 
 The newcomers spoke a strange tongue, but Christopher 
understood it and he helped Myrthin understand it too. ―We have 
come a long way to see you,‖ was what they said. 
 ―Which of  you is speaking?‖ the Thaumaturge asked with 
irritation. ―You are dressed like plague-doctors...‖ Indeed, there were 
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strange masks covering the faces of  their attackers. 
 One of  the men removed his mask, exposing a cruel face 
tinged with madness. A woman joined him, and there was a stiffness 
about her face, as if  she had no emotions at all. ―I am Commander 
Aaron Kirk, representing the America First Militia.‖ 
 ―And I am Lieutenant Purity Felix. We come from the Year 
of  Our Lord 2018 to ensure that all of  history knows the true 
meaning of  Christmas, in the name of  our Glorious Leader. This is 
the final operation to win the War on Christmas, and crush those 
anti-American globalist multiculturalists once and for all.‖ 
 Christopher straightened up. ―Of  what import is the Mass 
of  Christ? Scripture does not mandate its celebration. Such a choice 
was the Messiah's to avoid celebration, out of  His humility.‖ 
 ―We've got you dead to rights, St. Nicholas,‖ Commander 
Kirk said. ―If  we stop you from living your life, then in the future 
there will be no Santa Claus. Christmas has to be trimmed down so 
that it's perfect. For every day of  Christmas everyone should be in 
Church on their hands and knees, not hobnobbing at parties with 
booze and candy and a false God.‖ 
 ―Where is Pitch?‖ asked Christopher Kringle, rightfully 
ignoring much of  the Commander's ravings. ―He is not a power you 
can bind yourself  to, even if  he wastes his time creating trinkets like 
golem-making hats. When I faced him in the lands of  the Olmecs I 
thought I sealed him away with a power that would remain for two 
thousand years.‖ 
 ―That Turkish squabbling is getting on my nerve,‖ 
Lieutenant Felix said. ―Almost as bad as hearing someone talk 
Mexican. But it doesn't matter. We are omnipotent now, and history 
will guarantee our empire. It is all thanks to Herr Doktor Durea—
he arrived in the Year of  Our Lord 2015 after setting his invention 
for a seventy-year jump. His machine, which allowed him to jump 
those seven decades, was called Die Glocke.‖ 
 Another member of  this...militia, Kirk had called 
it?...unmasked himself, revealing himself  to be an older man of  
Frankish features. While he had the mean jaggedness of  Kirk, his 
eyes were as glassy and dead as Felix's. ―I'm sure your primitive 
mind cannot understand me, St. Nicholas,‖ said this man, the 
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apparent ―Doktor Durea,‖ ―but you cannot imagine the elation I felt 
when I was escaped the dying embers of  fascism only to find its 
conquerors choosing to reinstate it just as I come out on the other 
end of  my time-jump. Die Glocke served me well...he has taken me 
to a realm when Aryans rule. And while they are true servants of  
Christ, they were still willing to consent to my plan of  joining 
ourselves to the creature Pitch. I needed his magic, after all, if  I was 
going to perform another trip with my glorious time-rending 
Glocke.‖ 
 Slowly Christopher was understanding, and the sideways 
pronunciation of  that word—Arian to Aryan—let it all fall into 
place for him. The reason why these beings seemed to stand outside 
logic was not because they had joined themselves to the demon who 
had taken the form of  a renegade Christian philosopher. It was 
because they represented a movement in Creation that was yet to 
come; an evil not yet born. Pointing his wand at the ground, he 
reached out and tried to find their device. Glocke was a future 
corruption of  glocca, ―bell,‖ and so he was not surprised when he 
found that the device resembled the large bell of  a church. It was 
hard to believe that so many people could fit inside it, but the 
imagination of  humanity was great; to bend and twist the laws of  
physics someday with the use of  machinery was not inconceivable 
to him. He was a warlock, and he was surprised by nothing in either 
mystical or natural philosophy. 
 ―You're too late to stop me from existing, for whatever 
reason it is that you wish for that to be,‖ Christopher said. 
―Nikolaus the Wonderworker is dead. The Christians will canonize 
him. Your arrow missed its mark, and so did your trap. I have 
anticipated that as my magics grow I would have to worry about 
those who would transcend time, and seek to wipe me from 
history.‖ 
 ―If  you aren't St. Nicholas, then what the hell are you?‖ 
asked Lieutenant Felix skeptically. 
 ―I am a power parallel to the one you claim is on your side. I 
am the Wild Huntsman. I am Odin, old and uncountable.‖ 
 They seemed repulsed by him, but there was a calmness 
about Doktor Durea. He reached up to his strange eyes, and without 
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any pain removed them from their sockets. The look of  ordinary 
eyes was painted onto them; they were large wooden marbles 
engraved with the runes of  the Northern Folk. They flashed with 
the purple lightning of  the enchanted helmet. 
 ―And yet there is a power parallel to yours, All-Father. This is 
how I gave my new disciples their power. I have trapped the demon 
in two different objects at once, splintering his mind. The Faerie-
thing known as Py't'che'gala-ok has lived in my eyes for all these 
years. For losing both my eyes, I am twice as wise as you...‖ 
 And his hands pressed hard against the wood of  these eyes, 
as if  to crush them. Christopher braced himself, having forgotten 
Myrthin. The young ragged man whistled, and in an instant, a falcon 
of  the forest who had ignored the call to migrate swooped down 
and attacked the Frankish doctor's hand. He cried out as one of  the 
wooden eyes was taken from him. Myrthin whistled thanks to the 
falcon as it dropped the false eye into his waiting palm. 
 ―You wanted to break these for some reason. I don't think 
it's a good idea to let you,‖ Myrthin said. 
 ―I can, at least, free half  the demon,‖ was Durea's reply. He 
grunted with a hatred not unknown to him; a brown-skinned man 
and a Briton were his foes, just as they had been when he had his 
office in Berlin. 
 The wood cracked in his hand, and soon that hand was 
gone—burnt to ash in a flash of  purple fire. If  he screamed, it 
could not be heard, for the growl of  the flame drowned out all else 
as the violet fires melted away both the snow and the future-man's 
body. In its place was a blurred shape, that shimmered and vibrated 
in the air like the wings of  an insect. It was good this shape was 
indistinct—it was poisonous to look at it in its completed form. The 
horns and large ears he was proud of, for example, were slurred and 
distorted. 
 ―Don't let it sense its other half  in that orb,‖ Christopher 
whispered to Myrthin. There was no risk of  being heard, as 
Commander Kirk and Lieutenant Felix knelt before the thing. 
 ―Even though you are the spawn of  Satan, we invoke you to 
use your power!‖ Kirk cried in a voice that sounded like an angry 
scream. ―We haven't come all this way for nothing. Pitch, you must 
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give us access to the ultimate power. We have to fulfill our destiny. 
Take us to your realm, and let us sort out the rest. God's Light will 
guide us in the eternal dark...‖ 
 Christopher raised his wand. A vengeful wrath came upon 
him, and he prepared to kill the two leaders of  the militia. They 
asked Pitch a favor like superstitious peasants selling their souls to 
the various devils of  their cultures—they wanted something like the 
genies of  Persia, who would give them their heart's desire for what 
seemed to be nothing. And yet Pitch was of  the Fae. His people 
could grant wishes if  they liked, if  it suited their purposes. Even if  
that did mean bringing travelers into their Kingdom. Even if  that 
meant taking them to the Heart of  the Fae. 
 In that moment, time seemed to stand still. Christopher had 
hesitated for too long. 
 Pitch, fractured as he was, could no longer speak, and so the 
gibbering he made was weak and useless. Nonetheless, it seemed to 
cause something to happen. Myrthin never saw it for himself—
Christopher pulled him close, and obscured his eyes and ears with 
his robes. 
 From Myrthin's perspective, there was a long time where he 
writhed within Christopher's cloak. His mind was reeling—he had 
almost no idea what was going on. He was waiting for the claws of  
the demon to tear them to shreds, or the long weapons of  the 
foreign army to turn on them and blow them away. 
 Yet those fates never came, and eventually he parted from 
the Thaumaturge. It was like the danger was just a dream, for a 
moment. The air felt warmer. 
 But Myrthin had lived in these woods long enough to know 
that he was somewhere else, and it was that transition to 
somewhere-else that made the soldiers disappear. The blue of  the 
winter night had shifted just a little. All around him was a strange 
purple look to things. 
 ―Christopher...‖ The name sounded awkward to him. 
―Where...where are we?‖ 
 ―We're in the inner mantle of  Mauve Space, in the Land of  
Faerie,‖ Christopher replied. ―This is your initiation into something 
darker, Myrthin. Keep your wits about you. This is where the magics 
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of  the Fae-Realm are concentrated—everything in the Green Lands, 
where most of  the Court of  the Fae live, eventually falls down here. 
To accrete.‖ 
 Myrthin closed his eyes, and sucked in a deep breath. The air 
of  this land was heavier than it was on Earth, but he savored the 
moment of  the breath. Through his eyelids, he saw a twinkling 
green, even with the violet shades that filled the air. He studied this 
green light that seemed to fill him; it was strange to him, but also 
calming.  
 ―Pitch must have taken those time-travelers deeper into the 
Realm than where we've landed,‖ Christopher said then, most to 
himself. ―We'll have to make great speed if  we're going to stop them 
from reaching the Heart.‖ 
 Myrthin said something odd then. ―I'm not fond of  the 
name Christopher. It is rough on the tongue, like Frankish words.‖ 
 ―It's a Frankish name,‖ Christopher said, not lacking in 
sternness. ―What name suits me better, says you?‖ 
 ―Kirkwose.‖ 
 Christopher enchanted himself  and everyone he stood 
around him so that they could mutually understand each other. 
Whatever Myrthin's native tongue was, it was not the same as what 
Christopher spoke. This word, however, hummed with a strange 
meaning to him, as it seemed to come from a zone outside 
language—maybe it was composed of  fragments from languages yet 
to come. Words, being magic, found a way to transcend history in 
their own right. 
 ―It means 'Church-man,'‖ Myrthin explained. 
 ―I don't think that's a good name for me. There is no 
Church of  wizards. I have no peers.‖ 
 ―Hm. I think I just meant to make a general reference to the 
concept of  religion. You can have religion without a Church.‖ 
 Christopher had started walking, and Myrthin followed him. 
The latter saw that the former was grinning. 
 They were once more condemned to wandering in the 
woods, in this strange world. Myrthin could barely see vast waves of  
green light covering the land, as he'd heard about in stories of  the 
Fae—the green slowly unraveled into yellow, which gave way to 
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orange and red, which in turn cooled into the heavy mauve they 
waded through. He had seen this before; magic as a rainbow. In his 
visions in the woods, training to hear the songs of  the trees, he had 
learned that the color white was actually all the colors of  the 
rainbow brought together—a singular path born of  many paths. He 
had a feeling that these interlopers from the future who gambled 
with the power of  Pitch believed only in a singular path, the 
whiteness. They couldn't tolerate what the whiteness was made of, 
the varying paths. They wanted to pound the line of  time into a 
single white line, when it was Time's Will to be a course of  many 
colors. 
 Christopher was at the fore, so Myrthin couldn't see that he 
was keeping his remaining eye closed. He was trying to march on a 
straight path, because this was Faerie, and Faerie was full of  dancing 
lights that would lead invariably one astray. Sometimes the lights 
were the inhabitants, who shed their sleek humanoid glamour to fly 
free, but this far in, they were more likely to be things that borrowed 
the shape of  the inhabitants, which were far stranger than the green 
beings who sat in the distant Courts. He made sure Myrthin 
followed him by listening for his footsteps. As time went on he sang 
small songs to himself, just to keep his mind in momentum. 
 The mauve slowly sank down to black—the absence of  
color. Within the shadows the two men could see the telltale shape 
of  a stone altar, which was older than the oldest stone. High above 
it was the Shape of  the Heart of  the Fae. Py't'che'gala-ok, or Pitch, 
or whatever it was, was present, and while his broken body was 
merely an indefinite shape, it was not a Shape in the way the Heart 
was. The Heart of  the Fae couldn't be defined—it was the pinnacle 
of  possibility, an opposition to all things orderly, chaotic, known, 
and unknown, somehow embodied in a truthful and tangible thing. 
They could only say that it was bright, and it was colorful. 
 Kirk, Felix, and their soldiers stood alongside Pitch. The 
humans were in somewhat reduced condition. They were near the 
Heart, but they were mortals thrust suddenly into the center of  a 
great magical star. Their minds would catch up with them in time, 
once they had fully processed the wonder of  what they were looking 
at, but the time of  that catch-up could well exceed the lifespan of  
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their bodies.  
 So Christopher and Myrthin, who were barely thriving 
themselves, were left with interesting company. A small army of  
comatose time-travelers, the shredded remains of  a demon from 
antiquity, and the most powerful mystical artifact either of  them 
could imagine. 
 There was no conventional way of  talking to another person 
in the presence of  the Heart, but at the same time, they both heard 
voices. Myrthin looked out away from the Heart, and saw lights 
dance in the violet ferns outside the darkness. His mind ran together 
like he hadn't slept in three days—but these lights seemed friendly 
to him. They spoke to him, in their own way, and it gave him hope. 
 Christopher heard another voice. Pitch still had half  of  his 
old devilish cleverness. He told Christopher he felt his other half  in 
the round wooden thing in that young man's pocket, and that he 
would snap his neck to take it. Then he'd let these future men kill 
him so that their unknowable goal could be fulfilled. But they would 
be his slaves as he ruled both this time and that era yet to come. He 
spoke to Chris Kringle of  fear, and it was with fear that he reached 
out to the Heart. 
 Things began to get strange. Myrthin in particular was 
unused to this raw level of  magic. It seemed that when Pitch 
touched the Heart of  the Fae that he summoned a whole army of  
snow-golems. Christopher warred against them, long and hard—
Myrthin watched in awe for what felt like days as the old man's 
robes and beard flashed around him as he danced a war-dance under 
a great and terrible storm. Voices chanted above them, rag-na-rok, 
rag-na-rok, rag-na-rok; magic flared as lightning and wind and flame 
and stone all came to serve Kringle in battle. One by one he 
smashed the golems, even as they rose again in bodies made of  
stone from the very Earth. What shocked and horrified Myrthin was 
that this storm of  chaos only took three seconds to pass; all those 
weeks were compressed into a minute part of  a greater sense of  
time. And then, in just as little time, a million such wars arose, as 
Pitch hauled up hundreds of  illusory armies to clash against 
Christopher. Somehow eternity and brevity were as one as they 
stared millennia in the face, and did not age. Everything smeared 
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together in a great marred mire of  time, space, and fury. 
 Christopher was overwhelmed—in spite of  the length of  his 
war-fighting, he knew that Pitch had possessed the Heart of  the Fae 
for only mere moments. He had to fight through these conjurations 
and warps in reality the half-demon called up before him before he 
consumed the power-source completely, and yet it seemed his 
strength was not enough. 
 But Christopher knew the Fae were around them, here at 
their own Heart, and they might listen if  he asked them for aid. He 
would ask them for the thing he always desired, more than anything: 
a chance to give gifts. He had a very special gift planned for 
Myrthin, but for now he wanted to give gifts to his enemies. There 
would be two gifts; for he would give them truth, and the chance to 
go back to their own time. Their machine, the Bell, would be left 
here to rust away in the snow. Whatever the truth was that they had 
to face would surely horrify them; there was a reason why tyrants 
persisted, and it was because to stop meant facing the fear within. 
They would pout and cry, but in time they would learn to accept the 
lives of  others; they would learn that the voices that told them of  
wars against Christ's Mass were merely trickster-songs in the dark 
woods, turning their heads away.  
 It worked because deep down these would-be tyrants, these 
babies clad in armor, wished the same thing. They wanted to be free. 
They wanted to be normal. 
 Christopher grinned. Here, in this magical realm, will was 
the champion of  all...could it be that it was so easy? He heard and 
felt the Fae in the darkness around the Heart, and he asked them if  
and Myrthin could go home. 
 Their response was cryptic even to him. 
 ―We shall meet again, Christopher Kringle, and that is why 
you go; were there no reason, then we would not grant your will. In 
chaos do we walk, but never do we act idly or arbitrarily. You were 
needed to bring these creatures to us.‖ 
 He tried to respond, but even for him, it was hard to keep 
his senses in the Realm of  Fae. Questions seemed pointless. Yet 
below this blur of  thought, he also felt purpose—the senseless 
purpose of  survival. His training kicked in. It was he who steered 
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them home; the Fae merely let them leave. 
 The woods around them lost their color, and suddenly the 
icy blizzard surrounded them again. All was white and black but 
there was a strange beauty in it. All the same, young Myrthin was 
struggling with what he had seen in the last handful of  minutes.  
 ―Was that all there is to it?‖ Myrthin asked, clawing 
desperately for breath. ―You didn't even have to kill them, you just 
scrubbed their minds of  evil and sent them home?‖ His mind was 
free of  the distractions of  the lights and their singing. ―Gods in the 
sky, by the thoughts and feelings I felt in their minds, I would have 
killed them.‖ 
 ―It is the season of  the holy-days. I could not bring horror 
to the families of  those future-folk by allowing them to perish 
centuries before their births. It was the kind path to simply halt 
them and teach them what they did wrong. For that is the heart of  
this season: being kind.‖ There was a silence, and when it was clear 
Myrthin was not going to break it, Christopher said in a low voice, 
―You did not ask me what happened to Pitch.‖ 
 ―What happened to him?‖ the young man asked. 
 ―I do not know.‖ And he chuckled. 
 For a moment, Myrthin sat motionless on the ground. 
Christopher helped him up. 
 ―Are you sure we're back?‖ Myrthin asked then, his youthful 
beard shaking in the wind. ―It still feels different, even if  it feels like 
Earth.‖ 
 ―Time moves differently in the realm of  the Fae,‖ 
Christopher explained. 
 ―Of  course,‖ said Myrthin. ―That would explain the passage 
of  days I sensed.‖ 

 ―'Tis now the 25th of  December, the Festival of  Sol Invictus. 
In Myra they would be resting for two days after the end of  
Saturnalia.‖ 
 They sat silently in the cold for awhile. Christopher had been 
giving Myrthin warmth this whole time—that would probably be 
the first trick he would learn. If  he wanted to learn. They would 
need to stay warm if  they were going to start building out here. 
 ―All my life, I have seen only the bones of  other wizards,‖ 
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Christopher said slowly. ―I have seen religions but there are few 
Thaumaturges among them—they—‖ 
 ―I am ready.‖ 
 Christopher laughed—he really laughed, even if  he didn't 
entirely know where it came from. ―I'm sorry?‖ 
 ―I am ready to train with you. To help you build your 
Church...Church-man.‖ 
 Myrthin's face, weathered now by the strangeness of  the 
journey they'd wandered through, was serious. He was going to 
make this man build a Church of  his talents regardless of  his own 
views in the matter. 
 ―When I asked for the Heart to take us home, it brought us 
here, to this den of  wild men. I must confess the warmth of  Fae 
was a relief.‖ 
 ―This is not so bad a place. But perhaps we can go 
somewhere warmer. What was that 'land of  the Olmecs' you were 
talking about...?‖ 
 Christopher asked Myrthin to hand him Doktor Durea's 
other eye, so that he might possess the other half  of  the shredded 
demon Pitch. Yes, that was a warm land, alright. Perhaps they would 
hide the orb there. 
 When he set his hand on Myrthin's shoulder, it was a 
teacher's hand. Then, he said, ―I decree henceforth that I, too, shall 
become a wild man of  the woods. So says I, Pater Kurq'wes.‖ 
 When Myrthin heard the name, he smiled and knelt before 
his new Master. 
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Nothing is Worse 

 
 Jasper Kirby Jago watched as his brother-in-law set down the 
fantasy pulp, leaving behind the world of  winter wizardry. Neil had 
explained briefly that the protagonist was an attempt by the author, 
Astraea Malina Bayrolles, to make a ―serious‖ version of  Santa 
Claus. Those 1930s writers were cracked and both of  them knew it. 
 ―I'm sorry, can you give that to me again?‖ said Neil, sighing 
and rubbing the bridge of  his nose. Like Jasper, he wore glasses. 
They both had long hair, too—Neil's was brown while Jasper's was 
red. They differed in garb: t-shirts for Neil, Victorian suits for 
Jasper. 
 ―It's fairly simple, Neil. Along with your sister I'm a member 
of  the Nova Corps, a pan-Multiversal force of  chaos. Right now 
we're engaged in a bitter struggle called the Nova-Cthulhu Wars, 
and...‖ 
 ―Wait, Cthulhu? As in, H.P. Lovecraft?‖ 
 ―Regrettably, yes.‖ 
 ―Cthulhu is real?‖ 
 ―Well, yes, in the depths of  the Multiverse...‖ 
 ―That's stupid. Lovecraft was a racist, did you know that? 
And also a bad writer.‖ 
 ―Well, unfortunately, there's a world adjacent to ours called 
Earth-X. Most of  our world's fiction is reality there. The Great Old 
Ones of  Lovecraft's stories are real, and at some point down the 
line, one of  them destroys Earth-X and its surrounding universe—
though its past and alternate timelines can still be visited. The 
explosion of  Universe-X not only seeds the Multiverse with 
hundreds of  'fictional characters' who go on to have descendants 
native to those worlds, but it also rips open a colossal tear in the 
skin of  the Multiverse, which becomes known as the Chaos Rift. 
The Great Old Ones, having escaped the collapse of  Universe-X, 
began to feed on the Rift, with the intent of  using its power to 
control all of  reality. Our Corps stepped up to stop them and it's 
been War ever since.‖ 
 Neil leaned back. ―And you want me to join you on that?‖ 
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 ―I know it's confusing, but...‖ 
 ―It's history I have no investment in,‖ Neil said. ―Consider 
the world from a story-telling perspective—all the world's a stage 
and all that. I have my story to tell. At no point does my story 
involve going off  to fight against fictional characters in some war 
I've never heard of.‖ 
 ―But the Great Old Ones have come here! To this world of  
Earth-D!‖ 
 ―Earth-D?‖ 
 ―Yes, that is this world.‖ 
 ―Man, I don't even on one of  the interestingly-named 
Earths...‖ 
 ―What matters is that one of  the Great Old Ones is here! 
Now!‖ 
 ―Count Nullula?‖ 
 Both of  them briefly reflected on the tall, imposing, pale 
figure who came to this world months ago, dressed in a black cloak. 
He was a drinker not of  blood but of  substance. He was a reality-
vampire, capable of  depriving objects and even concepts of  their 
meaning with his fiendish bite. Performing dread mystic rituals in 
the heart of  Washington, D.C., Nullula called up the spirit of  
American Democracy itself, and drank its lifeblood. Not only did he 
gain nigh-infinite power, but he slew that very concept. Now, 
everyone in the country, Neil included, could remember that the 
country used to practice Democracy—he feel the edges of  the hole 
where the idea used to be. He was aware of  the absence. But he not 
conceive of  what Democracy was. Some tried to agree on the 
definition but when they held votes on the meaning, things fell 
apart. Everyone squabbled against the meaning they had once 
defended. A force of  chaos cast a Tower-of-Babel-shadow over 
America, where anything that counted as a ―vote‖ was instantly 
corrupted. 
 Kentucky—a place, Neil theorized, though it could have 
been a people or a group—had risen up against Nullula, so Nullula 
had drunk the blood of  Kentucky. It didn't exist anymore, and 
neither did its history or people. It was bled white and there was a 
void where it used to be. 
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 ―Count Nullula was never a human endowed with the 
vampire curse,‖ Jasper explained. ―He is in fact the tiniest toe—the 
tiniest molecule—of  a massive being known N'll'ylla'gala-ok. He only 
looks human on the outside.‖ 
 ―So, he's actually some sort of  interdimensional sludge-pile 
then?‖ 
 ―Your description is closer to the truth than you think. 
N'll'ylla'gala-ok extends out many thousands of  miles, and consists 
of  pale fungoid scum. His body is pitted and dotted with many 
caves and passages and in these passages live the degenerate 
descendants of  the ancient cultures N'll'ylla'gala-ok destroyed and 
devoured. Magnificent species from beyond Arcturus once knew 
how to spin palaces out of  diamond, using only their thoughts—
now, their descendants form foul cults on the insides of  the great 
beast, eating the flavorless slime despite the madness it induces; they 
are eons inbred, and frequently cull and devour their own mutated 
babies...‖ 
 ―Okay, I fucking get it,‖ Neil said. ―So we can't kill Count 
Nullula by staking him through the heart.‖ 
 ―No. He is as eternal as the stars.‖ 
 ―How do you kill Great Old Ones?‖ 
 ―Good question. We try primarily to rebuild the seals the 
Elder Gods placed on them.‖ 
 ―The Elder Gods from Mortal Kombat?‖ 
 ―Effectively, yes, but also from Lovecraft and Derleth.‖ 
 ―Who the hell is Derleth?‖ 
 At this point Neil had brought up a YouTube video his sister 
had sent him. ―Vicktey Vitch (It's Halloween Poem).‖ As it played 
out before him he squinted in confusion. ―What the fuck...?‖ 
 ―We have no choice at this point,‖ Jasper said bitterly. ―We 
must consult Madame Zostra.‖ 
 ―Who's Madame Zostra?‖ 
 ―The greatest fortune-teller in all the land. Come! The 
energies that are bound to my body allow me to travel 
instantaneously, in addition to making me immortal.‖ 
 ―You're immortal? Come on, dude, all I want are answers.‖ 
 ―It's a long story, that's all I have time to say! Take my 
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hand!‖ 
 Closing his YouTube tab, Neil did what Jasper asked, 
without thinking. Suddenly, he heard a low rushing sound, and in 
the blink of  an eye, they were...elsewhere. 
 Specifically, they stood outside a low brownstone, in a city 
Neil didn't recognize. 
 ―Jasper, what the hell is going on here? I never knew any of  
this about you when you married my sister. Who or what are you?‖ 
 ―I told you. I'm a member of  the Nova Corps.‖ 
 ―But how did you become immortal? You knew that was the 
question I was asking...‖ 
 Jasper sighed. ―I was exposed to the energies of  a black hole. 
It gave me the power of  renewal; whenever I'm killed I just reappear 
somewhere else. It's taken time to learn how to do it, but I can call 
on the energies of  that black hole to teleport as well. Just don't 
expect us to go anywhere for a little bit—it doesn't hurt anymore, 
like it used to, but I'm tired.‖ He blinked. ―This brownstone is 
Madame Zostra's office. Not quite a tent at the edge of  a carnival, 
eh?‖ 
 ―Let's just get this over with,‖ said Neil. ―I want to 
remember what's been forgotten. I sense something—‖ This city 
had public beatings too, he could see. A cop on some kid. ―—
something that was better...‖ 
 ―It's getting worse, day by day. Nullula knows all of  
humanity's weak points—its sanctities. If  he can summon the spirits 
of  the ideals he can kill them, or turn them into his undead servants, 
to wander forever as shambling parodies of  themselves. Consider 
the fact that you cannot imagine an economical system besides 
capitalism. Consider the fact that you can't remember when the sky 
wasn't blood-red.‖ 
 Neil shuddered then, and he felt a beard on his chin that 
hadn't been there before. That was impossible, he had shaved this 
morning—but with what razor? He hadn't bought a razor in 
weeks...the metal rations for the War were too intense— 
 What War? 
 ―Madame Zostra sees all,‖ Jasper said. ―Knock on the door. 
I'm right behind you.‖ 



30 

 Neil slowly approached the brownstone, and did as he asked. 
He felt his last two days of  sleep vanish, eaten up by this retroactive 
War-anxiety. He'd be drafted any day now, he knew it. 
 He knocked on the door and it burst open in an instant. 
Inside was a man with a broad mustache, a flat, wide-brimmed hat, 
and a stare made of  steel. His voice barked out in a harsh Slavic 
accent. 
 ―It costs one gold coin to see Madame Mushka.‖ 
 ―I thought this was where people saw Madame Zostra,‖ Neil 
said. 
 ―Her name is Mushka Zostra! Now, it costs one gold coin to 
see Madame Mushka.‖ 
 Neil produced a golden rossum, which he collected back 
when there were—what were they called? Places to put money. The 
man's eyes lit up on seeing it. 
 ―By the gods, I thought they were all melted down! Come in 
and sit, Madame will be with you shortly.‖ 
 Inside, Neil and Jasper found a dark room lined with violet 
curtains. The circular table was worn but it was the Hollywood-
perfect séance table. There was even a crystal ball in the center. 
They took up their seats, and waited for the curtains to part. In time 
they did, and an old woman in robes stepped out from the darkness 
beyond. She cocked her head upon seeing her visitors. 
 ―Neil? Jasper?‖ 
 ―So you know our names,‖ Neil said. ―That proves nothing 
of  your abilities. Forgive me, I'm immediately suspicious of  
psychics, and not because of  some strawman movie thing. Mediums 
frequently scam people of  their money, and that's been known for 
over a hundred years.‖ 
 ―I know you not from the future, as I know most strangers,‖ 
Zostra said. ―I know you from my past. When I was a young 
woman, I knew you.‖ She frowned. ―The damage to Earth-D has a 
cause. You did the right thing, Jasper, bringing him here.‖ 
 ―What is going on here? I'm sorry, I'm more confused than 
anything else,‖ Neil said. 
 ―I-I didn't know that Zostra was a member of  the Nova 
Corps,‖ Jasper replied. ―I knew she was a reference we kept for 
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consultations, but...‖ 
 ―I join much later than you, Jasper, when I am young, before 
pursuing a personal career for several decades as a casual associate 
of  the team,‖ said Madame Zostra. ―You and I—and Neil—we 
were all good friends. I can reserve myself  and mask these future 
connections if  Eternis or one of  the others comes by, but to see 
your face after all these years is good for my heart.‖ But she cast a 
sour look at Neil. ―Yet this is not a good time for us to unite. Neil 
does not understand the depth of  his abilities.‖ 
 ―What are his abilities?‖ Jasper asked. 
 ―I have abilities?!‖ Neil cried. 
 ―Well, you are an astounding artist, one nearly without peer, 
and with a revolutionary spirit sorely needed to continue the 
progress of  creators' rights. I specifically mean supernatural abilities,‖ 
Zostra said. 
 ―Do I have the ability to draw things that become real or 
something?‖ 
 ―No, it can't be, we already have Ms. Ayforte doing that for 
us,‖ Jasper said. ―What are his powers, Madame?‖ 
 ―Observe his name. Then observe the name of  your 
enemy.‖ 
 Jasper blinked. ―Oh. I suppose you're right.‖ 
 ―What's right? What's going on?‖ 
 ―Could we handle the paradox?‖ Zostra asked then. 
 ―We can't contemplate that. I know that we frequently 
damage our own biodata but that mutilation is too severe...‖ 
 ―What are you talking—‖ Then Neil's imagination parsed 
out the situation. A paradox—the alteration of  the known past. He 
had a role in the future of  these two weirdos. If  they prevented him 
from taking a future role in their pasts, it would be a paradox. They 
were contemplating killing him. 
 And their point about the names. Neil. Nullula. A 
coincidence, sure. But there was nothing about him that would allow 
him to secretly be an eldritch lifeform that disguised itself  as a 
vampire. What did Nullula represent? He reflected on the sound 
bites he heard on TV, the scattered skimmings he got from what 
newspapers were still published. No one knew anything about 



32 

Nullula, his personality, his motivations. He seemed to lack those 
things—he even lacked an origin. He had just appeared one day, and 
began erasing parts of  the Earth and surrounding universe. When 
he did speak he prattled on about a nonsensical philosophy 
concerning the supreme beauty of  nothingness. He spoke not as 
though nothingness and void were sacred to him, but that they were 
the natural reality of  his home. He came from nothing and the very 
conception of  matter or energy were burdensome to him... 
 How did he know all this...? 
 ―He's starting to realize it,‖ Madame Zostra said. ―I can 
sense it in him. He is understanding his role in the equation.‖ 
 ―I-I just know somehow that Count Nullula wants to erase 
everything because...‖ Neil's eyes were wide. ―He thinks reality is 
concealing something. But—ah!‖ A bright surge of  sparks burst out 
of  his forehead, singeing his hair. ―What the hell is that?!‖ 
 ―The feedback is getting to you,‖ Jasper tried to explain. 
―Nullula wants to remain as nothing. He's independent now. He's 
out-dreaming the dreamer!‖ 
 ―This is nonsense and rubbish,‖ Neil said. ―I was just saying 
that I could pick up on Nullula's thoughts. Like we were psychically 
linked somehow.‖ 
 ―You are, but don't think too strongly about it. Like I said, 
Nullula wants to remain nothing. But you started giving him shape. 
You found his motivations.‖ 
 ―That's not possible. I have no relation to that Cthulhu thing 
you mentioned earlier.‖ 
 ―N'll'ylla-whatever isn't real,‖ Jasper said. ―I was trying to 
trick you into imagining form for Nullula, because even an 
invincible form is better than no form at all. You're the one who 
shapes him but he burns you every time you do. I can't shape him 
but I can guide you...‖ 
 ―So I created Count Nullula? The guy who's destroying the 
whole world? That's what you're saying?‖ 
 ―He came from between the folds in your thoughts—the 
private infinitesimal voids every human brain carries,‖ Madame 
Zostra said. ―You know the secret now, and he will be harder to 
alter. But yes, Count Nullula comes from your mind, and you have 
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now instilled him with properties, despite the feedback he shocked 
you with. You have turned nothing into something. Now. Let me 
into your mind, and I can bypass the feedback to speak what it is 
you saw in your creation's mind.‖ 
 ―This isn't real. This isn't happening!‖ Neil said. 
 ―It is, though,‖ Zostra said. ―I feel the edges of  your 
thoughts but you must open your mind to me...‖ 
 Neil sighed and closed his eyes. He tried to relax. There was 
a faint pressure in his brain, but other than that, nothing. Somehow, 
he sensed that was the whispering presence of  Madame Zostra. 
 Zostra spoke when he opened his eyes: ―Count Nullula is 
exposing a blank canvas. His erasure of  reality is an attempt to 
destroy what he believes is an illusory painting.‖ 
 ―If  I'm creating Nullula,‖ Neil said, trying to get a grip on 
himself, ―then I must believe reality is an illusion somehow.‖ He 
frowned. ―What Earth are you from?‖ 
 ―I am from Earth-X,‖ Zostra said. 
 ―I'm from...here,‖ Jasper said hesitantly. 
 ―Why the hesitation, Jasper?‖ Neil said. He saw something 
on his brother-in-law's throat. A pair of  pin-prick bite-marks. 
―Jasper, who is my sister?‖ 
 ―Your sister's name is Ania Turner April,‖ Jasper said. 
 ―And who is Ania Turner April?‖ 
 ―I...‖ Jasper stopped. ―Madame Zostra, please, I need you to 
read my mind. What are these thoughts?‖ 
 Zostra set her hand on Jasper's temple. 
 ―You understand that explaining your wife is challenging, so 
challenging in fact that your brain cannot refer to it directly. But 
there is sabotage, beyond the fact that your wife is complicated. You 
have been attacked without your knowledge by Count Nullula. He 
was waiting for you, as soon as you arrived on this Earth.‖ 
 ―But Ania and I have always lived here,‖ Jasper said. 
 ―No. You and your wife were from Earth-X. Your wife 
disguised this from you in case you were captured here by agents of  
the Great Old Ones. Ania April is real, but she's but one face of  the 
Five-Fold Flame. Which is the name for the leader of  the Nova 
Corps: Eternis!‖ 
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 ―Ah!‖ Jasper cried. ―Yes, yes, that's right, my wife is Eternis. 
She made me keep it a secret. But that means...‖ 
 ―It means either I'm not your brother-in-law,‖ Neil said, ―or 
I'm from Earth-X.‖ 
 ―My psychic scans reveal you're from Earth-X,‖ Zostra said. 
―What...what does that mean for Earth-D? I can leave at any time. 
But your biodata is enmeshed here. It's part of  you. It will damage 
both your lives if  Nullula destroys this universe.‖ 
 Neil grinned. 
 ―Do you know the difference between the Jewish Messiah 
and the Christian one?‖ he said. 
 ―Do we have time for this?‖ Jasper asked. 
 ―The difference is that the Jews believe the Messiah is yet to 
come, while the Christians believe the Messiah was Jesus,‖ Zostra 
said.  
 ―The Jews believe Jesus is not the Messiah because he does 
not fit the categories for the Messiah,‖ Neil said. ―Because the 
Messiah will come when God's People are free of  sin. This contrasts 
the Christian belief  that Messiah came to free mankind from sin. It's 
a confusion of  cause and effect. 
 ―I do not share biodata with this universe because I am part 
of  it. This universe is part of  me.‖ 
 ―I don't understand. You're brilliant, Neil, but that's a jump 
in logic,‖ Jasper said. 
 ―It's like Dr. Destiny reflects in the first volume of  Gaiman's 
Sandman,‖ Neil said. ―D stands for a lot of  things. Destiny, death, 
demons...dreams. Earth-D has to have some meaning to my mind.‖ 
 Zostra blinked. ―I thought it had something to do with 
Earth-Delta, the current Paradise Earth. But I see now that was only 
a coincidence.‖ 
 ―But it's not a coincidence that I stopped at the word Dream 
right there,‖ Neil said. ―Of  course. I remember now. Jasper, you and 
I were performing a mission for Eternis, my sister. We were attacked 
by servants of  the corpse-eating cult of  Leng. They dragged us into 
Universe-X—specifically into the pocket universe known as...‖ 
 ―...the Dreamlands,‖ Jasper finished for him. ―Of  course. I 
remember now.‖ 
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 ―I possess the ultimate power,‖ Neil said. ―I can turn my 
dreams into reality. Good God—I must be a relative of  Nura Nal, 
of  the Legion of  Superheroes!‖ 
 ―You do have Naltorian genetics,‖ Jasper affirmed, ―but you 
are a mutant, similar to the Homo magi mutants such as Barebone or 
Snow. The Lensmen of  the 31st Century had a marked interest in 
you for your ability to transform will into matter. The Leng cultists 
got more than they bargained for. They learned that if  your powers 
are unrestrained, as under hypnotism, you can create a synthetic 
universe. This served to trap you and I in an artificial history. In the 
dreamworld of  Earth-D. The cultists paid for our imprisonment 
with their lives, from the surge of  energy you unleashed.‖ 
 ―With these tremendous psychic powers I could join the 
Legion and the Lensmen if  I wanted,‖ Neil said. ―Hmm. My name 
on this Earth, Neil April, is similar to Gnill Opril, the real name of  
the Legion's Kid Psycho...‖ 
 ―I would've thought you'd be the ancestor Captain Robert 
April. But anything's possible. Let's get ready to escape this doomed 
cosmos, now that it's nothing more than an illusion,‖ Jasper said. 
―Come with us, Madame Zostra. Bring your husband.‖ 
 ―Vladic is not my husband. I'm married to Santa Claus,‖ said 
Madame Zostra stubbornly. 
 ―Fascinating. Last I'd heard, Santa Claus was in a passionate 
relationship with the Tooth Fairy.‖ 
 ―That's one of  the many clones...just like all the Santas who 
are serial killers. Now let's move; I'll open the gateway for you.‖ 
 ―Don't bother, you guys,‖ Neil said. ―It's not worth it.‖ 
 Jasper and Zostra took a step back. 
 ―He must be infected in a nihilism-virus,‖ Jasper said. 
 ―No, I mean, wasting energy to open a gate isn't worth it, 
when I have full control over this place. Think about the potential. 
If  I have a whole universe I can reshape at my disposal, I can use 
that. Besides, I have a responsibility to the people here. It's like you 
said, I had to have my powers unrestrained to create this place. I 
may not be able to make it again if  it's destroyed.‖ 
 They continued to stare at him, but understood what he was 
saying. They watched as he snapped his fingers. 
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 ―Come here, vampire!‖ 
 Before him, in a puff  of  psychic smoke, was Count Nullula. 
―Vhat—vhat do you vant vith me?‖ he said, his voice a parody of  
Bela Lugosi's. 
 ―I have brought you here to undo what you have done.‖ 
 ―And you vill undo—me?‖ 
 ―No, I won't. I am going to reshape you. An agent under my 
command with the power to drink raw ideas sounds useful. You're a 
doomsday weapon that I'll seal away from common use.‖ He stared 
at Nullula. ―You're a bad idea, vampire. Something I came up with 
in my sleep. Even if  I remembered the dream you're from I 
wouldn't bother writing it down.‖ 
 He snapped his fingers again, and a glass box formed 
around Nullula. Slowly, this box shrank, until Nullula was 
compressed into a small six-sided cube. This cube flew into Neil's 
hand. ―I can remember what he erased now, and I'll restore it. 
Eventually I'll let him out and turn this place into a Paradise. I'll 
erase the demons of  Greed, War, Hatred, and Class Division. That 
will help these people heal from the trauma of  the vampire's 
dictatorship.‖ 
 ―Amazing. Just like that, you've repaired the universe,‖ 
Zostra said. 
 ―Only because it's my psychic substance. But I suppose if  I 
wanted, I make Earth-Dream envelope other universes. I could 
assimilate the cosmos. I am a Creator and thus I am the greatest 
threat to free will. I possess the Ultimate Power.‖ He grinned. ―But I 
won't do that, because I have common sense and empathy.‖ 
 ―Empathy is common sense,‖ said Jasper. 
 The red skies were gone. The people were at peace. 
 ―Alright,‖ Neil said then. ―Let's do this.‖ 
 He closed his eyes, and slowly, the universe began to sink 
into him. The building they stood in began to collapse around them 
but it passed through them harmlessly. When the brownstone was 
gone the atmosphere soon followed, and the arcs of  Mars, Jupiter, 
Saturn, and the rest were swallowed into a central point within Neil. 
Suddenly they were standing in a field, near what looked to the 
white cliffs of  Dover. All of  them were confused, as they had no 
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affiliation with this area whatsoever. It was Earth-X, though—the 
world of  fiction. That explained their confusion—they had passed 
through a dimensional barrier. Even Neil, who had carried them 
from Earth-D to Earth-X, was left with a minor neural disruption. 
 They sought their memories for answers as to why a young 
woman in jeweled robes and a large black dog were fighting a 
hovering cat. A cat with pitch-black eyes, ringed by a halo of  a eerie 
green light. 
 ―I-I'm guessing we'll get context soon?‖ Neil offered. 
Neither he nor Jasper saw the fascination in Madame Zostra's eyes. 
She recognized the young one. It was her, when she was younger. 
 She began to remember now the circumstances of  this 
death-duel... 
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Craftwitch 

 
 Mademoiselle Mushka Zostra was trapped in a pitched duel 
in the heart of  the Dark Dimension. 
 But to begin at that point is to overstep several important 
events which led her to that scenario. 
 It started at an ordinary meeting at the Rama Society, if  such 
a thing could be said to exist. The Rama Society was composed of  
psychics and magicians, many of  them functioning in a performative 
aspect only. But some of  their powers were real. Some of  the 
mediums could commune with the dead, or bend spoons, or shake 
tables. Some of  the magicians used occult secrets to abet their stage 
tricks. Of  this spread, some were noble, and some took money 
fraudulently. Mademoiselle Zostra was one of  the noble ones, but 
she belonged to a secret circle who were more amused by the 
Society than anything else. This group was called the Coven, for 
they were sincere witches. They met at the Society meetings to 
discuss sincere matters of  the occult behind the backs of  those who 
wanted to hone their minor gifts and learn tricks for scamming 
customers. They were a Fourth School, these Witches, after 
Performers, Healers, and Fraudsters. 
 Mushka was having tea with Madame Bailey, Emeric 
Badelescu, Eva Ernst Frump, and Eva's younger sister Tisha in one 
of  the back parlors of  the Ceaseless Salon, the borderless, timeless 
pocket world which housed the headquarters of  the Rama Society. 
They were talking about the developments of  the Tsuu-Aas cult 
which had recently obtained a Nazi time-machine, Die Glocke. 
These lunatics were followers of  the pseudo-Christian ―Tromble 
Prophecy.‖ Supposedly these cultists wanted Tsuu-Aas to change the 
timeline so as to erase a legion of  future champions who they feared 
would travel back in time to prevent businessman Woodrew 
Tromble from becoming President. Emeric was being weird, ranting 
about a vast chronal conspiracy to preserve the timeline by 
connecting this heroic group to a duplicate of  the timeline as it was 
before Tsuu-Aas' intervention. This connection to the ―Paradise 
World‖ was created by an astral plane-dwelling being known 
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variously as Kid Psycho or the Time Trapper, enemy of  both the 
Nazis and the Great Old Ones. 
 ―I know because Zanoni told me so!‖ he cried, in a near 
sing-songish voice. Madame Bailey patted him on the back and told 
him to keep the opium out of  his tea. ―I have something of  real 
value to share,‖ she said. ―From my academic friends in northern 
Scotland.‖ 
 She handed Mushka a dossier, knowing that she would be 
the most interested. Setting her tea aside, the young witch began to 
read. The report indicated that Madame Bailey had a distant cousin 
who had recently been visited by an angel. This George Bailey had 
in truth nearly been victimized by a malevolent spirit known as 
Kahuna'ana. Only the intervention of  a mysterious being known as 
Bloody Mary had prevented disaster. Recently Kahuna'ana had 
launched another attack on humanity via a trio of  agents. The Tsuu-
Aas Nazis who used Die Glocke had obtained the machine with the 
evil spirit's help. Kahuna'ana also tried to act through the vampire 
known as Count Nullula until the Count was defeated by the man 
who turned out to be Nullula's creator. Finally, a witch known as 
Vhik'tei was on the loose, said to be ravaging the outer realms from 
Spooksville to the Twilight Zone. This all added up to some 
purpose, but what it was, Madame Bailey could not guess. 
 ―Vhik'tei seems to be an occult name, but it's not one I 
recognize,‖ Mademoiselle Zostra confessed. 
 ―I suggest we start with that name, then,‖ Bailey replied. 
―Maybe if  we find out who this woman's ancestors were, we can 
discover the mystery of  her powers, and why she is working for a 
base spirit like Kahuna'ana.‖ 
 Mushka smiled at Eva and Tisha. ―Would you like to help us, 
ladies?‖ 
 ―Anything to avoid talking to Emeric any more than I have 
to,‖ said Eva, knowing that Badelescu would ignore her. He was still 
ranting, by now having moved on to bothering poor Dr. Silence. 
―What are we doing?‖ 
 ―We're try to find out who this 'Vhik'tei' person is.‖ 
 ―A name-pulling ritual, eh? Sounds fun. Pretty simple, right? 
Just put the text in the center, and we all join hands...‖ 
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 The four women made a ring around the documents, each 
of  them pouring their will into exposing Vhik'tei and her ancestry. 
Slowly, the name as it was written in Bailey's papers began to glow, 
and the letters of  the name etched themselves on the open air. This 
hovering, glowing name began to vibrate as its history broke loose. 
It looked at first like the glyphs would break and explode but none 
of  the hand-holders dared break the circle. That would make 
matters infinitely worse. The letters seemed to find a curious balance 
between integrity and instability. This unusual midpoint was a clue. 
It was Mushka who figured it out. 
 ―The name is half-fictional,‖ she said. ―Vhik'tei is a 
bibliomantic homunculus. She's made of  a collection of  words 
brought to life in the same way alchemists animate clay. Our spells 
are trying to find someone who is real—and while our magics detect 
that she's influenced reality, indicating that she is real, she's made up. 
An idea give flesh.‖ 
 ―How is that possible?‖ Madame Bailey asked. 
 ―It must have taken a very powerful witch. Let's just rotate 
this...‖ Mushka turned her hand to shift the words. ―We'll shake out 
the origin. Who is her 'parent'?‖ 
 ―I sense the name. Scylla Doone,‖ Tisha said then. ―She's 
from a future point, for me at least, late 1960s. Her mother was Zahl 
Doone.‖ 
 ―I remember Zahl Doone. A psychopath,‖ Mushka 
remarked. She pushed her power in deeper now that she had the 
name of  Vhik'tei's creator. ―Vhik'tei is sculpted from the remains of  
a witch named Circe. Circe was originally a word-magic homunculus, 
created by accident upon the birth of  a powerful psychic named 
Raven Réal. In the late 1960s, Raven will kill Circe in a fight, but 
Scylla rebuilds her remains into Vhik'tei.‖ 
 ―The name has magical significance, I'm being told,‖ said 
Madame Bailey softly. ―Yes—the spirits tell me that her name has 
resonance in Scandinavian languages. 'Vik' means 'inlet' or 'cove,' 
while 'tay' or some spelling thereof  means 'tea' in much of  the 
world.‖ 
 ―Tea Cove,‖ said Mademoiselle Zostra. ―There's a Tea Cove 
in Newfoundland. That's where she is.‖ 
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 ―I see that too,‖ said Tisha.‖ 
 ―As do I,‖ said Madame Bailey. 
 They lowered the name back into the paper, and let the 
energies bleed away; when it was safe to do so, the quartet broke the 
circle.  
 ―Thank you for aiding us,‖ said Bailey, bowing lightly 
towards the Frumps. 
 ―It was fun,‖ Tisha said. ―If  you'll excuse me, everyone, I'm 
going to see how my boyfriend Gomez is doing. I think I sense him 
out across the Salon.‖ 
 Eva went with her. Madame Bailey looked hard at Mushka 
Zostra. ―Are you going to Newfoundland, then? To stop Vhik'tei?‖ 
 ―I feel it is my duty to do so,‖ Mushka said. ―When our 
energies were joined, I devoted a part of  them to boost my 
connection to the Akashic Records. Though the information on 
Kahuna'ana was buried, and my time to examine it limited, I 
discovered that the entity is a minor agent of  the Great Old Ones. 
Once a powerful statue-like lifeform, he underwent a mutation that 
left him stranded on Earth, unable to go back into space under his 
own power. He was worshipped in Hawaii as Kahuna'ana'ana, a 
name shared by the sorcerers who served the demon. Consider the 
use of  the word 'Kahuna,' a word commonly mistranslated as 'chief' 
but in truth meaning 'wise man' or 'secret-keeper.' The entity 
presented himself  to the Hawaiians as a powerful wizard sealed in 
stone.‖ 
 ―Yes, I've heard of  the kahuna anaana, in Hawaii,‖ said 
Bailey. ―Some ascribe them a pulpy sort of  evil, like the voodoo 
practitioners of  the American South and Caribbean, or the Drukpas 
of  Tibet. Evil cults impersonate these ordinary folk and make them 
out to be sinister. They scapegoat authentic spiritual belief.‖ Then 
she raised an eyebrow. ―How do you expect to get to 
Newfoundland?‖ 
 ―I have my ways. You know this.‖ 
 ―I should expect only the best from you. I know you will 
keep things in balance. Because you know only people like us can do 
it.‖ 
 ―That's not true. Magic is not declining among the people. 



42 

More and more do they gain the power to make miracles happen.‖ 
Mushka always stuck by her beliefs, and that included a dislike of  
the prevalent belief  that the world was only getting worse instead of  
better. 
 ―In any case. I look forward to witnessing your mode of  
transport, if  I may,‖ Madame Bailey said. 
 ―I'm leaving at once, so keep your eyes open.‖ 
 She reached into her jade-studded robes, and produced a 
complex tangle of  yarn. Arranging her fingers in it she shifted it 
into a variety of  different shapes, one after another. ―Cat's cradle,‖ 
she murmured. ―I'll see you later, Madame Bailey...‖ 
 ―Good luck, Mademoiselle Zostra,‖ said the older woman 
with a grin. Mushka's thread patterns grew more and more complex, 
and she worked through each of  them with ever-increasing speed. 
As she did so the thread changed color, dancing through a fluid 
rainbow of  dyed hues. She closed her eyes, and it was over. 
 She put the strands back in her robes when she heard the 
wind rush around her. Putting the yarn away closed the spell and 
once it was closed, it was safe to take a look. Sure enough, she stood 
on high rocks over the small bay—Tea Cove. She was in Canada, 
and somewhere around here was a clue to stopping a powerful 
demon. 
 She began to wander, feeling the chill beach air rustle 
through the folds of  her black robes. She adjusted her jewel-studded 
collar, carved from pale pink coral. Ringing the cliffs and beaches of  
Tea Cove were an extensive forest, and now she walked among 
these trees. Her bespectacled eyes stared forward but it was her 
mind that scanned the woods. She could feel a presence here, and it 
didn't take long before she found it. Ahead of  her, she watched a 
tree sink, slowly and silently. It was like the ground it was rooted in 
had suddenly turned to quicksand. Mushka only wished it was 
quicksand; instead, it was a large black open pit in the forest floor, 
ringed with reddish light. It was expanding, slowly but surely, and 
now inch by inch it consumed the tree. The roots were exposed as 
the soil vanished but just as quickly these tangled tendrils 
disappeared into the darkness of  the pit. It was like the real world 
was made of  paint and that paint was melting down. Grass, stone, 
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and dirt cascaded downwards like water to an unknown destination. 
It was clear this was the work of  Vhik'tei. Raising a hand, Mushka 
tried to scan the inside of  the pit, but to no avail. She only received 
the curious impression that whatever this hole held could sustain 
human life. 
 Taking in a deep breath, she prepared to enter. She hoped to 
find something within it to stop it from consuming the rest of  the 
world. At once she dove in, and fell and fell for what seemed like 
eternity. There was nothing around her but a formless black void, 
which occasionally flashed with static electricity. She kept her heart 
rate slow, and her breathing calm. Farther and farther she fell, until 
at last she collided with a hard layer of  dirt. She was in a cave, a 
branching path of  tunnels, but the passage she'd fallen through to 
get in suddenly seemed to be only a dozen or so feet deep. Where 
that passage curved off  at the top, Mushka could not say. 
 There was an eerie cold in this place, coming in part from 
the chilly fog that lingered throughout the tunnels. She had three 
passages to choose from. In one of  her pockets she kept a container 
with small beads in it. These beads would be her lead back through 
the passages if  she got lost. The dank, slippery tunnels were 
completely bereft of  light, but even in pitch-darkness she could see 
perfectly. 
 Yet despite the efficacy of  her eyes, she still saw figures out 
of  the corner of  her vision—subliminal, peripheral wraith-things. 
She had glimpsed a small portion of  the mutilated face of  Vhik'tei, 
of  the pale stare that lacked eyelids. She wondered what Vhik'tei's 
mission was. She swore she would find out, regardless of  the 
ceaseless feeling of  being watched which permeated this tunnel.  
 Eventually, the passage came to an end. Mushka knew there 
were still tunnels left to explore but it was still disappointed to see 
the rock wall before her. But this wall was marked—a small symbol 
was etched into its surface. It looked to Mushka like a simple 
equilateral triangle. Closer inspection revealed this triangle was 
encrusted with corroded gold. 
 A quizzical expression crossed her face. She reached out and 
set her hand on the worn metal. At once, she felt a thrum of  magic 
inside it, and a voice entered her mind—the soft, low voice of  a 
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woman. 
 ―You stand before the forking path, and one choice brings 
you to one Lodge. Choose Sanctity or Darkness, Courage or 
Power—touch a ghost of  what might be were you to hold the Holy 
Triangles for your own.‖ 
 Mademoiselle Zostra said, ―If  I had choice between Light 
and Courage versus Darkness and Power, I'd choose the former. My 
foe, however, would hide deep within the latter.‖ 
 ―Then you shall travel to the Dark Earth, twisted by the 
Great Poison?‖ 
 ―I shall.‖ 
 ―So shall it be.‖ 
 A ringing sound came out of  the triangle-glyph. Zostra 
raised her hands, as the room began to fade away, disappearing into 
shadow. Vhik'tei awaited her, widening this vast pit that threatened 
to swallow everything. She reached out to try to sense her foe, but in 
this ceaseless darkness she could feel nothing. All her nerves felt 
dead and numb. 
 No, that wasn't completely true. She could feel something in 
the air close to her. Something shining and sharp. 
 A spider's fang. 
 She turned around in the dark and let out her magics—the 
cold light exposed a large, hairy, multilegged body. Her blast 
knocked the shrieking thing back into the shadows. First blood 
belonged to Mademoiselle Zostra. 
 There was a curse in Zostra's blast that stripped Vhik'tei of  
her spider-form. She was still invisible in the endless darkness, and 
suddenly an attack just like Zostra's lashed out and hit the young 
woman head-on. Left reeling, Mademoiselle Zostra cast a shield 
around herself, but Vhik'tei struck again, and again. She was furious 
that she couldn't finish things quickly with her spider-self, but she 
was prepared for a year of  fighting if  it came down to it. 
 And she did not fear defeat. She laughed at Mushka, and 
said, ―Even if  you kill me, girl, I win. I've already seeded my 
bibliomantic virus into the 'Internet' of  the 21st Century. I shall 
spread 'memetically' and my abysses shall open up all over the 
world.‖ 
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 ―Unfortunately, sharing your plan gives me the chance to 
stop it,‖ Zostra said. ―I can create an anti-virus to destroy your virus 
before it activates.‖ 
 ―Then I shall create a virus to infect you before you can 
create an anti-virus.‖ 
 ―Let's not let this get ridiculous. This is the drawback of  
power at a finger-snap. It's so easy to let things built up and 
cascade.‖ 
 ―Then we don't do siege warfare, little girl—we draw, like 
Old West badmen. One shot, one kill.‖ 
 ―Are you sure? You're sure your mind is quicker than mine?‖ 
 ―I'm sure.‖ 
 Vhik'tei hovered out of  the dark. Her body, which had once 
belonged to the dead witch Circe, had been easy to repair due its 
half-fictional status. She was made of  magic, and artificial flesh 
could be grafted to her with great ease. But there was an aesthetic 
sacrifice; the once-beautiful Circe was reborn as something scarred 
and lumpy and hideous. Ordinarily, Mushka Zostra would avoid 
judging her for her outside appearance, but she could sense her 
warped thoughts and it was clear that she had an ugly spirit, too. 
While Circe had been an echo of  her psychic sister, Raven Réal, 
with human thoughts and desires and feelings, Vhik'tei was 
something else entirely. A pestilence in all its ugliness, trapped in a 
fanged and clawed humanoid form. 
 ―Are you set, then? You accept these terms?‖ hissed the 
virus-spirit. 
 ―A duel? Sure, why not?‖ said Mushka. 
 ―Very well. Let us make a judge, from our combined 
energies.‖ 
 Mushka kept a number of  dolls to this effect, of  her own 
making, woven from strands of  her own spirit. Vhik'tei's raw hatred 
bled red from her body into one of  the dolls, animated it. They both 
cursed it to deanimate after the draw, to make for a simpler cleanup. 
The fabric thing, ringed with a crimson aura, raised its hand, and 
Mushka and Vhik'tei locked eyes. Vhik'tei had only one eye that was 
visible; the other was lost below a mass of  flesh. The tension in the 
air was palpable. 
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 ―Draw!‖ the doll cried, and Vhik'tei dodged aside even as 
she fired a magical burst towards Mushka. Mushka's blast missed, 
and Vhik'tei's hit. In a flash of  white light, Mushka's body burned 
away, disintegrated to ash. Vhik'tei laughed. 
 ―Just an instant! As I predicted!‖  
 Then she, too, transformed into ash. She didn't even have 
time to scream. 
 Mushka had warped behind her, leaving a mystical duplicate 
of  spun yarn. Vhik'tei didn't notice that the smell was that of  burnt 
fiber and not charred flesh. Now it was over. Vhik'tei was dead. Just 
an instant. 
 Except she wasn't dead. Mushka knew that. 
 She had already sent out her virus, and now it was time to 
call forth the anti-virus. Mushka reached into her container of  
beads, and removed those which remained. These she enchanted to 
fly out into the future to touch the afflicted texts and machines 
which contained these last fragments of  the witch, passing on a 
charm that broke her curse. But she knew that these beads would 
need to hit multiple targets to destroy the virus completely. It would 
take time, and though all time was relative under magic, the curse 
would accelerate quickly. Their duel had proven how swiftly a 
magical weapon could snuff  out life. 
 She could see that Vhik'tei herself  had placed her 
consciousness in one particular incarnation of  the virus, which 
passed from a video on a computer into a young man. He defended 
himself  from her beads, though he had no idea he was doing so; 
Vhik'tei's spirit endured. Mushka Zostra would follow this man, and 
do whatever it took to get Vhik'tei out of  him. Then, she'd destroy 
the witch once and for all. 
 She took out a ball of  yarn and twirled the thread in front of  
her. The tip of  the thread cut away space as it spun, dropping away a 
panel of  reality to reveal a portal. She stepped through and traveled 
through time and space to reach the young man. But she did not 
reach her destination. The tunnel which took her through the astral 
plane suddenly took a sharp right. She was now approaching a new 
location in time, and she tried to slow her passage through the 
tunnel. She needed to study her arrival point before she got there, so 
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she could prepare herself. 
 What she saw was a dog fighting a cat. However, they both 
possessed great and terrible magic. Inside the cat was the soul of  a 
devil. The dog was weary in its fight against the cat, and it flinched 
with surprise when it saw Mushka coming up behind it. Mushka 
stared at the dog, until it opened its mouth, and said, ―Who the hell 
are you?‖ 
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The Eclipse 

 
Bark. 
 
Bark-ark-ark! 
 
Bark-arr-rra-rark, hmm. 
 
[Translator activated] 
 
I am Dog. 
 
Dog Eclipse. 
 
I speak Dog Language, but luckily I got a translator unit from the 
Nova Corps. It lets me speak English at times. Good think I have a 
bigger brain that most dogs, otherwise most of  the ideas I try to 
communicate would not come through even with the translator. I'm 
told my brain folds its greater mass into quantum pockets, 
accounting for my super-intelligence. Otherwise my skull size and 
shape would have to be different from other dogs to accommodate 
my increased beeg bog boog bog-og beep beep beep. 
 
[Translator activated] 
 
See, the rotten thing breaks on a regular basis. Goddamn irritating. 
But as I was saying, I possess a strong stable of  mental abilities, due 
to my descent from a number of  famous hounds, including that 
which plagued the Baskervilles. Witness the benefits of  my family 
tree: for I receive my courage from Rin-Tin-Tin, my perseverance 
from Lassie, my loyalty from California Shep, my ferocity from 
Kazan, my deductive talent from from Rex the Wonder Dog, my 
curiosity from Tarzan, my humor from Brownie, my lovability from 
Old Yeller, my humanity from Benji (whose body was once host to a 
human soul)—bark-ark awoo, ror-ar Asta, bark bark Scooby-Doo, 
bark-ark-arrark Goober, White Fang, Krypto, Zoltan, Ralph von 
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Wau Wau.  
 
[Translator activated] 
 
Damn thing. I am going to try to repair it. In the meantime, I have 
compiled notes on each of  my comrade's activities in our lead-up to 
the battle with Kahuna'ana. I'll begin with those I took on what 
Christopher and Myrthin went through. 

 
The protagonist of “The Age Before 

Christmas” is of course based on Santa 

Claus. The name Christopher (or Kris) 

Kringle comes from the German Christ-kinkle, 

or Christkind, referring to the 

personification of the baby Jesus who gives 

gifts on Christmas in German tradition. Over 

time the Christkind has been conflated with 

Santa, leading to “Kris Kringle” being 

offered as an alternate name for Santa, such 

as in the films Miracle on 34
th
 Street 

(1947) and Santa Claus is Comin' to Town 

(1970). The name Santa Claus is derived from 

St. Nicholas of Myra (270-343), sometimes 

called Nicholas the Wonderworker. Some have 

also theorized that Santa Claus was inspired 

by the Norse god Wotan, who sacrificed one 

of his eyes for knowledge and hung from the 

tree of the world. Christopher's elves are 

linked to the original mythological elves, 

but also to the so-called machine-elves of 

psychedelic hallucinations. This is meant to 

recall the theory that Santa Claus was 

inspired by stories of Saami shamans who 

used psychedelic mushrooms to obtain spirit-

visions; the red-and-white coloration of 

these mushrooms ostensibly explains why 

Santa's suit has those colors. Christopher's 
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green outfit in this story recalls his 

depictions prior to the illustrations of 

Thomas Nast, who popularized the mainstream 

depiction of Santa. (This appearance was 

not, as lore often states, solidified by 

Coca-Cola.) The Wild Hunt appears in the 

folklore of many European countries. Holda, 

also called Huld or Holle, is a spirit or 

goddess from Germanic folklore associated 

with nature and witchcraft. Berchta is 

another Germanic goddess. Annwn is the 

“Otherworld” of Welsh mythology, a paradise 

inhabited by the gods. The legend of 

Britain's origin as “Brutain,” founded by 

Aeneas' great-grandson Brutus, is a myth 

described in Geoffrey of Monmouth's History 

of the Kings of Britain (1138).  

 

Myrthin Wylld is based on Merlin, whose 

early tales were written down by Geoffrey of 

Monmouth. Geoffrey based Merlin on Myrddin 

Wyllt, a madman and prophet from Welsh 

mythology, and Ambrosius Aurelianus, a 

Romano-Briton war leader who fought against 

the Anglo-Saxons in the 5
th
 Century. 

Woodwoses, or wild men, come from the 

folklore of a variety of European nations; 

they were considered wise but mad due to 

their isolation in the deep forest, and a 

number of prototypical Bigfoot-like legends 

are ascribed to them. A cambion is, as the 

story  indicates, the child of a human and a 

demon; Merlin is identified as a cambion in 

Geoffrey's account.  Lailoken, here 

identified as Myrthin's father, is a 

woodwose said to have lived in Scotland in 

the 6
th
 Century; his life was explored in 
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Jocelyn of Furness' late 12
th
 Century work 

The Life of St. Kentigern. “Aiwass” is a 

name from the occult works of Aleister 

Crowley (1875-1947); supposedly the angel 

Aiwass spoke to Crowley in Egypt in 1904, 

inspiring much of his mysticism. 

 

Mithras is a Christ-like figure worshipped 

in ancient Rome, inspired by the Zoroastrian 

divinity Mithra; Mithras and Wotan are cited 

as possible “inspirations” for Jesus among 

devotees of comparative mythology, due to 

their shared attributes (Mithras was born of 

a miraculous birth, while Wotan was hanged 

from a tree). Osiris and Bacchus are also 

compared to Jesus because their myths 

involve them being slain and rising from the 

grave. Cuchullain, son of Lugh, is from 

Irish mythology; he has no real-life 

connection to the Mayan Kukulkan besides the 

similarity of names. As a hero figure, 

Cuchullain is similar to Gilgamesh, 

Herakles/Hercules, and Rostam. No-utnapistim 

combines the names of the Biblical Noah and 

Utnapishtim from the Epic of Gilgamesh; both 

are survivors of a Great Flood.  

 

Pitch is the demon from the Mexican horror 

children's movie Santa Claus (1959). He is 

sent to Earth by Satan to ruin Christmas, 

and it's up to Santa to stop him. 

 

Arius (~250-336) was a Christian scholar who 

believed that Jesus was inferior to God the 

Father within the Trinity. His school, 

Arianism, was one of several heretical sects 

within early Christianity, alongside 
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Gnosticism. He has nothing to do with 

Aryans, either the real Indian group or the 

ostensible “Master Race” that the Nazis made 

up from faulty information.  

 

The Roman helmet which creates snow-golems 

is enchanted with the same charm as the top 

hat from the film Frosty the Snowman (1969), 

based off the 1950 song by the same name by 

Walter “Jack” Rollins and Steve Nelson. 

Commander Aaron Kirk (or Comm. Aaron Kirk) 

is based on the fictional version of Kirk 

Cameron seen in Cameron's film Saving 

Christmas (2014), which espouses many 

unusual and inaccurate ideas about Christmas 

and Christianity. Purity Felix is named for 

Pure Flix, a movie production and streaming 

company which released many bizarre 

Christian films in the 2010s. Dr. Durea is a 

relative of Dr. Durea from the film Dracula 

vs. Frankenstein (1971). (In my story “Dr. 

Draugiz in Keelat,” I meant to feature 

Dracula vs. Frankenstein's Dr. Durea, giving 

him the full name of Victor Clark Durea, 

being the son of a woman from the 

Frankenstein family and the villainous Clark 

Durea from the 1936 film I Cover Chinatown. 

However that story was cramped enough 

without him.) Die Glocke, or the Bell, is a 

Nazi time-machine described in various urban 

legends. The speculation about how it can 

hold so many soldiers alludes to the fact 

that it might be a sort of TARDIS.  

 

Sol Invictus was the sun god of the Roman 

Empire, whose festival fell on December 

25
th
—in an attempt to convert Roman pagans, 
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Christians altered the date of Christ's 

birth to December 25
th
. Saturnalia was a 

Roman festival which ran from December 17-

23. 

 

Kurq'wes is the name of the Grim Reaper, or 

a Grim Reaper, in Atom Mudman Bezecny's 

fiction, starting with Dieselworld. Kurq'wes 

was also the founder of the Incomputare 

order of wizards. We learn here that 

Christopher Kringle was the first of the 

Incomputare.  

 
Okay, I think I have the translator fixed now. I can tell you my tale, 
how I got dragged into all this. 
 
I was snoofling around New York in search of  a valued trinket my 
client displaced: a top-shelf  can of  Courry brand cat food. I don't 
normally take cases from cats, but this one was an exception. He 
was an anxious sort and I figured he was new to the Courry game. 
Courry technically isn't illegal—I don't know a cat food that is—but 
he was hooked big, and willing to pay a lot to get his stash back. It 
was a tough break for him: he had just barely quit lasagna a few 
months before. He had always loved lasagna to the point where he 
couldn't make himself  eat cat food. Then Courry came along, and it 
was such a strong amusement for him that that was what made him 
get off  his old stuff. 
 
So I started looking for the normal places a clan of  cat-food turns 
up. This was dirty work for me. I don't like cats, and not just 
because I'm a dog. Cats are odd, and their cultures are strange. I 
cannot be called a racist for that because we are a different species. I 
do not like how cats stare with their wide eyes—I don't like their 
little Bast altars, and I don't like it when they sing, especially they 
look weird and fakey, like they were out of  a video game. I don't like 
it when they wear headgear.  
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Of  course, I'm Man's Best Friend, and so I pick up Man's Ideas. 
That means I think cats and evil and suspicious for no reason. If  
cats weren't hated by humans there would've been less rats to spread 
the bubonic plague. The Egyptians worshipped cats because they 
kept them safe from vermin. I recognize the root of  my prejudices, 
but shaking them off  is easier said than done. 
 
But even non-speciesists would agree that the cat named Creeper 
was one of  the worst monsters to ever stalk this Earth. You know 
why they stopped making Felix cartoons? It's because Creeper killed 
Felix. Some dispute over money, I'm told. Clawed 23 times, like 
Caesar. Creeper was suspected by humans of  being a devil, the 
source of  a cat-curse that was actually due to extraterrestrial DNA 
coming from bloodlines in Serbia. In Japan she obtained the name 

abunai kyūketsuki neko-chan (危ない 吸血鬼 ねこちゃん), or 

―dangerous vampire cat.‖ I'm not one to believe in gods or devils, 
but if  there is an Ultimate Evil on this Earth it is Creeper. 
 
I hired one of  my stool pigeons to deliver a message to Creeper. I 
knew she had the Courry, and that she would respect my ethics 
enough to let this rat go in one piece. Poor Mouser, kicked out of  
the ranks of  the noble Bucket Mice, was scared shitless when he 
scampered back to his mushroom dream-land, but he told me what 
I needed to know. Creeper would meet me out at a place called 
Chateau Bow-Wow, a decrepit castle left in a European Gothic ruin. 
Here, we would settle our differences with a final battle. 
 
Midnight on Friday the 13th. Not a problem. That was two days 
from then. I must've been a little shaky, as I smoked two whole 
packs of  Mowleys. But I wasn't shaky when I went down to those 
broken ruins, looking for the too-familiar green eyes of  Creeper. 
Eventually she stalked out of  the darkness, hell in orange and black. 
She stared at me with a mock humor on her face, before saying, 
―You realize that I never said my usual, 'Come alone.' Yet you came 
alone without that reminder. Good dog.‖ 
 
―I don't need anybody's help, not now, anyway,‖ I said. ―Not for this 
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fight. This is you and me.‖ 
 
―But I thought you were cleverer than that, Eclipse. I thought that 
you would do whatever I didn't exactly specify you not to do. I 
figured you would take advantage of  the chances I afforded you! 
Fortunately, I was not so foolish. I brought a friend to this fight.‖ 
 
I looked around. ―I don't see anyone, Creeper.‖ 
 
―I carry my ally in my body. I am a vampire, Eclipse—because I host 
the spirit of  Kahuna'ana. A servant of  the Great Old Ones!‖ 
 
―That's impossible. Cats are blessed by the Elder Gods. The 
servants of  the Old Ones are unable to trespass their bodies.‖ 
 
―Kahuna'ana made a deal with Levana, a greater baroness of  the 
Old Ones. Levana has become a cat-goddess, a false Bast. She can 
cross the barriers the Elder Gods set down.‖ Creeper's eyes flashed. 
―I am no longer an ordinary cat. I have been spliced with the genes 
of  Ultharian cats, and Japanese ghost-cats, and the talking cats of  
DiCoto County. And now, Kahuna'ana works through me!‖ 
 
Creeper began to levitate, her body surrounded by a strange aura of  
creamy-green light. Her eyes were dark and empty, and I steeled 
myself  for an attack. Under my breath I cursed both Kahuna'ana 
and Levana. They had turned a normal crime affair into something 
ghostly. I hated when that happened. 
 
I was going to bite her. That was the worst, nastiest, grossest thing I 
could imagine right now. A bite. I was about to go full bad dog. That 
was when a bright light opened behind me—it illuminated the 
whole room. 
 
―What the—?‖ I turned slowly, taking advantage of  Creeper's 
similar surprise. At least she wasn't expecting it either.  
 
The light began to part, revealing it was a portal of  some kind. 
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Slowly, a figure emerged. A human. She was staring straight at me. 
 
―Who the hell are you?‖ I barked. 
 
Then she landed. She pointed straight at Creeper. 
 
―This cat giving you trouble?‖ she asked. 
 
I didn't answer. I didn't want to tell her about the Courry can, lest 
she try to claim it for herself. 
 
―My name's Zostra, what's yours? I know you can talk.‖ 
 
―...my friend's call me Eclipse.‖ 
 
―I sense that dark magic in your enemy, Eclipse, so let's be friends.‖ 
 
I sighed, which provoked a weird look from her. ―The enemy of  my 
enemy is my friend.‖ 
 
And I brought my head low and growled. Creeper hissed, dark 
magic leaking from her like rainwater. It was time to beeg bark-og 
boog boo-og barrar ark. 
 
[Translator activated] 
 
—stupid thing—bark ark bark-bark!! 
 
Jasper Kirby Jago is from an unpublished 

story of mine. He is a reincarnation of John 

Jasper, the villain of Charles Dicken's The 

Mystery of Edwin Drood (1870), given a new 

lease on life by the Nova Corps. Astraea 

Malina Bayrolles (note the initials) is from 

Atom Mudman Bezecny's short story “Carry 

Lies, Win Power”; she is a relative of the 

seer Bayrolles from Ambrose Bierce's horror 
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fiction. The Nova Corps and its war against 

H.P. Lovecraft's Great Old Ones appeared in 

Bezecny's book Gatherings. The Elder Gods 

are from the works of Lovecraft and August 

Derleth, but Bezecny and I have connected 

them to the same-named deities from the 

Mortal Kombat series.  

 

“Vicktey Vitch (It's Halloween Poem)” will 

be explained in the notes to “Craftwitch.” 

 

Madame Mushka Zostra is an amalgamation of 

Madame Mushka from the video game King's 

Quest V (1990) and Madame Zostra from the 

board game Betrayal at House on the Hill. 

Vladic is from King's Quest V. The rossum 

coin implies that one of the changes Nullula 

made to history implanted the story of Karel 

Capek's Rossum's Universal Robots (1920).  

 

“Ms. Ayforte” is Peinture Ayforte, a member 

of the Nova Corps introduced in Gatherings. 

Peinture is the present owner of the 

reality-warping artifact known as Harold's 

Purple Crayon. 

 

Biodata is “temporal DNA,” a summary of 

one's history and timeline, seen in Doctor 

Who and its spinoff franchises.  

 

Ania Turner is from the same story as Jasper 

Jago. She is based on the unnamed second 

Mrs. de Winter from Daphne du Maurier's 

Gothic novel Rebecca (1938). Her surname 

comes from the fact that she is descended 

from Miranda Wells from Anya Seton's 

Dragonwyck (1945), who marries the character 
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of Dr. Turner at the end of the novel.  

 

Earth-Delta is from Atom Bezecny's online 

story Words from the Inner Circle. That 

story is set on the world of Earth-Gamma, 

which was the Multiverse's Paradise Earth 

until it was ravaged by the villain of that 

story. Its adjacent world, Earth-Delta, 

inherited the status of Paradise Earth. 

 

Eternis is from Gatherings. The flesh-eating 

cult of the Leng Plateau comes from H.P. 

Lovecraft's Cthulhu Mythos, as do the 

Dreamlands. Nura Nal is Dream Girl of DC 

Comics' Legion of Superheroes—she is of the 

planet Naltor, hence the reference to Neil's 

Naltorian genetics. The Homo magi are also 

from DC Comics, and in the past Atom Bezecny 

has conflated them with the Wizards of J.K. 

Rowling's Harry Potter series. “Barebone” is 

Credence Barebone from the Fantastic Beasts 

and Where to Find Them series that span off 

from Harry Potter; “Snow” is meant to be 

Simon Snow, from Rainbow Rowell's Carry On 

(2015). Both Credence and Simon create 

demons from their own suffering. (“Snow” 

also counts as a reference to Elijah Snow, 

from Warren Ellis' Planetary, who Atom 

Bezecny previously identified as a possible 

Homo magi ancestor of cryomancer characters 

like Iceman of the X-Men and Mortal Kombat's 

Sub-Zero.) The Lensmen are from a series of 

novels by E.E. “Doc” Smith. The reference to 

their interest in strong will reflects their 

similarities to DC Comics' Green Lantern 

Corps. Gnill Opril/Kid Psycho is indeed from 

the Legion of Supereroes. Captain Robert 
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April is from Star Trek, having first 

appeared in the Star Trek: The Animated 

Series episode “The Counter-Clock Incident.”  

 

Santa is revealed to have been cloned. The 

clone-Santa's affair with the Tooth Fairy is 

depicted in Robert Devereaux's Santa Steps 

Out (1998). Killer Santas have become a 

horror film cliché, as seen in Black 

Christmas (1974), Christmas Evil (1980), and 

Silent Night, Deadly Night (1984). 

 
Fixed. Hopefully for good this time. 
 
My brawn and Mushka Zostra's spellcraft held ground against 
Creeper for a while. I was used to Creeper being a bit of  a black-
magic bitch. Crime and the occult overlap so often these days—it's 
convenient for crooks to feign sorcery to make their crimes scare 
folks a bit. Every haunted house from about 1900 to 1950 was a 
fake, it seemed, with crooks using the house as a hideouts more 
often than not. A few odd pockets of  these elaborate criminals hung 
out until the late 1960s but it became too much of  a cliché to keep 
using that scheme. But some of  these bastards decide to dig deeper, 
and give themselves a taste of  real power. They used real magic to 
pull off  their capers. Now Creeper had given in to the dark side. 
Kahuna'ana was strong, and the charms of  Levana were at work as 
well. 
 
Mushka was pinned down under Creeper's constant bombardment; 
that damn cat was sending out these miniature suns that slammed 
hard into the barriers she set up. I remembered one time where 
Creeper'd had a gang set up in the hills and I'd needed to smoke 
them out with a Tommy gun. But even a Tommy gun would be 
damn useless now. We needed some sort of  advantage. Mushka 
rallied her energies and gave us that opening. 
 
She explained to me that she was going to vent raw magical energy 
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into the air, with the hopes that some of  the random effects would 
be beneficial to us. I had no idea what she meant. But then she 
glowed with bright light, and this light flashed out and collided with 
the walls of  the ruined castle. Reality shook and shimmered around 
us, and for what seemed to be the first time in my life, I howled 
helplessly against the wind. It seemed like Hell was upon us; Hell 
and Death. The air seemed to split around us in a deafening 
explosion. 
 
But when we opened our eyes, the three of  us were standing on a 
tall cliff  over the sea. Mushka raised her hand, trying to sense where 
we were. She blinked, confused. ―It seems those spells took us to 
Dover,‖ she said. 
 
―I don't know what Dover is,‖ I said. ―I'm sorry. I may be smart, but 
I'm just a dog.‖ 
 
―I've noticed,‖ she said. ―Quick. Let's take her. Now.‖ 
 
Creeper, and Kahuna'ana within her, were struggling to figure out 
what had happened. During this time I bounced on her, and bit her, 
as I'd promised. She meowed loudly, but at once I felt a firm kick 
that tossed me away. It was the dark spirit's telekinesis. Injured, I 
could do nothing, but Mushka unleashed a raw mystic blast into the 
cat's small body. Kahuna'ana protected his host, but even his power 
was fading fast. 
 
But he wasn't done. Launching from Creeper's body was a large 
pellet of  light. My eyes lit up on seeing it, and I called out to 
Mushka: ―Grenade! It's a mystic grenade!‖ 
 
She raised her hand and hauled towards her, then jumped away. The 
magical discharge smacked hard into the ground and a geyser of  soil 
and stone erupted upward. With Mushka's attack broken, Creeper 
rallied, and called up her powers again. The glow that surrounded 
her body held a huge diameter, threatening to burn away all within 
its brightness. Slowly, this burning light expanded, pushing us up 
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against the high white cliffs. Down below was the merciless ocean. 
It seemed like the end right then and there.  
 
But then, the light surrounding Creeper began to break and push 
back. I squinted; there was a figure blocking that light, perhaps two 
of  them, I couldn't be sure. Creeper snarled and hissed but slowly 
her light-field collapsed. I blinked as my eyes adjusted to the 
difference in light levels. Slowly, I realized I was looking at two men, 
one old and one young, defending us from the magical attacks. Both 
of  them were dressed in weird robes, and both had hard, bearded 
faces; but the older guy, I swear, looked like Santa Claus. This Father 
Christmas guy was holding a long wooden staff, and he aimed the 
tip of  that staff  at Creeper. Long bolts of  lightning flashed out of  
the rod, but Kahuna'ana protected his host with a magic shield. The 
younger man had a wand, now, and he called up fire against the cat, 
but the shield held against that, too. 
 
Mushka Zostra opened up a psychic channel between the four of  
us. ―Who are you?‖ she demanded of  the strangers. 
 
―I am Christopher Kringle, the Thaumaturge,‖ said the old man 
then, in a soft voice. ―I am also called Pater Kurq'wes. This is my 
apprentice, Myrthin Wylld.‖ 
 
―Hello,‖ said the young man. His flames hissed as they arced higher, 
his wander glowing pyroclastically. 
 
―How did you get here? Where did you come from?‖ I asked. 
 
―We've been sleeping for gods know how long,‖ Christopher said. 
―During one of  our adventures in what must be your distant past, 
we received a charmed stone from a fellow warlock, Silverbrow. The 
stone allowed us to sleep until we were needed again. The explosive 
ruptured our tomb-chamber and awoke us.‖ 
 
―What year is it?‖ asked Myrthin. ―How many years after Christ's 
birth?‖ 
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I had no idea—I'm a dog, every ―year‖ is actually seven for me. 
Therefore Mushka didn't know either. 
 
―I suppose it doesn't matter,‖ Myrthin mused. ―We must destroy this 
great and terrible evil. Mushka Zostra, let us join our magic to 
yours!‖ 
 
―With pleasure,‖ laughed Mushka, as she closed communications.  
 
There we were, four strangers on a rock, ready to help each other. 
Ain't humanity grand? 
 
Not like I speak from experience or anything. 
 
Three beams of  light shone down on Creeper and her sinister spirit. 
I had to wonder if  magic was anything other than shooting lasers at 
each other and shielding against them, because that was all this fight 
had been so far. But even an atheist like me could feel the magic in 
the air. I wondered if  it was good to have all that loose magic 
sparking around, given that random magical discharges had dragged 
us all the way to Dover. That's why I started panting anxiously as I 
saw another portal begin to open. ―Guys?‖ I barked. No response. 
They were too focused on shoving back Creeper. 
 
―Guys?!‖ 
 
The portal was breaking now, and there were three new figures 
coming out. I wondered how many of  us could fit on this narrow 
cliff. These fresh visitors consisted of  two men and a woman. Both 
men had long hair, but one had dark hair and the other had red. As 
for the woman—well, I may be colorblind, but I could tell in an 
instant that she was an older version of  Mushka Zostra. How this 
was possible, I had no idea, but you'd better believe I was doing my 
best to accept the reality of  the situation.  
 
The two Zostras made eye contact. The younger frowned, while the 
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older wore a look of  melancholy on  her face. 
 
They were distracted, and in this time Kahuna'ana beat back 
Christopher and Myrthin. The three sorcerers flew back towards the 
edge, and I darted out to save them. I was only able to catch 
Myrthin with my teeth. As I hauled him back up, though, I saw the 
other two weren't lost to the sea—the older Zostra held them up 
with her mind-over-matter powers. Mushka and Christopher had 
collided in midair, and clumsily clung to each other as they fell. 
When they were back on terra firma they seemed hesitant to leave 
each others' embrace. 
 
The older Zostra spoke to us telepathically. 
 
―There is little time to explain who we are, my dears,‖ she said. ―I 
am Mushka Zostra. My comrades are Jasper Kirby Jago and Neil 
April.‖ 
 
―I know young Jasper,‖ Christopher said suddenly. ―Jasper, we 
communed on the astral plane in the 1940s.‖ 
 
―Yes, I remember that, Santa Claus,‖ said the one called Jasper Jago. 
―We became good friends. I learned much from you. I hope I can 
help you to defeat—AH!‖ 
 
Mushka and Myrthin had moved back to attacking Creeper, and I 
was over the blow I'd taken and ready to kick ass. But now I could 
see that the quiet long-haired guy was glaring at Jasper angrily. From 
nowhere, the one called Neil produced a knife, which he rammed 
without hesitation into Jasper's ribs. Before our horrified eyes, Jasper 
cried out again and again as the knife punctured his body without 
mercy. Christopher roared out as he reached for his young friend. 
Above everything, Creeper seemed to cackle. Neil stared at us with 
eyes full of  a rich white light.  

 
The Rama Society is from the film Bunco 

Squad (1950), one of many police films about 
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phony psychics. Madame Bailey is a relative 

of Sarah Bailey from the film The Craft 

(1996). Eva Ernst is the name of the Grand 

High Witch in the 1990 adaptation of Roald 

Dahl's The Witches (1983). Tisha Frump is a 

young Morticia Addams, from Charles Addams' 

Addams Family comic strip. In 1990 version 

of The Witches, Eva Ernst was played by 

Anjelica Huston, who also played Morticia 

Addams in the 1991 Addams Family film; 

hence, I've made them sisters. Emeric 

Badelescu is Emeric Belasco from Richard 

Matheson's Hell House (1971); his surname 

implies he is related to the sculptor Franz 

Badelescu from the horror film Cauldron of 

Blood (1970).  

 

Tsuu-Aas and the cults which unleashed him 

on Earth were depicted in Atom Bezecny's 

book Kinyonga Tales and in her stories about 

the ghostly adventurer Bloody Mary, who is 

mentioned below. Woodrew Tromble is from my 

book The Fires of '16: Reign of Emperor 

Tromble; he is a fictional version of Donald 

Trump. The “Tromble Prophecy” references 

Mark Taylor's The Trump Prophecy (2018), 

about a firefighter who claimed to receive a 

vision that it was God's Will for Trump to 

become President of the United States. The 

fiction I wrote with Bezecny reveals that 

Woodrew Tromble played a critical role in 

Tsuu-Aas' summoning, and consequently, the 

destruction of Earth. The “future legion” 

feared by the cultists is the aforementioned 

Legion of Superheroes. The Time Trapper is 

their enemy, and it is revealed here that 

the Trapper was once Kid Psycho/Neil April. 
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In the comics, the Time Trapper has been 

“revealed” to be many different people. The 

references to Tsuu-Aas altering time 

reference the events of Kinyonga Tales, 

where Tsuu-Aas' dream-self, a creature 

called Gamba, triggers an event in 1983 

similar to DC Comics' continuity-rebooting 

story Crisis on Infinite Earths. Crisis 

created several problems for the Legion of 

Superheroes, especially in that it changed 

the history of Superman so that he was no 

longer active as a superhero when he was a 

boy. Since Superboy was both the inspiration 

for and a key member of the Legion, the 

editorial rationale was that the Time 

Trapper created a pocket universe similar to 

the Pre-Crisis Earth-One (a Paradise in 

comparison to the Post-Crisis Earth), where 

Superman did have a career as Superboy. When 

the Legion of the new universe traveled back 

in time to meet with Superboy, they were 

actually crossing into this pocket universe. 

The Time Trapper did this to ensure the 

existence of the Legion, upon which his own 

survival was contingent. Framing comic book 

continuity as the ravings of a madman felt 

like a more than appropriate conclusion.  

 

Zanoni is the wizard from Edward Bulwer-

Lytton's 1842 novel of the same name. The 

academics in Scotland are the professors of 

J.K. Rowling's Hogwarts. George Bailey is 

from the film It's a Wonderful Life (1946), 

and his clash with Kahuna'ana was depicted 

in Atom Bezecny's Bloody Mary audio story 

album The Lost November. Kahuna'ana is from 

the film Weird Woman (1944). Vhik'tei is 
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from the truly incredible film Vicktey Vitch 

(It's Halloween Poem) (2018); if I'm not 

mistaken the film is some sort of memetic 

curse. Spooksville is the settings of many 

of Harvey Comics' ghost stories, including 

those of Caspar the Friendly Ghost. The 

Twilight Zone is from the TV series of the 

same name. Dr. John Silence is an occult 

investigator from a series of short stories 

by Algernon Blackwood. 

 

Scylla Doone is based on the title character 

of the film  Scyla (1967). Zahl Doone is 

from Atom Bezecny's Bloody Mary stories—she 

is based on the Marvel Comics character 

Zaladane. The Doones are descended from the 

eponymous character of Richard Doddridge 

Blackmore's Lorna Doone (1869). Circe is 

from Scyla. Raven Réal is from my story 

“Bloody Mary and the Seven Worlds”; Raven is 

the descendant of the sorcerer Francis Réal 

from the horror film The Vulture (1967), and 

was the “real life” basis for Lilith Clay 

and Raven of the Teen Titans. In my Bloody 

Mary story “Wilted Flowers,” Circe is 

revealed to be Raven's psychic double.  

 

Gomez is Gomez Addams, Morticia's future 

husband. 

 

The Drukpa Lineage is a school of Tibetan 

Buddhism—it has been villainized in pulp 

fiction in the same way that voodoo, Kali 

worship, and the Yazidi religion have been. 

As the sinister “Dugpas,” students of the 

Drukpa Lineage appear as villains in Talbot 

Mundy's novel The Devil's Guard (1924), part 
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of his Jimgrim series, and the TV series 

Twin Peaks (1990-1991; 2017).  

 

The tunnels Mushka explores are meant to 

recall those from the TV show Stranger 

Things (2016-present), implying she has 

entered the extradimensional Upside-Down. 

The Holy Triangle is the Triforce from the 

video game series The Legend of Zelda; in 

that series, the Triforce is an artifact of 

the gods that can grant wishes, left sealed 

away in a world called the Sacred Realm. If 

an evil person enters the Sacred Realm, it 

will corrupt that world into a Dark World. 

That dualism is what is implied here, and it 

is linked to the Earth/Upside-Down duality 

from Stranger Things. Also mentioned is a 

“Great Poison,” another name for the 

corruptive substance Phazon from the Metroid 

series of video games. In the game Metroid 

Prime 2: Echoes it is revealed that Phazon 

can create alternate dimensional 

incarnations of planets, where malevolent 

lifeforms dwell, as demonstrated by the 

game's “Dark Aether.” It is implied here 

that Earth has been corrupted by Phazon, 

leading to the creation of an 

extradimensional “Dark Earth.” This will all 

be explored in Atom Bezecny's forthcoming 

book The New Adventures of the Flash 

Avenger. 

 
Jasper Jago was dead. 
 
Provided, I had no emotional investment—I'd never met the guy. 
But the older Mushka seemed to know him, and Christopher was 
upset by his passing. As for Neil April, his knife dripped bloody as 
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his eyes glowed white. 
 
―Vhik'tei!‖ I heard the older Zostra call to her younger self. ―That's 
not Neil, it's Vhik'tei!‖ 
 
―In my slumber, I heard the astral larvae whisper the name 
Vhik'tei,‖ said Myrthin. ―But whether they spoke of  past or future I 
could not tell.‖ 
 
Vhik'tei, in the body of  the man Neil, lifted off  the ground and 
hovered over to Creeper. The two of  them were now a mighty 
fighting force, linked by an infinity-sign of  coiling power. Behind us, 
the seas began to rage, and storm clouds brewed over our heads. It 
began to rain, and my keen nose sniffed than rains had erupted all 
across England. A private eye without a case, I watched helplessly as 
the two Mushkas joined forces with Christopher and Myrthin to 
face down the two demons. Jasper stood beside me. 
 
I did a double-take. 
 
―Okay, man,‖ I said, ―I saw you die.‖ 
 
―You'll never find the body,‖ he said with a smile. 
 
―Why?‖ 
 
―Because when I reappear my old body vanishes. It happens every 
time. You could shoot me in the face with both barrels of  a shotgun 
and you'd feel me tap on your shoulder moments later. And there 
wouldn't even be a mess.‖ 
 
―How?‖ 
 
―I was exposed to alien energies which reconstituted me from a 
dead body. My old life I remember, but only distantly. I am a new 
man. And now, by those same energies which built me up, I can 
never die. And I can use those energies to teleport.‖ 
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―Why's that?‖ 
 
―I thought curiosity was for cats—you're full of  questions. My 
energies are derived from a black hole. Trust me, it is a very long 
story.‖ 
 
―Can you use the gravity of  that black hole to rip Vhik'tei out of  
your buddy up there?‖ 
 
―Maybe...‖ 
 
We watched as the four sorcerers struggled to bat off  the beams and 
projectiles of  our enemies. The older Mushka worked to defend her 
younger self, likely to preserve her own existence, but probably out 
of  sincere compassion too. She kept casting significant glances at 
Christopher, but he did not seem to notice. We needed to crack the 
demons' armor. Jasper closed his eyes. 
 
Then, at his bidding, a black hole opened in the empty air, 
consuming light and matter alike. 
 
―You idiot!‖ I cried to him, using the psychic network. ―I didn't 
mean for you to bring the whole hole! You'll destroy the Earth!‖ 
 
―Relax. I can control its gravity. I'm focusing the direction of  the 
gravity to pull on Neil; specifically to pull on Vhik'tei.‖ 
 
―You can't 'direct' a black hole, but okay. We'll try it. Just don't suck 
anyone else up.‖ Then I paused, before adding, ―Can you save 
Creeper from Kahuna'ana?‖ 
 
―You don't want me to toss that alley cat into oblivion?‖ 
 
―No. A world without Creeper scarcely bears thinking about.‖ 
 
Jasper didn't comment, which I appreciated. Strange thoughts 
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crossed my mind. Slowly, surely, the black hole began to tug a 
flickering spirit-shape free from Neil's body. 
 
The older Madame Mushka remembered seeing this through her 
younger self's eyes, and that let her determine what the best strategy 
was. She added her power to Jasper's. ―Come on, guys, if  we stop 
one we break the other,‖ she hissed. Her younger self  plus Myrthin 
stayed on Creeper, but Christopher turned his staff  towards Neil. 
Vhik'tei screamed and struggled—I couldn't tell what she looked 
like, because she seemed to be nothing more than an amorphous 
goo pouring out of  Neil's body. Inch by inch, she came out, until 
she was left struggling, with a thing that might have been an arm, to 
hang on to her host. But then the younger Mushka ceased her 
assault, and through our psychic link I felt her hands pass over a 
single bead. This bead flew out like a darting bullet, striking the goo-
spirit dead-on. Vhik'tei writhed and hissed in a toneless voice, 
before crumbling to ashes; Neil was left sneezing as her remains 
billowed around him.  
 
That was when a new voice came onto our psychic network. A 
name I alone recognized. ―Help me,‖ Creeper whispered. ―Help me. 
Kahuna'ana is going to burn my body out. And he doesn't care.‖ 
 
―He's got to be left reeling from the death of  Vhik'tei,‖ I said at 
once. 
 
―He's arrogant. Worse than me—he wasn't expecting the virus-
witch to die. But he—‖ 
 
I didn't want to listen any more. I had to act. I looked at Jasper and 
the sorcerers—the older Madame Zostra had brought Neil over, and 
Jasper attended to him. But the younger Zostra was bolstered by 
seeing her older self  fight. And Christopher and Myrthin were still 
carrying the struggle. I shouted to this trio, ―I need a hole in her 
defense! Just big enough for a dog.‖ 
 
They heard me, and wanted to give me my chance. I readied myself, 
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and they pooled their beams at a central point. The force that 
erupted from the pinpoint shattered Kahuna'ana's shield, in a 
deafening burst which spiked hot through the firm barriers. I 
wanted this to end; we'd blasted the hell out of  Dover. I would 
finish it. In that instant of  weakness, I dove towards my feline 
nemesis and knocked her out of  the air. 
 
I knew in an instant that I had killed her. But it was the only way. 
 
Kahuna'ana was torn loose, and hovered behind me. I heard the 
elder Mushka Zostra yell: ―We need the Seal of  the Elder Ones! 
Imprison the demon behind the walls of  the universe!‖ The 
warlocks began to pronounce an ancient chant which I'd later be 
told is called the Saamaa Ritual. I didn't turn to watch them 
imprison Kahuna'ana. I was too focused on the cat I'd just slain. 
 
I felt a howl rise up in me, but then Neil April was behind me, and 
petted me. He looked back at Jasper, and Jasper sucked in a deep 
breath. I knew he was calling up the energies of  his black holes, that 
event-horizon crackle that held the secret of  life. He couldn't shed 
this power often, but the magic that lingered in the air helped him 
along. A golden wraith of  energy emerged from his hand, and 
floated down onto Creeper. I watched, breathless, for a long 
moment. Then she began to stir in my paws. 
 
Then she licked me. 
 
―Marquis of  Carabas,‖ she cursed. ―That was awful. I hate not 
thinking my own thoughts.‖ 
 
―Then you've seen what happens, my dear, if  you don't turn good,‖ 
I said. 
 
―I will never turn good!‖ she spat back. ―But. I think you and I have 
an understanding.‖ She licked me again. 
 
I thought about it. ―In love with a cat. An evil cat. What would my 
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parents think?‖ 
 
―You told me you never liked your parents,‖ Creeper said. 
 
―True enough,‖ I said. ―So we've got a bit of  a truce, at least, on the 
professional side of  things. How do you feel about pulling a few 
cases together?‖ 
 
I realized now that she was purring. ―Eclipse, I think this is the first 
of  a beautiful friendship.‖ 
 
The sun was setting now over the sea. As I looked back over, 
watching my newfound friends try to heal themselves within the 
embers of  the battle, I heard a sorrowful strain of  jazz deep within 
my mind, and I lit a Mowley.  

 
Eclipse is the name of the dog of Atom 

Mudman Bezecny; I wrote this story for her 

(the dog, not Atom). The Hound of the 

Baskervilles is of course from Arthur Conan 

Doyle's Sherlock Holmes story of the same. 

Rin-Tin-Tin (1918-1932) was a dog actor who 

played a fictional version of himself in 

several movies, beginning with The Man from 

Hell's River (1922); the fictional dog 

continued to appear in movies after the real 

Rin-Tin-Tin's death, with at least the first 

two dogs being distantly related to the 

original. Lassie's origin lies in Elizabeth 

Gaskell's “The Half Brothers” (1859), but 

the more famous film and TV version is based 

on Eric Knight's Lassie Come-Home (1938). 

California Shep is from the film The Painted 

Hills (1951), the last film of the original 

1943 Lassie film series; it is the only 

film, besides 1946's Courage of Lassie, 

where Lassie (played by a dog named Pal) is 
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not named Lassie. The Painted Hills is 

perhaps most notable for being riffed on 

Mystery Science Theater 3000. Kazan is from 

James Oliver Curwood's 1914 novel of the 

same name—Curwood's Kazan inspired several 

extremely low-budget films, including Jaws 

of Justice (1933), Ferocious Pal (1934), and 

Outlaw's Highway (1934). Rex the Wonder Dog 

was created by Robert Kanigher for DC Comics 

in 1952. Tarzan the Police Dog appeared in 

the films Inside Information (1934), 

Captured in Chinatown (1935), Million Dollar 

Haul (1935), and Phantom Rancher (1940). 

Brownie was a dog who appeared in numerous 

silent comedies shorts from 1918 to 1924. 

Old Yeller is from Fred Gipson's 1956 novel 

of the same name. Benji is from the 1974 

film of the same name, and its sequels; in 

the Benji film Oh! Heavenly Dog (1980), 

Benji receives the soul (and mind) of a dead 

human, a detail which is not resolved by the 

end of the film. Asta is the dog of 

detective couple Nick and Nora Charles, who 

first appeared in Dashiel Hammett's The Thin 

Man (1934). Scooby-Doo is from the various 

cartoons about Mystery Inc. Goober is from 

the Scooby-Doo-esque Hanna-Barbera series 

Goober and the Ghost Chasers (1973), which 

also concerns teenagers and their dog 

investigating mysteries. Goober can turn 

invisible when he is scared. I hypothesize 

that this is because Goober is the son of 

Brutus, the dog of invisibility researcher 

Peter Drury, who was played by John 

Carradine in The Invisible Man's Revenge 

(1944). A Great Dane named Brutus appears as 

a test subject of John Carradine's mad 
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scientist Charles Randolph, from the film 

The Face of Marble (1946)—I believe that 

Drury and Randolph are the same man, just as 

I believe that Charles Randolph is the same 

as Carradine's Charles Conway from The 

Unearthly (1957). White Fang is from Jack 

London's 1906 novel of the same name. Krypto 

is Superman's dog. Zoltan is the titular 

figure of the horror film Dracula's Dog 

(1977). Ralph von Wau Wau is the canine 

detective of Philip Jose Farmer's A 

Scarletin Study (1975) and The Doge Whose 

Barque Was Worse Than His Bight (1976).  

 

Courry brand cat food is from the film The 

Long Goodbye (1973), based on Raymond 

Chandler's 1953 novel of the same name. The 

cat formerly addicted to lasagna is Jim 

Davis' Garfield. 

 

Eclipse's dislike of cats who sing is a 

reference to Andrew Lloyd Webber's Cats 

(1981); the mention of “fakey” singing cats 

is a reference to the 2019 film adaptation 

of such, which was panned for its disturbing 

CGI graphics. Her disliking cats with 

headgear is a nod to Theodor Geisel's The 

Cat in the Hat (1957).  

 

Creeper is from the horror film The Creeper 

(1948). Having the title figure of a movie 

called The Creeper be a cat named Creeper is 

a little ridiculous, and it's the rationale 

behind calling this story “The Eclipse.” 

(Though I also wanted to call it “Total 

Eclipse of the Heart.”) The alien cat DNA 

from Serbia references the film Cat People 
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(1942); in past stories, I've connected the 

were-cat of The Creeper to Cat People, which 

I've also connected with The Cat Creeps 

(1946) and The Catman of Paris (1946), among 

other films. Felix the Cat first appeared in 

cartoons in 1919. 

 

Mouser is a boss from the game Super Mario 

Bros. 2 (1988), while the Bucket Mouse is 

mentioned in The Legend of Zelda: Link's 

Awakening (1993). Both games are notable for 

taking place in dream-worlds. The mushroom 

world Mouser returns to is the Mushroom 

Kingdom. Chateau Bow-Wow is the creepy pet 

kennel from Deborah and James Howe's 

Bunnicula series. Mowleys are a cat-themed 

version of Morley cigarettes, a fictional 

brand which has appeared in many shows and 

movies, beginning with Psycho (1960). 

 

Levana is from The Black Cat (1989), Luigi 

Cozzi's unofficial addition to Dario 

Argento's Three Mothers series. She 

previously appeared in the Bloody Mary audio 

story album Catseye. Ultharian cats are a 

reference to H.P. Lovecraft's “The Cats of 

Ulthar” (1920). Japanese ghost-cats are a 

reference to the myriad Japanese horror 

films which either involve ghost-cats or 

reference them in the title. The talking 

cats of DiCoto County reference David 

DeCoteau's film A Talking Cat!?! (2013).   

 

The mention of fake haunted houses 

references how the majority of haunted house 

movies from the early decades of cinema 

revealed the hauntings to be fake (to many 
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an old film fan's chagrin). The reference to 

this practice continuing into the late 1960s 

is a nod to Scooby-Doo and other “fake 

monster” shows and movies.  

 

“Silverbrow” is the wizard Cadellin 

Silverbrow, from Alan Garner's The 

Weirdstone of Brisingamen (1960). Silverbrow 

is the guardian of a cave containing an army 

of knights who lie in slumber, waiting for 

the day to save England from crisis. 

 

The Saamaa Ritual is from William Hope 

Hodgson's stories of Carnacki the Ghost-

Finder. The Saamaa Ritual is a powerful 

incantation used for banishing demons. 

 

Creeper's curse, “Marquis of Carabas,” 

references the nobleman from the fairy tale 

“Puss in Boots.” 

 

*  *  *  *  * 

 

Let me conclude this write-up by saying that 

the older Zostra returned to her time, as 

expected. Her younger counterpart, who had 

really not had a chance to say anything to 

her older self at all, wanted her to stay, 

but she knew she had to preserve the 

timeline. Besides, Christopher foresaw that 

it was the young Zostra, not the elder, who 

would most valuable to this new company of 

friends. Because we were meant to form a 

team, and we all knew it. 

 

But Christopher and Myrthin's time with us 

couldn't last. They had destined roles on 
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Earth-Alpha, as Kurq'wes and Merlin, 

respectively. But they could travel with us 

as long as they liked as long as they lived 

to make it back to their timelines.  

 

We were struggling to come up with a name, 

but Jasper only grinned. He had a group in 

mind for us.  

 

It's been a few days, and Creeper and I have 

learned a lot of new things about each 

other. Mushka and Chris have been building 

energy to open a portal to let us link up 

with Jasper's crew. The transmitter he uses 

is odd; it has a randomizer unit on it, 

which scrambles its signal constantly. But 

somehow, it can always connect to this “Nova 

Corps.” During one of our random receptions 

we reached a trio of agents, Lady shade, 

Tobias Fate, and Anthony Vollin. Jasper is 

unfamiliar with them, while Mushka senses 

something “chronally odd” about them. Their 

names are strange. Lady Shade we determined 

was named Thorul, being a relative of 

several mad scientists. Tobias Fate, 

meanwhile, refuses to give an input on where 

his name came from, but Jasper recognizes 

him as a Chinese assassin of the 1930s, 

Chang Ho Ping. Additionally there was a 

vigilante in the American West of the 1880s 

named Tobias Fate, who died under mysterious 

circumstances, but he was a white guy. 

Anthony Vollin, meanwhile, added a few 

comments here and there, but ultimately he 

remained a mystery. 

 

These people vanished, but after a few hours 
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we once again made contact with the Nova 

Corps. I wonder if we will learn more about 

that first batch of people, they seemed more 

than a little interesting. The Corpsmen we 

contacted claimed they had never heard of 

anyone by those names, though. 

 

The world—no, the universe—no, the 

MULTIVERSE—is so full of mysteries. I told 

you, I'm a dog, I didn't even know what 

Dover was. Now I'm learning the world I 

stand on is one of many, and the cosmos of 

our being is but one of many. And I'm going 

out into the great depths. I feel like that 

beagle from Minnesota, firing up his Sopwith 

Camel to haul ass into the sunset, unsure of 

what tomorrow's shape will be. 

 

God, what a magnificent sun.  
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Strains I've Danced With 
[[Or, Who Really Killed Doc Robbin?]] 

By Taylor Robbins 

 
This essay is written primarily to informally discuss the various 
strains of  Cannabis sativa or Cannabis indica that I have sampled in my 
life as a self-motivated stoner and assistant to the adventurer Dr. 
William Draugiz. Consider this your pamphlet guide to the world of  
marijuana. If  you've already found your way into that world, I bid 
you welcome back—I hope that my meager selection of  strains is 
not too ordinary for examination and celebration. This is a simple 
passion project, meant to contribute to the body of  good words 
being said about a helpful and entertaining medicine.  

 
[[However, I have published it under this 

pretense because this document must be 

encrypted. If you are reading this foreword, 

then you have been given the hypno-key that 

enables you to see past the subliminal 

barrier, which means you're a friend of Dr. 

Draugiz and me. This document concerns the 

final fate of a relative of mine, albeit a 

relative in a strange manner. His name was 

Hugo Robbin. His friends called him “Doc.” 

He stole this appellation from a drunken 

former zombie master named Clarence “Doc” 

Brooks, who eventually sobered up enough to 

move to Australia, where he changed his name 

to Tydon. For a time Tydon spared with 

another Doc, a patent-medicine salesman 

named Harker. But I digress. Doc Robbin was 

a terrible man, who sought to claim a 

terrifying destructive power in order to 

force his will on an innocent world. But, as 

is usually the case, Dr. Draugiz and I 

stopped him. Read my story, friend, so that 

you can prevent the awfulness that 
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surrounded my uncle from returning.]] 

 
Sativas 

 
[[The pamphlet is divided into three 

sections: Sativas, Indicas, and Hybrids. I'm 

going to try to keep these coded bits spread 

out so that the enemy can't lock onto our 

signal. Consequently, I'll see you after I 

talk about Sour Diesel.]] 

 
I maintain four general sativa strains, but I try to avoid pure sativa 
unless I have a pure indica to pack it with. Every strain's effects are 
contingent on a subjective biochemistry, of  course, but if  I have 
enough pure sativa to get me high, I am going to have a panic 
attack. One time, I thought I had badly burned my lip, and I really 
hadn't. It was an unfortunate day. 
 
I find that pure sativas are rare, anyway, next to hybrids or indicas—
furthermore, they tend to be on the higher side of  price, with the 
mental effects being greatly prized. And no wonder. Weed is not 
infamous for its physical effects, but for its alterations to one's 
mental state. Sativa is the doorway to cannabis's primary value. 
 
All of  the sativas I smoke, and perhaps all 21st Century sativas in 
general, are descended from Skunk, a strain which emerged in the 
1970s by the hybridization of  Colombian and Acapulco Gold with 
Afghani weed. 
 
Durban Poison – My first ever weed and a perfect starter. If  
someone wants to learn to smoke with you, this plus OG Kush will 
perk them up—or hey, just cut to the chase and give them a hybrid 
of  the two with Girl Scout Cookies. Not too strong, but not too 
pricey, and not too bad either. A solid foresty feeling that won't 
leave you paranoid. Beautiful! 
 
Green Crack – This was my main buy until I realized it was driving 
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me a bit nuts. There's no indica anchor in this stuff, folks. You light 
up like an emerald sun, and you see daylight for a long, long time. 
Increased rarity of  this strain has pushed it out of  my usual markets, 
and so I've been unable to see what packing it with an equally-strong 
indica would do. Sometimes, though, there's such a thing as too high 
a high. 
 
Jack Herer – I should know who this Mr. Herer is but I don't. Too 
bad. This is what I moved to after I realized Green Crack wasn't 
good for me. This is actually probably the King of  Strains, as it has 
some notable body effects even while being (usually) a pure sativa. I 
usually try to get it still when I can, but its reputation has grown 
over the years and consequently it's worth quite a pretty penny on 
most markets. 
 
Sour Diesel – There's a strange prickling candy sensation that some 
marijuana strains bring, but Sour Diesel's name perhaps best 
summarizes how this feeling is especially strong among sativas. 
Those who name strains are aware they're dealing with something 
that's a little dirty (unless you're exclusively vaping, and even then), 
and so they're not afraid to mention that this is like putting gasoline 
on your tongue. Still, Sour Diesel decided strikes me as more like a 
Sour Skittle than a toxic, planet-destroying fuel product.  

 
[[Planet-destruction. Most of us don't know 

a full-on planet-destroyer. I know that Dr. 

Draugiz, she encountered a man named Nelson, 

who was the prisoner-captain of a 31
st
 

Century vessel dedicated to refining 

cinematic meme-weapons. He was one who 

earned the title “Destroyer of Worlds.” But 

now Draugiz's daughter Elizabeth is seeing 

this guy from another far future, by the 

name of Trius Austin. He is not a World-

Destroyer, but for a long time he perhaps 

desired to be. He looked up to a woman from 

his era, a descendant of Dr. Mórdún 
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Saorduine, I believe, whom he witnessed 

destroy the planet Zebes. This woman is also 

responsible for the loss of the planet from 

which the 'Anti-God' witnessed in 1985 and 

1999 emerged, which may be the same as the 

ruin-world Mugg Fallow. Both that planet of 

corruption and Zebes were home to terrible 

evil—the warrior from the stars was 

justified in bringing about their ends. 

Trius is a good kid, if a bit naive. He 

wears what appears to be a crude blue 

duplicate of his idol's famous Power Armor, 

but there's nothing crude to his suit if you 

think about it. The creatures who built the 

Aran woman's Power Armor were barely held 

back by their flesh, sputtering out like 

sparkplugs into celestial domains in their 

readiness to ascend. To recreate their 

technology would take great genius. While 

there are the emerald-tinted 'Mass Produced' 

Power Suits, his is superior to those 

corporate factory models. It's possible that 

Trius is descended from the great inventor 

Karnation Lee. 

 

[[More and more have he and Elizabeth been 

joining Draugiz and I on our adventures. And 

that leads him into the information I seek 

to hide from our enemy. Elizabeth and Trius 

were instrumental in figuring out the 

history of my suspiciously-new uncle. I had 

no uncles, much less ones who were Robbins. 

The slight name deviation gave things away; 

my uncle would be of the Robbinses. Why 

would the brother of one of my parents use a 

different surname? And yet, all evidence 

pointed to the fact that I had a new member 
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of my family who appeared from nowhere. I 

knew he had been killed, or seemingly 

killed, in 1946. That was erroneous too. I 

was born too late for a man dead in '46 to 

be my parents' sibling. I know that Dr. 

Draugiz dislodges the birthdates of all of 

his close associates, for safety reasons—

why, he doesn't even know his own daughter's 

birthday, and may not have even been present 

at her birth. She and Elizabeth have been 

getting closer, though, and so Liz doesn't 

mind. No one really remembers their own 

birth anyway.  

 

[[But I digress. Hugo Robbin was supposedly 

killed in an explosion, for which a woman 

was framed. Due to the intervention of a 

group of a plucky children—the Newsboy 

Legion? The Bowery Boys? I can't keep 'em 

straight anymore—the truth was revealed. Doc 

Robbin had been trying to scare the children 

because of them had a scientist dad who'd 

invented a disintegrator weapon, and he 

intended to use that weapon to his own ends. 

He resorted to wearing a gorilla costume to 

intimidate them, but that was his true 

downfall. The police panicked and shot the 

beast, only realizing later that it was a 

man. Robbin's house was then destroyed by 

the disintegrator, obscuring the evidence of 

the true events. 

 

[[We got involved for reasons outside of the 

fact that I suddenly grew an uncle I'd never 

heard of before. There were similarities 

between the disintegrator device Robbin 

sought and the disintegrator devices and 
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gasses used by Boris Orloff, aka the Hunter. 

Specifically it resembled a hybrid of 

Orloff's technology and the Oxygen Destroyer 

device created in 1949 by a Japanese 

scientist. The device itself was destroyed 

upon detonation, so unless we jump back to 

before it was destroyed and examine it in 

secret, to avoid changing the timeline, Dr. 

Draugiz and I have no way of studying it for 

clues. 

 

[[But we also started hearing whispers from 

the past, through occult channels, that time 

had been changed. The course of history had 

been warped by colossal hands of great 

power. We couldn't figure out when these 

ghost-whispers had been whispered, though, 

so those messages could have been decades 

old. They spoke of a Lost Orloff Brother, a 

phrase which we decoded from LOB, a being 

mentioned that was implicitly a relative of 

the legendary spirit LAM. It seemed likely 

that my “uncle” was this LOB, as he 

resembled the cousins and adopted brothers 

of the offspring of Dr. Dionysus Orloff—this 

branch of the family used the name Clayton 

or Renault. It seems that for some reason, 

Hugo Robbin's birth had been disguised, and 

he had later posed as a member of the 

Robbins family. We wondered if he had 

accomplished anything with this 

impersonation. But ultimately Trius' 

research uncovered the fact that Doc Robbin 

had accomplished much, under many names. 

 

[[I need to go. The longer I write, the more 

visible we become.]] 
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Indicas 

 
One cannot talk about indica strains without an extensive look at 
various Kushes. Named for the Hindu Kush Mountains of  
Afghanistan, Kush weed has proven to be as infinitely variable as 
Skunk, with some complex hybrids arising from it—as we'll see in 
the next section. This book is meant to review common strains in 
that they are strains I've been able to get my hands on. However, 
some more exotic ones have passed into my hands by the good 
graces of  generous persons, and so I've reviewed those as well. But 
I'm getting ahead of  myself. As I often say, on to the Kush! 
 
OG Kush – This strain is, as the name suggests, the American 
original as far as Kush. A descendant of  the original Afghan and 
Indian Kushes, it is the building block of  countless Western-
spawned strains, all while forming a powerful substance in itself. As 
with many indicas it's great to fall asleep to, though I've found that it 
can provoke nightmares in myself, and occasionally night terrors. 
Then again, I do probably smoke too much in general. Oh well. 
Better than insomnia! 
 
The following entries describe the various Kush strains I've 
encountered. 
 
Purple Kush  – Purple and orange are the colors of  marijuana, when 
it's not green, and the violet of  this strain hints at its strong body 
effects. I have smoked Purple Kush which is so dark that it 
resembles red lettuce; sometimes I've encountered anti-drug media 
from the '40s or '50s which I read for fun, which erroneously 
describes weed as being the color of  ―very dark tobacco.‖ Perhaps 
the writers had only had encounters with these dark purple varieties. 
 
Blackberry Kush – In my experience, fruit-flavored weed is over-sold, 
in that it rarely tastes as good as the description. Usually citrus-
flavored weed, like the Lemon Kush I mention below, actually does 
taste like citrus, but this is one of  the fruit Kushes that just tastes 
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like smoke and weed (not like I mind that flavor). It is a middling 
indica that is fairly solid in a pinch—I usually need a lot of  it in 
order to really feel it. 
 
Lemon Kush – While this one carries flavor, it's not as effective as 
Blackberry. Lemon Kush is not something I run into very often, 
perhaps because I'm not the only one who feels that it could do a 
bit more with itself. 
 
Orange Kush – But ah! This is something worth remembering. While 
I've been able to get it for cheap, its orangeness brings with it sativa-
like effects that make it slightly more invigorating than an average 
indica. If  this turns up at a party or in my dealer's hand, I won't say 
no to it. Then again, I'm not sure there's any weed I'd say no to! 
 
Mango Kush – Mango Kush has a fainter taste than other ostensibly-
fruity strains—perhaps it's its tropical coolness that gives it its name, 
though I know that's not the case. I appreciate weed that gives off  
soft smoke, and if  it's good at stimulating the mind and body, then 
all the better. A real candy of  a weed; sweet, nostalgic, and good for 
you. 
 
Blueberry Kush – We'll get into Blueberry weed in a little bit, but this 
is easily identifiable as a Kush-Blueberry hybrid, making it more 
indica-dominant than indica. Whatever. Rules don't matter, unless 
they protect the innocent. Blueberry is a ripe strain indeed, 
producing a great many children of  astonishing potency. One of  the 
best I've had in a while. 
 
Yoda OG – How I got this, know, I do not. But a good smoke, it was, 
heh heh heh! Sorry, I dishonor the man himself, who was abstinent 
in his own time and place, save for some amphetamine nibbles off  
his gimer stick. This takes me back to some of  the time-trips 
Draugiz and I have taken. Follow the hints when I mention our acid 
adventures inside the Tho Yor, or traveling beyond shadows 
through smoking to gaze on the chained shell of  Tilotny.  
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[[Okay, that's a good time for a story. A 

story within a story. By all estimates, our 

foe has a blind spot when it comes to such 

literary tricks. This is the last Kush entry 

anyway so we need a transition. 

 

[[Or not. I kind of just want to continue 

where I left off. Which was that Dr. 

Draugiz's daughter's boyfriend had uncovered 

that Hugo Robbin had taken on several 

aliases throughout this life. The first of 

these was the easiest to trace, as he had 

called himself Hugo then too. 

 

[[His name had once been Hugo Streger, and 

he was a Nazi. He'd worked with some of the 

more infamous Nazi officials, like Karl 

Vipoering or Franz Kindler, and he was one 

of the better spies those scum-suckers 

employed. Some of his spy work involve 

posing as a bookseller named Otto Brockler, 

and as he'd done with his birthname he 

doubled up the name Otto. He was also a 

counterfeiter named Otto Dagoff, who in turn 

posed as a hitman named Jelke from time to 

time. Each of these identities had served a 

minor role in history, but Dr. Draugiz was 

sure there was more to it. That 

counterfeiter guise of his, Dagoff, 

concerned her the most, but she didn't know 

why. 

 

[[Dagoff had been defeated by a man named 

Dan Bradford. “That name belonged to one of 

the Renault brothers. Amos Bradford was born 

Amos Renault,” he explained. “This is 

important.” And so it was. With the aid of a 
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reporter named Lane, with whom Bradford had 

worked (Dr. Draugiz is friends with her 

caped husband), Elizabeth obtained a genetic 

sample from Bradford while I looked into his 

history. But there were problems. Bradford 

had no history. The genetic sample deepened 

the mystery. Dan Bradford was the genetic 

son of Amos Bradford, though the ages of the 

two men made such a thing impossible. 

Bradford was also the son, however, of an 

unrelated man named Stephen Mallory. He was 

a clone born from the two men's genetics. 

 

[[Suddenly the title of LOB began to make 

sense. How does a Brother get Lost? Maybe if 

he was never born. It was here that Draugiz 

voiced her theory and revealed her own 

research at the same time. “Hugo Robbin 

shares genetic material with Feodor Orloff 

and his cousin Robert Renault. Feodor's 

brother Paul, who was adopted by the 

Renaults, had a rivalry with Robert Renault, 

and he enjoyed distorting aspects of 

Robert's life, including turning his son and 

grandson into his students in crooked 

science. He could have worked with Feodor to 

create a clone of his adopted brother who 

also had aspects of Feodor's body and 

personality. This would explain the 

connection with Boris Orloff as well, who 

could have assisted his brothers in creating 

an agent who could become part of his 

criminal operations in building 

disintegration devices. Now what makes this 

interesting is the fact that we missed a 

face. Robbin also called himself Palanth. 

According to Tarzan, or one of the Tarzans, 
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he worked with a man named Varga to create a 

fraudulent cult among the Aquatican tribe of 

western Africa. Varga is the ancestor of the 

man we once faced in the far future, Vargas, 

the cult leader of the planet Cygnus Alpha.” 

I remembered this particular Tarzan, or 

Tarzan imposter—or was he his clone? He had 

previously fought the Leopard Cult, which 

was descended from a Serbian tribe that 

claimed to have had contact with ancient 

cat-aliens. He also encountered a group of 

Amazons, who tried to ensnare him with 

golden ropes. But Dr. Draugiz was still 

speaking. “I've figured out that the 

Aquaticans worship the Old One known as 

Dagon. This is the connection we're looking 

for. In the name 'Dagoff,' Hugo Robbin has 

been hinting at his origin. He is a spawn of 

Dagon.” 

 

[[Elizabeth Vollin, his daughter, didn't 

agree with this theory. “Dagon has never had 

anything to do with cloning. He's more 

concerned with breeding humans with his 

children, the Deep Ones.” 

 

[[“Then presumably Robbin and the Orloffs 

are taking advantage of the Dagon worship in 

the area to convince them to worship a 

similar entity. Another Great Old One.” 

 

[[“Or something like it.” Elizabeth looked 

at her boyfriend and smiled. Then she turned 

a serious eye back to her father. “I have an 

idea but in order to confirm it we can't 

draw too much attention to ourselves. 

Listen, and I'll tell you...”]] 



90 

 
Blueberry – This is ripe indica, pure and simple. As I've said, it's a 
key element in the alchemical formation of  many other indicas and 
hybrids. Blue stands between violet and green, and so too does the 
potent Blueberry stand between body and mind effects. Truly 
enjoyable. 
 
Granddaddy Purple – This strain has been climbing on the market 
lately, in that one of  my primary dealers seem to carry nothing but 
as far as indica. It definitely works, being made of  two indicas I've 
never tried called Purple Urkle and Big Bud. It's been around for a 
while, I've heard, and it definitely has lasting power. Have enough of  
it at once and you'll be thinking some weird, sleepy nonsense.  
 
Goo – A strain with a name that insidious shouldn't be this tasty. I 
couldn't get enough of  this mixture of  Hindu Kush and Blueberry. 
It reminded me of  the soft feeling of  touching the sorts of  toy goo 
they sold irresponsibly with toys back in the '90s. The '90s were not 
a better time, but this strain is capable of  tapping me into a 
significant line of  rose-colored nostalgia.  
 
Mr. Nice – Made from a combination of  G13 (CIA weed) and the 
Hash Plant, Mr. Nice is another strain that's been making the 
rounds more and more. A stable, purple indica, it is similar to goo in 
that it creates a nostalgic feeling. Sometimes, if  I overindulged on it, 
my sentimentality became melancholy and I would want to be a kid 
again—and few of  us may return to childhoods safely. Therefore, 
this is a good strain which should be used with caution. 
 
Monster Cookies – Girl Scout Cookies and Granddaddy Purple! 
How can you go wrong? Strong and heady, with sativa undertones. 
Thinking about it makes me yearn for the taste of  Girl Scout 
Cookies—both literally and in terms of  strains. I want to get into 
hybrids so I can sing the praises of  GSC, but to Monster Cookies, I 
say gods bless. 

 
[[Gods bless this encryption, more like. But 
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Monster Cookies are a pretty swell friend 

too. Our hideout does have some limited 

amenities, and thanks to a miniature 

teleporter that runs on a decently low 

wattage I was able to get a bag of the 

strain from a scientist buddy, old Cornelius 

Cwuise. Poor guy. Legend has it he smoked a 

bad batch of Satan Claus and it melted part 

of his face. That's why you don't cross weed 

with bluefinger. C'est la vie.  

 

[[Elizabeth led Dr. Draugiz, Trius, and 

myself to the Incomputare planet Terrax. 

Under Draugiz's spells we drifted past 

spine-ringed Dai Ahj and cryptic, slime-

haunted Peris Skyne. We passed under the 

barren dust of the death-world Kurq'wes. 

When we arrived on Terrax, it was only by 

the grace of my old friend's magic that we 

escaped notice from the Lord of the planet, 

Tsuu-Aas. We broke into a temple of his 

which had been erected by his few surviving 

followers. This was called the Temple of 

Sleep, and it was where Tsuu-Aas had sealed 

away all of the dream-demons who had 

challenged him over the years. It was a 

noxious place and none of us wanted to be 

there. Smarra whispered to us from a psy-

glass jar, offering promises of power—from 

another prison, the serial killer Krueger 

told Draugiz that he would climb into her 

daughter's dreams and kill her in her sleep. 

But we ignored them. Instead, we sought a 

device that Elizabeth called the Slab of 

Solemnity. It was a seal that contained the 

demon we were looking for. I asked her how 

she knew this and she quietly mentioned 
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something about the mythic Infinity Trust, a 

league of super-adventurers of which the 

researcher Francine Rainsford had written, 

which drove her out of academia before her 

1983 disappearance. The story went that the 

Infinity Trust included Professor 

Rainsford's alter ego Bloody Mary as a 

member, along with the legendary Kory 

Kinyonga and his friend Donia, and, 

ostensibly, Dr. Draugiz's own mythic 

brother, Illiad Ziguwmar. 

 

[[We soon arrived at the Slab of Solemnity, 

and Elizabeth told Trius to examine it with 

his “scan visor.” It was enough to scan it 

with our eyes. The Slab was a thick black 

sheet of metal, which hovered somehow over a 

snaking ring of complex polygonal shapes. It 

likely floated due to the pale blue light 

which glowed out of the circular base below 

it. At first I wondered what could fit 

inside that, but these were literally 

imprisoned nightmares. I thought I saw 

Tabuu, Dark Lord of Subspace, sealed away—he 

was said to have something to do with the 

sorcerer Batuu, also apparently a member of 

the Infinity Trust. I knew I would have 

fresh nightmares once Trius read the results 

of the scan. 

 

[[“The Slab of Solemnity is presently empty. 

An ultraviolet light inscription reads: 

'This is the prison of Agthrunsthaaa, Fourth 

Enemy of the Multiverse.'” 

 

[[He coughed. “Um. I thought there were only 

Three Enemies of the Multiverse...?” 
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[[“There are Enemy impostors,” Dr. Draugiz 

said. “Tsuu-Aas believes himself to be an 

Enemy at some point, when he's not. 

Agthrunsthaaa is another fake Enemy, as is 

the criminal known as the Pumpkin Master. 

Some also believe that the alien-hybrid 

psychopath known as Lady Zoga counts as a 

Seventh Enemy.” 

 

[[“But Agthrunsthaaa isn't in his prison,” I 

said. “Which means he must have escaped.” 

 

[[“Just like I thought. Agthrunsthaaa is a 

dream-demon, like all the others trapped 

here, and his power is behind the spell 

known as the Cantrip of Altosagha,” 

Elizabeth Vollin said. “The spell allows 

people to reach into their dreams and create 

dream-clones. Agthrunsthaaa must have 

impersonated Dagon to take control of the 

Aquaticans. And the Orloffs made a deal with 

him to create clones, with Dan Bradford 

being their first test. I wonder if the 

others created 'children' the same way...” 

 

[[We departed then, to continue our 

research. We knew that a battle was coming, 

and we wanted to be prepared. 

 

[[Now you understand who we're hiding from. 

And so far, folks, our story hasn't been 

heading towards a happy ending. We're hiding 

because we can't face the power of a god 

like Agthrunsthaaa.]] 
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Holy Hybrids 
 
Agent Orange – Unfortunately named, this hybrid combines 
Orange Velvet and the intriguingly-named Jack the Ripper. I found it 
to be a nice backbone weed, keeping me afloat during long work 
days with lots of  exhaustion and comedown. Dr. Draugiz loves it 
too and if  you can't trust her, who can you trust? 
 
Blue Dream – Blueberry strikes again! This time mixing with Haze, 
a potent sativa. I'm so used to it that when someone once sold me a 
different Blueberry strain I could pick out the Blueberry just from 
the smell. This great strain needs no further comment. Brilliant! 
 
Cali Kush – One of  the simplest American blends out there, Cali 
Kush is not only common but good. It's a mainstay hybrid, and even 
high-tolerance smokers prize it. When I'm doing field work I try to 
keep a big bag of  it close by. It goes rather quick, I've noticed. 
 
Cinderella '99 – Supposedly this strain was manufactured with a 
secret recipe in a Dutch coffee shop. In actuality, it is a descendant 
of  the elusive Cinderella Scrubbing Pad, an indica strain 
manufactured in Bratislava, Slovakia (then the Slovak Republic) in a 
small hostel called Zabijak Mučenia. In the mid 1940s it was run by 
Leah Brockler, the daughter of  a bookseller named Otto. Regardless 
of  its origins, this is one of  my favorites. Have you had really good 
weed? Remember how good it was, and that's what Cinderella '99 
feels like. Better, even. 

 
[[Leah Brockler was indeed supposed to be 

Otto Brockler's daughter, but in truth she 

was the daughter of an Orloff. Her father 

was Armando del Valle, who was half-brother 

to the others. He completed a quartet with 

Feodor, Paul, and Boris. I believe they were 

also aided, willingly or otherwise, by Doc 

Tydon, who I mentioned at the start—after 

all, when he met the schoolteacher John 
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Grant he was nearly a hundred years old. He 

must have gotten some sort of longevity 

treatment from them. He did have a bad 

relationship with Feodor after what he did 

to his memory, and for cursing him with 

alcoholism, so it's likely that he was 

forced to cooperate with the brothers. Of 

course by then, life in Australia had made 

him pretty nihilistic.  

 

[[The true name of Leah Brockler, then, was 

Chantal Duval. At some time or another she'd 

tried to make it as a Hollywood actress, but 

had failed for a variety of reasons. This 

was likely a cover for her serving as her 

uncles' apprentice in the ways of the 

arcane. She was truly the spawn of her 

father Armando, learning quickly and 

becoming a polymath in a variety of fields. 

And she was also, by 1945, the queen of the 

Bratislava hostel. I can reveal that for 

over seventy years, the Zabijak Mučenia 

hostel was used to commit horrible crimes 

against innocent tourists. It was a den of 

torture, overseen by Chantal Duval, who 

invited guests from within and without her 

family to carry out their gruesome 

mutilations under her protection. This 

included a variety of magicians who had 

taken on theatrical occupations to cover up 

the fact that they ritualistically killed 

people. One of these murderous performers 

was Chantal's cousin, Montag Orloff, who was 

the Agthrunsthaaa-cloned son of Paul Orloff. 

Boris Orloff's mystic children, Sergei and 

Dmitri, did not join the tortures, but were 

hired by Chantal as security. Sergei was a 



96 

hunter like his father had learned to be, 

and he became a master of guns early on. 

Dmitri, meanwhile, infiltrated the police 

department and legal offices of Bratislava, 

and impersonated officials for the purpose 

of granting legal protections to the hostel. 

In time, not a single cop in Slovakia was 

interested in busting that torture palace. 

 

[[But we aren't Slovakian cops. So in 1945, 

we busted those guys. 

 

[[The hostel stayed opened, admittedly. But 

we closed it at least until the '60s, when 

stylized sadism got back in style. 

 

[[Our first enemy was Sergei Orloff. He had 

a specialized rifle which had been crafted 

from blueprints by Colonel Sebastian Moran, 

and built by a gunsmith named Lazar. 

Elizabeth was invisible, Trius had his Power 

Armor, and Dr. Draugiz had her canna-bursts. 

The energy she summoned up crashed like a 

tide against the hunter's bullets. There was 

nothing I could do but observe. But 

observation, as it turned out, was gonna be 

vital in this battle. 

 

[[We broke to cover—it was our only hope 

against a marksman like him. We were fanned 

out before a complex system of alleyways 

that wound their way between the buildings 

which stood in front of the hostel. While 

Sergei covered the ground, Draugiz and Trius 

were forced to snipe him from occasional 

advantages. My friend stayed near his 

daughter, while Trius was close to me. I was 
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the only one to notice, however, that there 

was a second Dr. Draugiz. 

 

[[“William! Elizabeth! Look out!” I shouted, 

just as the man who I knew to be Dmitri 

Orloff struck. Elizabeth was too quick for 

him, however, and an invisible kick knocked 

him on the ground. His disguise didn't 

change—he seemed to have some sort of holo-

imager, which created a fake 3D model around 

him. So that was his secret. I turned to 

Trius and told him what to look for, and 

what do to. In a second, that device of 

Dmitri's was wrecked by the thrum of an 

electromagnetic pulse, transmitted from 

Trius' Armor. 

 

[[Dr. Draugiz was above using people as meat 

shields, but Elizabeth had grown up rougher 

than her father. She seized Dmitri and took 

him out into the open where Sergei could see 

him. “I'm sure you know your brother's 

scheme, so you should understand that this 

isn't actually my dad.” 

 

[[Sergei must have sensed she was telling 

the truth, as he dropped his rifle and 

raised his hands. He would've blown our 

brains out, but he still had sibling 

loyalty. 

 

[[Elizabeth tied the two of them up, but we 

weren't dumb enough to leave them 

unattended. Trius agreed to stay with them. 

His Armor was useful, but we needed 

Elizabeth to come with us. If Montag Orloff 

was a real magician, then we'd need someone 
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with knowledge of the darker paths of life. 

 

[[He was right inside. There was a shabby 

lobby and he stepped out in rather tacky 

fashion from behind the front desk. He was 

the authentic article, tuxedo, cape, top hat 

and all. He had a black wand with a white 

cap, and a trim mustache. He tipped his hat 

at us as if we were honored guests. 

 

[[What followed was nearly archetypical. He 

raised his wand at us and pronounced the 

words, “Abra kadabra.” We were lucky he 

didn't slur it into a death-curse—but the 

thing that hit me served basically the same 

function. Though not immediately. That wand-

wave took me somewhere else, and it was only 

my being used to such things that kept me 

from panicking. When you go into a club with 

as many ecstasy pills in you as I usually 

take, you won't remember how you got to 

where you woke up. 

 

[[But I don't normally wake up in one of 

those saw-boxes, with a man standing over me 

getting ready to cut me in half. We were on 

a stage, with a long curtain behind us. If 

there was an audience, I couldn't pivot my 

neck to see. I felt the sweaty sting of 

bright lights, and Montag's voice rang into 

the theater which now surrounded us. 

 

[[“Ladies and Gentlemen, I am Montag the 

Magnificent! Today you will see this cheeky 

volunteer undergo magical mutilation! A 

transformation of their body from one state 

to another; from life to death. Watch 
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closely!”  

 

[[And he began to saw at the box. It was 

metal, save for a wooden segment where he 

sawed. I couldn't get out without outside 

help. 

 

[[Fortunately, I can depend on outside help. 

 

[[Dr. Draugiz later told me that Montag had 

dragged in an audience from across time, and 

he'd beaten up both the surrealist performer 

Sardu and a pair of film directors, Terry 

Hawkins and Jack Stone. Pretty solid 

arrangements for such an impromptu ambush—

but wizards worked quickly, having 

supernatural forces to speed them. 

Doubtlessly Montag was tapping into the 

powers of the Great Old Ones, as his father 

Paul Orloff was known to do—the worshipers 

of the power which was credited for his 

birth had been placed in Africa to 

counterbalance the local Leopard Cult, who 

served the Elder Gods. Dagon sought to 

destroy Bast, who devoured his spawn like a 

cat sicced on market fish. 

 

[[Yet, as the Elder Gods won every battle 

they fought against the Old Ones, my friend 

and her daughter brought down and bound 

Montag and his cronies. Elizabeth popped me 

out of the box that held me down. When I was 

fully free, I shook her parent's hand, 

having missed her for the few seconds she 

was gone. 

 

[[“What do we now?” I asked. 
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[[“First we get back to the hostel,” he 

said, and he snapped his fingers. Her high 

gave her enough strength to warp us back 

from wherever we'd ended up. He'd been 

getting more and more powerful lately, and 

even now I have no explanation for this flux 

in strength. It could be that she's gotten 

more dedicated to her cause now that 

Elizabeth is with her. And honestly, now 

that the prospect of having both a son-in-

law and a grandchild is on the table. 

 

[[He wasn't even that old yet. But time-

travel was a thing. Also I don't think Dr. 

Draugiz ages. 

 

[[In any case, we now wandered the halls of 

the Bratislava hostel, passing by confused 

students who had backpacked here, through 

the fading ashes of Nazi warzones. Every so 

often, Dr. Draugiz would ask in Slovakian 

where Chantal Duval was. If anyone knew, 

they were too scared to answer. 

 

[[Fortunately, Ms. Duval put her name on her 

office door. We didn't barge in, but it 

would take a whole football team to charge 

through the line we formed. There was no 

pretense for Chantal—as soon as she saw us, 

she knew that she was beaten. 

 

[[Still, she smiled. “You think that this 

will stop my uncle?” she asked us. “Uncle 

Hugo will obtain the disintegrator and bind 

its power to the magic of Agthrunsthaaa. We 

will hold the world to ransom and negotiate 
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new priorities.” 

 

[[“Pretty speech,” said Dr. Draugiz, “but 

it's unlikely. History dictates that Doc 

Robbin was shot by the police, and then 

blown up.” 

 

[[“Agthrunsthaaa doesn't care about fate. 

Agthrunsthaaa even went so far as to tempt 

the wrath of Dagon, the avatar of Cthulhu 

himself. He will be the salvation of the 

Orloff family.” 

 

[[Dr. Draugiz waved her green-skinned hand, 

and Chantal Duval fell asleep. Then, at the 

snap of a finger, she vanished. When she 

woke up she'd in a jail cell, and it'd be up 

to the cops to figure out what to do with 

her. I didn't feel sorry for her. She grew 

up with grotesque fairy-tales of the evil 

Lady Zoga, and admired her greatly. She 

wanted to be a monster like scaly Zoga, 

wielding a whip of crimson energy that could 

kill from across a whole room. 

 

[[That was recently. Now, we're heading to 

1946, to confront Doc Robbin, my ghost-

uncle. You'll note I've never dropped the 

scramble-filter on these paragraphs. That's 

because we're fully expecting to meet 

Robbin's demonic father before the day is 

done.]] 

 
Cherry Pie – Granddaddy Purple and Durban Poison. Such a 
simple but effective combo—GSC but with a twist. Oh, but I'm still 
eager to talk about GSC—even if  Cherry Pie is still quite rich in its 
effects. While it's mostly aided me in sleep, it's definitely influenced 



102 

my creative abilities as well. As if  a real cherry pie, juicy and 
scrumptious, was being offered as a prize for the right amount of  
proven motivation.  
 
Dr. Who – Also called Dr. Omega, this is perhaps the rarest strain 
I've encountered yet. Appropriately it is bred from the exotic strains 
known as Mad Scientist and Timewreck, which I have never 
encountered independently. Timewreck is very clearly descended 
from Trainwreck, a component of  Pineapple Express. Perhaps I've 
had Trainwreck before, but I can't remember; my memory isn't 
nearly as good as Doctor Omega's, and that's saying something. He 
or she needs to do more sudoku, that's what I say. 
 
Gelato – I'll say again that it's wise to name marijuana strains after 
sweets. Candy isn't inherently addictive, and neither is weed, but I 
suspect it's the same mechanism  of  stimulation in both sugar and 
cannabis that makes the addiction take root if  it ever does. The 
same reward pathways; doesn't it make sense, given that weed and 
candy go so well together? Gelato is anyone's favorite candy in weed 
form, created from Sunset Sherbet and GSC. Oh, we get to talk 
about GSC next! 
 
Girl Scout Cookies – Rudimentary weed, and that's what makes it 
good. You may have deduced now that I like it simple. If  it's simple, 
it's easier to get a lot of  it, and if  it's used as an architectural staple, 
then it has a great deal of  inherent value. Guess what, this one has a 
lot of  variants, most of  them named after actual GSCs. Thin Mints, 
Caramel Delites, Trefoils—people get creative. It's hard to go 
wrong! Bred from OG Kush and Durban Poison. 
 
Goji – Surprisingly not named for the atomic Tokyo lizard who no 
one remembers was real. A blend of  Nepali OG and Snow Lotus, I 
enjoyed it as much as I enjoyed snacking on goji berries. More 
backbone—I feel calm and relaxed, like that time Dr. Draugiz and I 
hunted down a Yeti. I don't know if  there's a reason I think of  that, 
but it's nice. 
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NYC Diesel – Back to the fueling station! New York City is a 
rough, harsh-cut place to buy weed. It's one of  those cities where 
people still like slipping poison in, or synthetic rubbish. But there's a 
distant wonder to the grime which is translated beautifully into this 
mescalinian strain. Just be prepared to get gas on your tongue; the 
flavor of  film noir. 
 
Pineapple Express – Our brief  adventure ends with a study of  a 
hybrid of  the Trainwreck and Hawaiian strains. The citrus buzz is 
here, rocketing the smoker to a psycho-physical bliss. The kinetic 
rush of  this bud is communicated well by its name, and its 
pineapple flavor has a supernova burn to it. I wish I could recall 
more of  its effects. I was too adrift in pleasure to take proper notes. 
 

--- 
 

...is it over? 
 
Ahhh, it is. Good. We were scared of  retribution, but it seems as if  
we can now communicate uncensored. I apologize for any 
inconvenience, but when the demon you're hiding from can climb 
into data and read what you write as you write it—well, precautions 
must be taken. Here's the answer to who really killed Doc Robbin. 
 
The other Orloffs weren't present to aid their Lost Brother. When 
we arrived at Robbin's lab, just before the child-gang who 
―officially‖ undid him, he was ready for us. He hit us with the magic 
he'd learned as the High Priest of  the Aquaticans. Montag, his 
nephew, used the power of  the Great Old Ones for trickery and 
amusement. But Robbin used it lethally, precisely, like how his 
nephew Sergei used a rifle. Sergei and Dmitri, incidentally, were able 
to escape from Trius, exploiting the heaviness of  his Armor to do 
so. But even they didn't aid their uncle. 
 
Hugo didn't need any help. The dusty room of  his eerie old house 
seemed to bend and distort under the waves of  blue-violet force he 
conjured. If  this was what he was like normally, I'm glad we stopped 
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him from getting the disintegrator. 
 
He could summon screens to defend himself  against Draugiz's 
canna-bursts, as well as Trius' gunfire. Elizabeth opted for close 
combat, but as she lunged towards him, a pre-cast field of  
telekinesis zipped her back towards us. I charged him too, intending 
to test if  his jaw was glass or not, but it was like trying to shove 
through a jelly made of  air.  
 
At first we seemed stymied. But once again, Dr. Draugiz snapped 
her fingers. 
 
We were elsewhere. The talents of  Montag Orloff  paled by 
comparison. 
 
―Welcome to 1938, Robbin,‖ Draugiz said. ―A time just shortly 
before your 'birth.' A time when your power has not formed yet.‖ 
 
Hugo raised a hand to strike out against us, but the strength of  
―Dagon‖ had left him. Agthrunsthaaa was unaware of  his existence 
in 1938, and therefore supplied him no power. The look of  
desperation that flashed across the man's aged face was almost 
heartbreaking. Almost. 
 
―What have you done?!‖ he cried, though he knew full well what my 
friend had done. ―I was foretold to call in the victory of  almighty 
Dagon! I was his High Priest! I was born from his own flesh!‖ 
 
―Some destinies don't come true. Evil destinies in particular are 
usually...interfered with.‖ 
 
―Not this time.‖ But Robbin had nothing to back up his statement. 
He sighed, more out of  confusion than anything. I was also 
confused. We couldn't send him back to his own time now, because 
he'd regain his powers. But history recorded that he died of  a 
gunshot in 1946. 
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I tried to remember if  there was anything special about 1938. There 
were a lot of  things that happened then, obviously, but there had to 
be some sort of  link to our present case that Draugiz hadn't 
mentioned yet.  
 
She would want me to figure this out. We weren't super high right 
now but we still synced up to the same buzz. So I thought about 
weird history, history as he'd taught it to me, and I recalled then that 
there had been others who donned gorilla suits in the name of  
wickedness. One of  them had been Bernard Adrian, a scientist 
whose gorilla-guise was a cover for his stealing human spinal fluid 
for medical purposes. He had been active in 1938, and he had died 
by being shot by the police. Just as Robbin had in his own gorilla 
costume. 
 
I began to understand the destined events that began to play out 
before us. 
 
For Robbin realized suddenly he did have one last option. His 
brothers had abandoned him, but he was a creature of  magic. He 
had been born in dreams, and the very substance of  his body could 
be broken down to release magical energy. He knew it would burn, 
and it did—we realized the source of  his pain too late. Even then, 
he only erased portions of  his bones, and his non-vital organs. 
―Only.‖ He burnt away parts of  his own body just so his mind could 
momentarily reach out through time and space. He contacted his 
brothers Feodor, Paul, Boris, and Armando, and forced them to 
cooperate with him. The psychic nexus he created from their minds 
was soon joined, willingly or otherwise, by Chantal Duval and 
Montag the Magnificent. He even connected with his cousin Dan 
Bradford, who wasn't aware of  his role in these events and would 
spend the rest of  his days in a madhouse. 
 
The psychic pulse that flew at us was massive, but Draugiz and I 
knew that Robbin had chosen his own fate. Draugiz raised a mystic 
shield to protect us, as Robbin had done for himself. But she also 
made a gesture with her hand, and around Robbin there materialized 
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a gorilla suit—torn from somewhere in time and space, like the 
evidence locker for the Dr. Adrian investigation. The fur of  the suit 
left a singed odor in the air when Robbin's rebounded death-curse 
struck him down. 
 
It was over. 
 
―Anyone else reminded of  the story of  poor Hog-Frog?‖ Draugiz 
said grimly. He hadn't wanted to kill Robbin, but that psy-blast 
would have disintegrated us if  it struck. It was remarkable that 
Robbin himself  wasn't atomized. 
 
And so now you know who really killed my uncle, Doc Hugo 
Robbin. 
 
―What happened to Dr. Adrian?‖ I shouted out. My volume was a 
little ridiculous but I couldn't help it. 
 
―Ah, so you figured it out,‖ Dr. Draugiz replied. ―Good job, figuring 
out the truth from nothing. It's a valuable superpower, albeit one 
which is narratively irritating. The bad Dr. Adrian, who was one of  
the worst serial killers of  the 1930s, has ended his life in the throes 
of  an intensive dose of  Green Crack. A mind like his would go 
cocaine-berserk on it. He chased some kids around in old house, 
ignoring the bullet wounds he'd sustained eight years earlier. When 
the police gunned down down 'Robbin' they were shooting into a 
corpse. I'll return them to their proper places in history. It will seem 
to those near Adrian's corpse that he vanished for an eyeblink, 
because he was replaced with the remains of  Doc Robbin. Y'know, 
it's a good thing the house ends up blowing up, because that will 
help us when we have to drag his remains back here to 1938.‖ 
 
―William, this is getting morbid,‖ I confessed. ―Why are we 
recovering his body when it will just be destroyed in the explosion? 
Isn't that enough?‖ 
 
―Doc Robbin was spawned from Agthrunsthaaa. He'll start 
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reverting back to his natural state. Slime and ichor and tentacles and 
everything. Just because his human self  is dead doesn't mean that 
his true self  is. His formless form will survive that explosion and 
feed on that child-gang if  I don't drag him back.‖ 
 
―Well, that changes things,‖ Elizabeth said then. ―I thought you 
were ending up to be as bad as I used to be.‖ 
 
―Eventually Chantal Duval, Montag, and the others will become 
useless to Agthrunsthaaa, and they'll fade away like they never 
existed. In human terms, they didn't exist, no more than the 
patterns on a butterfly's wings are really eyes.‖ 
 
―But what's gonna be left over from—from Robbin?‖ asked Trius. 
 
―It will be an Agthrunsthaaa-shaped void. That of  course means 
that when Robbin gets here—‖ 
 
―Agthrunsthaaa is gonna get out,‖ I finished. 
 
―Yep. Get ready for a demon breach, everyone.‖ 
 
She raised her hands, then, and an orange-red maelstrom began to 
churn in the air before her. The fire of  the blast at Robbin's future 
residence was cycling backwards in time eight years, to become a 
gateway that drew Robbin's corpse from the future to the past. He 
was clad in a gorilla suit still, albeit a headless one, but the exposed 
face of  my ―uncle‖ was changing dramatically. His skin became a 
sickly pallor, and it morphed as if  obscured by a layer of  TV static. 
The static spiraled outward, irritating my eyes in a migraine-fog. I 
winced like someone'd squirted a lemon in my face, and that was all 
before the real pain started. 
 
Agthrunsthaaa had been human once, but he was murdered by a 
wizard, and the wizard stole his family. His spirit was brought to a 
place of  mercy, as compensation for having such a terrible death. 
However, from the haven the angels had built for him, the man who 



108 

would become Agthrunsthaaa corrupted himself  into a new form 
of  life—he sought any and all forms of  power, no matter how 
grotesque, so he could take his revenge on the wizard. In time, 
however, he forgot that revenge, and became just as terrible as the 
warlock who killed him. While he ordinarily dwelled in the 
Dreamlands, he once famously bound himself  to the seed of  the 
dark god Tzaa, who lives to turn beauty into horror, often spreading 
as such through flowers. The thing that emerged from Robbin's 
body was like a giant rose, which split open to reveal a man at the 
center, skinned alive. Despite the horrible appearance of  his body, 
he grinned widely at us—too wide. As this enormous rose crawled 
towards us, we heard a voice whisper from that part-human mouth. 
 
―I've heard your name on the tongues of  many dreams, Dr. 
Draugiz,‖ he hissed. ―I'm always looking for fresh dreams to 
consume. Perhaps in a short while you shall become part of  my 
mass...‖ He shook his body and gurgled joyously. Then, with a 
surprising speed, he lurched forward. ―Die, Draugiz!‖ 
 
―How many times have we heard that?‖ my friend said, and I 
followed her forward. 
 
Draugiz was his main target, so we knew that if  he was being single-
minded about his path, he'd be easy to knock off  course. Elizabeth, 
our prime stealth, knocked her weight into Agthrunsthaaa at the 
same time her boyfriend fired a charged shot from his arm-cannon. 
The concussion deflected Agthrunsthaaa into the dull country dust. 
His roots, shaped into limbs, writhed and wormed their way over to 
us, even as he struggled to get up. We knew we had to give him 
everything we had. Elizabeth and I seized his humanoid half-torso 
and pinned it down, even as that fanged face howled curses at us. 
Dr. Draugiz was unleashing a peppering of  cannabis-blasts, which 
sparked like green fireworks against the oddly-leathery petals. Trius 
could shoot just as fast as Draugiz could, and his Power Beam could 
do some seriously damage if  he let his targets have it. For a second, 
it looked like we would win. Dr. Draugiz even prepared the time-
lock that would prevent Agthrunsthaaa from reading our 
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encryptions even if  he went back in time.  
 
But the wave of  force that burst out from the plant-creature was 
sufficient to both toss us away and set Agthrunsthaaa upright. In 
that time, his tendrils grabbed onto both Trius and myself. We both 
cried out in pain as the tendrils pulled our arms in opposite 
directions, intending to rip us in half. 
 
Dr. Draugiz and his daughter set on rescuing us, finding their own 
ways to cut the cords of  vegetable matter that entwined us. At this 
point, Draugiz had lost her cool. He was ready to beat 
Agthrunsthaaa down, even if  he was something of  a god. 
 
The blasts she unleashed were brighter than we had ever seen 
before; they tore through Agthrunsthaaa's mass with a loud 
squelching sound. Yet he was far from dead, and worse, Draugiz had 
struck without thinking. I couldn't imagine my friend being so 
clumsy, and yet I should have know that it was all part of  the plan. 
For the wave of  destructive cannabis energy was flying straight 
towards Trius! 
 
Yet ever since his adventure on Zebes, Trius had been able to 
modify his Armor further. Previously, it couldn't even recharge its 
shielding with the normal energy ―pickups‖ that the bounty hnter 
who inspired him used. But now, the Suit could absorb massive 
amounts of  energy, and recycled it back into the omnipotent 
weapon known as the Zero Laser. 
 
Agthrunsthaaa could not die, not as long as his hate lived on. But 
the parts of  him that manifested through his biological extension, 
Doc Robbin, were completely destroyed. The flash of  light reduces 
his vegetable body to loamy clumps, and then there was nothing left 
of  him but dust. Now it was over. The day had been won again. 
 
One of  our minor adventures in the end, I'd say. We still breathed 
just as heartily, like we had saved the world. In truth, we had 
probably made things worse for ourselves, just to rid the world of  a 



110 

minor crime lord and user of  dark magic. All the same, we laughed 
as we held each other, and then, we smoked up. Elizabeth abstained, 
admittedly, but marijuana must not exist in Trius' future. He'd never 
tried it before, and he loves it just as much as the doctor and I do. 
 
I'm glad I can now speak unmuzzled. I wish to spend this time 
meditating on how I love my friends. Indeed, when we had to hide 
from Agthrunsthaaa, we couldn't be overly emotional without 
leaving a psychic trail. Yet I am frequently consumed with love for 
my friends. Let me smoke a bit, and I'll come back. Perhaps I will 
write just a little more... 
 

--- 
 

Dr. Draugiz 
 

Changing matter with an em'rald hand 
She's called a friend in every land 
His birth was a day that evil rued 

But there's no straight fate for one so crude 
One hand does good, one hand does wrong 

To him the world's a formless song 
She writes the words, and plucks the strings 

And under her hand 
A fluid cosmos sings 

 
 
 

Liz Vollin 
 

The invisible woman deserves a song 
That is quiet, like she is quiet— 

Though no mortal in this world could be as quiet as she. 
She is a little gray ghost, 

Haunting the world of  heroes. 
Born of  shadows, 

She has forever longed to touch 
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The pretty stuff  that comes off  stars at night. 
She has longed to touch photons. 

Sometimes, when she wakes up at night 
She cannot remember what to put back in the room 

To make the darkness go away. 
 
 
 

Trius Austin 
 

It seemed like he walked in her shadow. 
But which “her”? 

And note “seemed.” 
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Notes 
 

This story continues on from my book The Compleat Dr. Draugiz. 
Hugo ―Doc‖ Robbin, and his mysterious murder, were depicted in 
the film Who Killed Doc Robbin? (1948). The plot of  the film is 
summarized throughout the story. As mentioned here he got his 
nickname from Doc Brooks, the zombie master from the film 
Bowery at Midnight (1942). Doc Tydon is from the film Wake in Fright 
(1971). Doc Harker, who Brooks/Tydon fought, is a pulp character 
created by Edwin Truett Long, who appeared in a trio of  crime 
stories in 1940. Doc Harker is a patent-medicine peddler who keeps 
running into (and busting) crimes. 
 
Nelson, Destroyer of  Worlds, is meant to be Mike Nelson, from the 
TV series Mystery Science Theater 3000. Trius Austin is based on 
Houston Armstrong, a bounty hunter from one of  the comic series 
based on the video game Metroid (see below). His first name, Trius, 
is a reference to Samus' partner Trio from Super Metroid Galaxy, a 
Metroid fan comic. His surname coming from a Texas city adds onto 
Houston Armstrong's first name being a reference to Captain Dallas 
from the Alien films, which heavily influenced Metroid. Mórdún 
Saorduine is an analogue of  Gordon Freeman from the video game 
Half-Life (1998); his descendant is Samus Aran from Metroid (1986). 
Atom Mudman Bezecny put forth a familial link between the two in 
her book Kinyonga Tales. Zebes is from the Metroid series, as is the 
corruptive planet that Samus also destroyed. While this is meant to 
be the sentient planet Phaaze from Metroid Prime 3: Corruption (2007), 
it is connected to the Anti-God from the film Prince of  Darkness 
(1987) and the planet Mugg Fallow, which in the Star Wars Legends 
Expanded Universe is the homeworld of  the evil slime known as the 
Mnggal-Mnggal. The ―Mass-Produced‖ Power Suit is a reference to 
the green variant of  Samus' Power Armor available in the Super 
Smash Bros. series, which the developers named after the MS-06 
Zaku II armor suit from the Gundam franchise. Karnation Lee was 
the subject of  a series of  short stories Atom and I wrote on the site 
Archive of  Our Own, under the names AtomMudman and 
KatArturus respectively. 
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The Newsboy Legion is a comic book boy gang created by Jack 
Kirby and Joe Simon that started appearing in DC Comics stories in 
the 1940s. The Bowery Boys were a kid gang that appeared in a 
series of  films through the '40s and '50s. In actuality Who Killed Doc 
Robbin? was part of  the Our Gang series, which became the Little 
Rascals. 
 
Boris Orloff  is a composite character created by Atom Bezecny. For 
the purpose of  his story, the only identity of  his that matters is 
Boroff, the terrorist from the film serial S.O.S. Coast Guard (1937). 
His name ―the Hunter‖ refers to the alias he used in Atom 
Bezecny's Bloody Mary stories, as an enemy of  the eponymous 
vigilante. The Oxygen Destroyer is the weapon used at the end of  
the original Godzilla (1954). 
 
LAM is a spirit who supposedly communicated with real-life 
occultist Aleister Crowley. Atom Bezecny used LAM in Kinyonga 
Tales as a metafictional character, playing on how L A M = Lord 
Atom Mudman, an old nickname of  hers. 
 
In Star Wars canon Yoda's cane is referred to as a gimer stick, and 
indeed, gimer wood contains nutrients that can increase Yoda's 
energy. The Tho Yor are from the Dawn of  the Jedi comic series—
they are a group of  pyramidal ships who collect Force-users from 
across the galaxy to bring together the Jedi Order. The shell of  
Tilotny is a reference to the insane spirit Tilotny from Alan Moore's 
Star Wars comic ―Tilotny Casts a Shape‖; in Joe Bongiorno's novel 
Supernatural Encounters: The Trial and Transformation of  Arhul 
Hextrophon, Tilotny is revealed to be linked to the demonic spirit 
known as Abeloth, which is who the ―shell of  Tilotny‖ is meant to 
be. 
 
Hugo Streger is a Nazi agent from the film My Favorite Blonde (1942), 
where is played by Doc Robbin actor George Zucco. Karl Vipoering 
is from the novel The Fangs of  Suet Pudding (1944) by ―Adams Farr.‖ 
Franz Kindler is from the film noir The Stranger (1946). 



114 

 
Otto Brockler is from the film Fast Company (1938), where he is 
played by George Zucco. Zucco also plays Otto Dagoff  in the film 
Secret Service Investigator (1948) and the hoodlum Jelke in the film 
Midnight Manhunt (1945).  
 
Dan Bradford is meant to be Dan Redfern, the pseudonym taken by 
Secret Service agent Steve Mallory in Secret Service Investigator; here it's 
explained that Mallory and Redfern were two different people, and 
the truth behind Secret Service Investigator's plot is more complicated 
than the filmmakers showed. Amos Bradford is the criminal 
mastermind from the film The Black Raven (1943). ―Lane‖ is Susan 
Lane from Secret Service Investigator, but I omitted her first name to 
imply that she is the same as Lois Lane from the Superman stories. 
Robert Renault (the only one of  the Renault brothers to keep his 
surname) is the mad scientist from Dr. Renault's Secret (1942). The 
Renault and Orloff  siblings are fleshed out in stories on Archive of  
Our Own by Atom Bezecny and I. 
 
Feodor Orloff  is from the film The Dark Eyes of  London (1939), 
based on the 1922 Edgar Wallace novel of  the same name. Paul 
Orloff  is Dr. Paul Renault from the film Zombies on Broadway (1945). 
Robert's son who Paul corrupted grew up to be the titular character 
of  the film The Island of  Dr. Moreau (1996), based on H.G. Wells' 
1896 novel of  the same name. His grandson, who was also Paul's 
apprentice, was the Dr. Orloff  seen in the film The Sinister Eyes of  
Dr. Orloff  (1973). 
 
Palanth and the Aquaticans are from the Tarzan movie Tarzan and 
the Mermaids (1948), the last of  a series of  films to feature Johnny 
Weismuller as Tarzan which began in 1932. The idea that the Tarzan 
involved with the events of  that film was not the ―true‖ Tarzan 
comes from Dennis Power's articles ―Tarzan? Jane?‖ and ―Triple 
Tarzan Tangle,‖ which offer some possibilities as to why the Tarzan 
of  the films is so dissimilar to the character of  the original Edgar 
Rice Burroughs novels. Varga is Palanth's assistant from Tarzan and 
the Mermaids. Vargas, the dictator of  Cygnus Alpha, is from the sci-fi 
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TV series Blake's 7 (1978-1981), where he is played by the amazing 
Brian Blessed. 
 
The cat-tribe of  Serbia is from the film Cat People (1942). They are 
linked to extraterrestrials to tie them to the events of  the superhero 
film The Pumaman (1980). Here, they are meant to be the Leopard 
Men, from Edgar Rice Burroughs' Tarzan and the Leopard Men (1935), 
but more specifically those seen in the film Tarzan and the Leopard 
Woman (1946). The Amazons are from the movie Tarzan and the 
Amazons (1945), and their golden lassos are meant to reference 
Wonder Woman. 
 
Dagon is from H.P. Lovecraft's Cthulhu Mythos. Agthrunsthaaa is 
from Atom Mudman Bezecny's online story The Monogram 
Monograph. 
 
Cornelius Cwuise is meant to be the lumpy-faced Dr. Quease from 
the Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles spinoff  Ninja Turtles: The Next 
Mutation. His face here is blamed on the ―Satan Claus‖ strain of  
weed, which is a reference to the flesh-melting cannabis featured in 
a segment of  the film Campfire Tales (1991). Another segment of  the 
movie is based around ―Satan Claus,‖ a killer Santa. Bluefinger is a 
fingertip-administered drug that appears in my other fiction. 
 
Terrax, Dai Ahj, Peris Skyne, Kurq'wes, and Tsuu-Aas are all from 
Atom Bezecny's fiction, including Kinyonga Tales and the Bloody 
Mary stories. 
 
Smarra is the dream-demoness from the Charles Nodier's short 
story ―Smarra; or, the Demons of  the Night‖ (1821). Krueger is of  
course Freddy Krueger, from A Nightmare on Elm Street (1984) and 
its sequels. 
 
The Infinity Trust was a superhero team that was originally going to 
play a role in Atom Bezecny's discontinued online story ReTales. 
Their membership would include Francine Rainsford (Bloody 
Mary), Kory Kinyonga and Donia (from Kinyonga Tales), and Illiad 
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Ziguwar, aka the Blue Phantom, who did show up in what she 
posted. Illiad and Dr. Draugiz are siblings, and the former's surname 
reflects their descent from Zigomar, a pulp hero created in 1909 by 
Leon Sazie. 
 
Tabuu is the villain of  the story mode in the game Super Smash Bros. 
Brawl (2008); Batuu, based on the shopkeeper from the game The 
Legend of  Zelda: Link's Awakening (1993), was featured in ReTales. The 
connection between Tabuu and Batuu was shown in Atom 
Bezecny's essay ―The Sleeper Awakes‖ on Archive of  Our Own. 
 
The Three Enemies of  the Multiverse are the destined destroyers of  
reality from Bezecny's fiction. The Pumpkin Master is one of  
Bloody Mary's enemies. Lady Zoga, the proposed Seventh Enemy, is 
from Bezecny's guidebook/novella Meta-Terrax. 
 
The Zabijak Mučenia hostel is meant to be the evil establishment 
seen in the horror film Hostel (2007); ―Zabijak Mučenia‖ is Slovakian 
for ―torture killer.‖ Leah Brockler is from Fast Company, but she is 
conflated with Chantal Duval from Nick Millard's film Chantal 
(1968). Her father was Armando del Valle, who appeared in the 
horror film The Macabre Trunk (1936). 
 
Montag Orloff  is Montag the Magnificent from the movie The 
Wizard of  Gore (1970). Sergei Orloff  will eventually become Kraven 
the Hunter, an enemy of  Spider-Man. In the comics his brother 
Dmitri is Spider-Man's foe the Chameleon. 
 
Colonel Moran is one of  Professor Moriarty's minions in Arthur 
Conan Doyle's Sherlock Holmes stories. Lazar is the gunsmith seen 
in the 1974 film adaptation of  Ian Fleming's James Bond book The 
Man with the Golden (1965). 
 
Taylor mentions that ―Abra kadabra‖ could be mispronounced as a 
death-curse; this is a reference to the Killing Curse from J.K. 
Rowling's Harry Potter books, which has the incantation of  ―Avada 
kadavra.‖ 
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Sardu is the sadistic stage performer from the film Bloodsucking 
Freaks (1972). Terry Hawkins is the evil filmmaker from the movie 
Last House on Dead End Street (1977), while Jack Stone is the snuff  
film director seen in Brad Jones' movie Cheap (2005). 
 
Saying that Dr. Who is also called Dr. Omega is a joking reference 
to Arnould Galopin's Doctor Omega (1906), whose original 
illustrations of  its titular time-and-space traveling hero uncannily 
resemble the First Doctor from Doctor Who. In crossover stories, 
Doctor Omega is an alias frequently used to have the First Doctor 
covertly appear. 
 
Taylor thought ―Goji‖ was short for ―Gojira,‖ aka Godzilla. The 
reference to no one remembering Godzilla comes from Atom 
Bezecny's ―Wilted Flowers,‖ where a psychic kaiju wiped humanity's 
collective memories of  creatures like Godzilla actually existing in 
real life. 
 
Bernard Adrian is Boris Karloff's character in the movie The Ape 
(1940), where indeed Adrian dresses up like a gorilla to kill people. 
Dr. Draugiz references the main character of  Edgar Allan Poe's 
―Hop-Frog‖ (1849), about a court jester who takes revenge on his 
masters by convincing them to wear gorilla costumes, which he sets 
on fire. Tzaa is a demon from Atom Bezecny's fiction. 
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Dr. Draugiz in Keelat 
 
 It also started in a small shop in San Francisco's Chinatown. 
Pulp novels hold that this is the place of  many strange beginnings—
but in truth, the people and businesses here are ordinary. Unique 
perhaps, but not occult or esoteric. That's just racism—white people 
in California have always had it in for the Chinese, it's been 
unrelenting, and that hate's poisoned their love and led to this rotten 
demon called Exoticism. Here, in this place so badly maligned, a 
shopkeeper by the name of  Wing labored. He was an old friend of  
Dr. Draugiz's, as he knew how to get some of  the weirdest animals 
in all the world. Ghoulies, Critters, Hobgoblins, Munchies, 
Beasties—all of  these he offered to his elite customers as pets. 
Sometimes though he'd offer people tours of  their cages, like a 
mini-zoo. Dr. Draugiz wanted to show our new friend, Lady 
Morpha, something extraordinary for her first case with us, and this 
seemed to be it. 
 Of  course, Her Grace had already had some fun with us, 
even if  she hadn't had a full case. Her fluid body, the blue gel-like 
water that surrounded her true self, could absorb a lot of  different 
chemicals, to amusing effect. We'd given her some hash and an acid 
trip and she had a blast. I grew fond of  Morpha quickly, and her 
presence helped me forget that Peggy, our Will O' the Wisp, along 
with Dr. Draugiz's daughter Elizabeth and Elizabeth's son Charlie, 
were away on missions with that new Great Alliance. Our other 
friend, good Krissy Azedia, alias the Siren, had permanently retired 
on her home-Earth, and our pal Mr. W was long dead, slain in that 
idiot war against Uncanny Evil. For two goofy stoners the doc and I 
had been through a lotta trauma. But Morpha helped bring us back 
to how things were in the old days—she was living therapy. 
 Morpha joined us on one of  our surfs between dimensions. 
Bodily she's naught more than a crimson-orange orb. She has this 
morphant water around her which she can turn into anything. If  
she's really comfortable, she's just a twisted pillar—a wax sculpture 
made of  water. Formless, non-humanoid. But oftentimes she takes 
on a humanoid form, a short-haired youngish woman with a nice 
smile. But still made of  gelatinous blue water. To disguise this, she 
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dons on a long black dress, with black leggings, boots, and gloves. 
She wears a wide-brimmed hat and a dark veil, with the cover story 
being always that she's a widow in grief. That's why she dripped 
everywhere—she was a calm, quiet weeper, but her tears were 
voluminous. 
 I was just telling Morpha what Dr. Draugiz had told me 
about Mr. Wing when we stepped through the door to the small 
shop. Mr. Wing's father had been murdered about six or seven years 
ago by a lunatic named Clifford Ward. His taking over the shop had 
given him and his wife better opportunities, and they'd had a young 
son not that long ago. It was clear that my friend wanted to 
introduce us to her old friend as much as she wanted to show us his 
menagerie. 
 But our lives are ours, and so it just sorta made sense that we 
found Mr. Wing lying over his counter with a knife in his back. 
 ―By the gods,‖ said Morpha. ―This—isn't part of  the 
scheduled experience, is it, Dr. Draugiz?‖ 
 ―No, I'm afraid it isn't,‖ my old friend said. ―This—this is 
awful! I never wanted to see something like is. Damn, I need a 
smoke.‖ He was already smoking. He took a long time thinking 
things over. 
 ―Taylor, can you be a dear and start looking around? I'm 
gonna need a sec.‖ 
 ―Of  course, Will,‖ I said. ―Morpha, I'm going to search the 
shop's inventory. Can you look through the files and see if  there's 
anything amiss?‖ 
 ―I'll do my best,‖ Lady Morpha said. She took pains to lock 
the shop door. Then, she shed her dress, and her aqueous form 
began to slither around the shop. She kept her gloves on, though, so 
she could handle papers and things. 
 I was hesitant to explore the shop. I wanted to stay with Dr. 
Draugiz, and help her through her emotions, but she looked hard at 
me with her yellow eyes. ―What will help me now, Taylor, is to see 
you working.‖ 
 I grinned lightly, and acquiesced. But my search was quickly 
proven fruitless. What I found was ordinary stock in a Chinatown 
tourist shop; incense, statuettes, coins, ceremonial outfits. It was 
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Morpha who found our first clue. In the back of  the shop, among 
the files, there was a document indicating Wing's most recent 
acquisitions. Draugiz's eyes lit up at that, and she demanded to see 
it. He scanned it to the bottom, and he grinned widely. 
 ―This explains everything. Wing's last purchase was one of  
the Twelve Coins of  Confucius.‖ 
 ―What's that?‖ I asked. 
 ―Legend holds that Confucius gave twelve of  his friends 
coins which, if  brought together, would grant one extraordinary 
power in the Chinese city of  Keelat. No one knows what sort of  
power is meant by this, whether it means political power or mystical 
power.‖ 
 ―Or the secret to green energy,‖ I offered. 
 ―But Taylor, don't you recognize the name Keelat from our 
Infinity Trust days? That's where Qiang Jiantou and his wife and 
children went on their quest to access the Metaverse. That's where 
they disappeared.‖ 
 I remembered our old allies in the the Infinity Trust, which 
had so recently reorganized into the Great Alliance. Qiang Jiantou 
and his wife Rama had occupied seats on the High Council. Their 
daughter Ming Loy, alias Lan Ying Lin, alias Kwan Mei, along with 
her comrades Nuwa and Fu Hsi, were explorers of  a Paradise Earth 
which was home to a group also called the Great Alliance. This 
organization both was and wasn't the Infinity Trust's future selves. 
Studies conducted on this Earth led Qiang to try to find the 
Metaverse, a space outside the Multiverse. That had to do something 
with the legendary power of  Keelat. 
 ―Keelat's a museum town now,‖ Dr. Draugiz explained. ―We 
should go there at once. And we already know the name of  the man 
we're looking for.‖ 
 ―Who?‖ Morpha and I asked. 
 ―His name is Fu Wong.‖ 
 ―I may not have dwelled long on this 'Earth,'‖ Morpha said 
then, ―but I understand that murder is serious business, and that we 
should get a move-on.‖ 
 ―You're correct, my Lady,‖ said Dr. Draugiz. ―I wish I could 
warp us to Keelat, but it's best to approach by train.‖ 
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 ―Why's that?‖ asked Morpha. 
 ―Because it is just as important to know who is going to 
Keelat as it is to know who is in Keelat.‖ 
 I grinned. My friend's reasoning was sound. ―I second 
Morpha,‖ I said. ―Let's get moving!‖ 
 

*  *  * 
 

 Draugiz's drug-magic was able to warp us to a train station 
that could take us to Keelat. We boarded promptly, and found our 
car quickly. To our surprise and dismay, we had an additional guest. 
An old man sat across from the three of  us. Cordially, he introduced 
himself  to Henry Chang. I could tell from the expression on Dr. 
Draugiz's face as she shook his hand that she'd picked up something 
nasty in Chang's psychic profile. 
 Lady Morpha, to disguise her otherworldly nature, was once 
more reduced to the silent widow. Never one to tolerate awkward 
silences, I asked, ―Where are you bound, Mr. Chang?‖ 
 ―To the same place as you—it is the only place this express 
goes. I am going to Keelat.‖ 
 ―Ah, yes, to see the...the ruins and everything...‖ I had gotten 
quite stoned before climbing on the train, as had Draugiz and 
Morpha. I realized I'd bitten off  more than I could chew initiating 
this talk, but I could see that Chang was eager to monologue. He 
just needed an activator. 
 He talked for a bit about Keelat was in fact not ruined, but 
one of  the most pristine ancient cities in China. Slowly, I began to 
steer the conversation towards Keelat's infamy for its connection to 
the 1932 crime spree of  Fu Wong. 
 He laughed. ―Ah, yes, Fu Wong! Do you know what he's up 
to these days, years after giving up on finding the Confucian Coins? 
He's in Hollywood. He found this new actress, Julie Newmar, who 
he's been helping.‖ 
 I glanced at my friends, surprise on my face. Dr. Draugiz's 
psychic scans revealed this was true—gone were the days of  Fu 
Wong the criminal. But Chang spoke again. 
 ―Fu Wong was part of  the Red Dragon Tong, also known as 
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the Wong Tong. In the 1920s, he was part of  their efforts in San 
Francisco to defeat their enemies, the Lings. The two had been 
enemies ever since a Wong son married a Ling daughter. The Wongs 
were always the stronger faction, to the point where the Lings, 
recognizing their inferior credibility, called themselves Lem Sing, to 
impersonate the Hip Sing Tong. But the Lem Sing also employed 
their Wong descendants as hatchet-men, and the most legendary of  
them was Wong Low Get, a cousin of  Fu Wong's. The two of  them 
worked side-by-side, opposed by another cousin of  theirs, a James 
Lee Wong. 
 ―Fu Wong learned about the Coins of  Confucius when the 
Red Dragon allied with a cult known as the Black Robes. The Black 
Robes are historically tied to Keelat—they maintain that the city 
belongs to them, despite the claims of  the infamous Lin Kuei. The 
Black Robes worship a goddess named Zenobia, so the story goes, 
and they believe that Keelat, along with Shangri-La, Nanda Parbat, 
and Kunlun, is a candidate for the city where Zenobia is destined to 
reincarnate. Keelat was built as a fortress by Kahlariish, the Indian 
sorcerer who was the father of  Thuggee—and likely the Black Robe 
cult as well.‖ 
 Old people talking was always my thing while high. I was so 
relaxed now, and I could see Dr. Draugiz was the same way. And so 
was Lady Morpha. She was so relaxed that she didn't notice she was 
talking. 
 ―You know so much about Keelat, Mr. Chang. But what's 
happening there today? Are there any events or festivals?‖ 
 Chang frowned. ―Are you alright, my dear? You speak 
strangely, as if  through a layer. If  I didn't know better, I'd say it 
sounded like you were speaking underwater.‖ 
 ―It is an ailment of  my grief, Mr. Chang,‖ Her Grace said 
then. 
 ―Ah, yes, of  course, your—dress. Forgive me, dear woman, 
your beauty captivated me.‖ 
 ―Leave her alone,‖ Draugiz said, with a sudden forcefulness. 
―I know what you did to Ming Loy's doppelganger...‖ 
 ―Will, calm down,‖ I urged hurriedly. I tried to insist to him 
silently that Chang was giving us valuable information even if  he 
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kept some malignant secret. 
 ―Your friend is excitable. Perhaps he will enjoy the party 
which is being held by the American industrialist, Lola Gaunt. There 
are rumors she is a friend of  the Black Robes.‖ Chang grinned 
cryptically as he spoke. ―But then she has had many infamous 
friends. Back in the day, her father Myron was a good friend of  
Noah Cross.‖ 
 ―Hmph,‖ said Dr. Draugiz. ―I think we've learned what we 
had to. This journey has served its purpose.‖ 
 At that point, an announcer came on over the intercom, and 
said, ―Now arriving in Keelat. Passengers to Keelat, please 
disembark.‖ 
 ―What?!‖ Henry Chang cried then. ―Th-that's not possible. 
We'd barely departed.‖ 
 ―Oh, I suppose those closest to me are immune to the 
second part of  that spell,‖ Draugiz slurred. ―Speed up the train and 
make everyone's memories match. But yours don't match, Henry 
Chang, not yet. I'll fix that. Among other things.‖ She leaned close 
to him, and hissed, ―Seriously. I remember what you did.‖ 
 He snapped his fingers, and Chang remembered traveling 
the correct number of  hours. He bowed. ―Lovely to meet you, 
gentlemen. My dear.‖ 
 Morpha bowed, but Draugiz set a hand on her shoulder, 
shaking his head. When Chang left the car, she told us pieces of  
what he had done. 
 When we exited the train I caught a glimpse of  him lingering 
near the immobile cars. As we walked away, I swear that amidst the 
crowds I saw a dark figure come and snatch him away—but I 
couldn't be fully sure. 
 ―Our first priority is to find Lola Gaunt's party,‖ said Dr. 
Draugiz. ―We can explore later.‖ 
 But there was so much to explore. The tracks had climbed a 
steep angle to reach this city on the tall hill—indeed the stone 
platform which cradled the towers and walls of  Keelat was more 
like a plateau than a hill. The architecture here was strange for 
China, but time had worn down much of  the city. Those walls, those 
spires, were all white, as if  the sands of  Mongolia had come to wear 
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down the stone. There were many houses and places of  gathering, 
including the large banquet hall which Lola Gaunt had requisitioned 
for her party. At the north end of  the city was the Temple of  
Keelat, a place which carried much foreboding in my mind after 
learning about its connection to the Black Robe cult. It was still a 
populated city, but the people, with their consent or against it, had 
been forced to play a part in the tourism trade. Nearly everyone who 
lived here had a business or some trade meant to entice the wealthy 
bastards who were spoiling the place. 
 That's what we picked up from the psychic profile, anyway. 
That, and whispers of  ancient rituals, by the Black Robes and Lin 
Kuei alike.  
 ―I know where Lola Gaunt is,‖ Dr. Draugiz said. ―Now that 
we're within the city, we can warp straight to her. We'll blend in with 
the crowd, we'll spin some tall tales, we'll spike the punch...it'll be 
great. Are you ready?‖ 
 ―I am, but please give Morpha more time. She needs to—‖ 
 Draugiz snapped her fingers, and suddenly we were in a 
loud, bright party hall. Laughter and the sounds of  drinks being 
sipped rang through. At once, I lit up a joint, and let my cannabis-
smoke blend in with the cigars of  the rich folks. I couldn't handle a 
party sober, and neither could Dr. Draugiz. He wasn't kidding when 
he said he was going to spike the punch. It was her own creation: 
Qwik-Acid. Took effect in minutes. Soon these boozy aristocrats 
would be tripping on the floor. But Dr. Draugiz always gave good 
trips. Unless someone deserved a bad one.  
 I looked at Morpha then. ―You don't need to say things like 
that for me, Taylor,‖ she said. ―I'm a living water droplet. I don't 
need to be led by the hand when it comes to things like 
teleportation.‖ 
 ―Fair enough,‖ I said, embarrassed. Draugiz's trip to the 
punchbowl was brief. ―Is that we're going to do to Ms. Gaunt? Get 
her high?‖ 
 ―No,‖ my friend said. ―We're going to have an ordinary, 
levelheaded conversation with her. But we need to draw her out. 
Time is of  the essence. 
 Our distraction came from Lady Morpha's natural instincts; 
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she couldn't resist revealing her fluid body to put on magic tricks for 
the tripping party guests. We heard them break into laughter and 
tears of  ecstasy behind us. 
 Then we heard the voice: ―What is that ruckus? I hope it's 
not—‖ 
 ―Ms. Gaunt!‖ Dr. Draugiz exclaimed, removing his witch's 
hat. ―Do forgive the interruption. My name is Dr. William Draugiz. 
I just wanted to say, Ms. Gaunt, that this is a swell party.‖ 
 ―It may not be swell for much longer, if  I don't stop that 
racket,‖ Lola Gaunt said. ―Can I help you?‖ 
 ―Perhaps you can, Lola—may I call you Lola? You see...I am 
interested in the rumors that you keep company of  ill repute. 
Criminals and such.‖ 
 ―How rude, at my own party!‖ she scoffed. ―My association 
with Mr. Varanoff  is my own business. I am disinterested in the 
bleeding hearts worried about the damage he inflicted on those 
devil-worshiping natives of  Princess Luana in Hawaii. I am tired of  
Western reporters hounding me everywhere—even to China, it 
seems!‖ 
 ―No, no, you see, I am interested because I wish to perhaps 
join that tier of  association,‖ my friend said. 
 It was a crap proposal and we all knew it, but Lola sighed 
with exhaustion. ―I suggest you speak to Mr. Varanoff. That's V-A-
R-A-N-O-F-F, got it?‖ 
 ―Oh, I understand completely,‖ my friend said. ―Thank you, 
goodbye!‖ And she led us away from her. 
 ―We must exit quickly,‖ Draugiz whispered. ―I've learned all 
I need to know. The rest is just magic.‖ Then he scoffed. ―'Devil-
worshipping natives.' She's getting a curse from me, just like Chang.‖ 
 And she spirited us away with another warp, so that we once 
more stood in the streets of  Keelat. Draugiz pulled us in for a close 
huddle.  
 ―Doc, that was really quick...‖ Morpha said. 
 ―I know. What you saw was all part of  a plan,‖ Draugiz 
explained. ―The Qwik-Acid caused commotion which put Gaunt in 
a bad mood. People in bad moods talk quickly, they want to get the 
emotions out. So she was vulnerable in that moment. And she won't 
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remember our faces. She was too mad, and we were too quick. So 
she won't tip off  'Varanoff' before it's too late.‖ 
 ―I assume those air-quotes mean something,‖ I said. 
 ―Yes. Varanoff—presumably Eric Varanoff—is an alias. He 
borrowed the name from a young woman who worked with his 
brother Boris. His true name is Feodor Orloff  II. You know that 
name, Taylor, from the days when were looking up Richard Vollin.‖ 
 ―I remember,‖ I said, thinking back to our spars against the 
demon Wa. ―Boris Orloff, huh? Yes, I remember. The Varanoff  
woman, who Feodor stole his false surname from, was working with 
death-rays, the same sort which Boris Orloff  used to shoot down 
airplanes in the '20s and '30s. Is Boris here?‖ 
 ―We should find out,‖ said Draugiz. ―I still have enough of  
Feodor Orloff's mystic energies to perform a divinity ritual. We'll see 
where he is in this city, and if  his brother is with him.‖ 
 It was the same sort of  ritual that can be done with 
someone's hair, except Draugiz didn't need to prepare as much. The 
energy he worked was an invisible stand-in for the hair. Before her 
raised palm, a glowing nebula formed in the air, which slowly parted 
in the core to reveal an image. Draugiz gazed into it intently, and 
frowned. 
 ―It's not Boris Orloff  that Feodor is with,‖ he said, ―it's 
another of  his brothers—the one I know the least about. Victor 
Orloff  has affected the name Victor Poten to disguise his origins.‖ 
 ―What do you know about him?‖ I asked. 
 ―He's as violent and sinister as his brothers. He has an 
obsessive hatred of  Asians—back in the 1930s he tried to destroy 
one of  America's major Chinatowns.‖ 
 ―What's he doing here, then, in Asia?‖ 
 ―I don't know. I suggest we split up, and do some research. I 
need to be alone for a bit. Taylor, you can give Her Grace a 
rundown on what it is we do.‖ 
 ―I won't need Taylor to navigate the city, though,‖ Lady 
Morpha said. 
 ―Why's that?‖ asked Dr. Draugiz. 
 Then Morpha looked down. Her water-sculpted face was 
confused. 
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 ―I'm not sure why I said that,‖ she murmured. ―It's like I've 
been here before, but I know that's impossible.‖ 
 I considered, as I had many times before, that we didn't 
know what sort of  world Morpha came from. She was lost in a gap 
between dimensions, and that's how we found her—but she had to 
have a universe of  origin. She'd just never mentioned it. Admittedly, 
we'd never asked. 
 ―I need to see if  Feodor Orloff's old ally, Madame Ying Su, 
is here as well. She has connections to the Black Robes. We could be 
standing on a hornet's nest of  cultists.‖ 
 Then, she wandered off, leaving me in the company of  good 
Lady Morpha. 
 I offered her my arm, like a proper gentleman. ―Shall we?‖ 
 

*  *  * 
 

 The streets of  Keelat stretched out tantalizingly. I wondered 
more about the ancient cultures that built this place, recalling what I 
knew of  Kahlariish and his contributions to the early understanding 
of  dark magic. No doubt the angles and lengths of  the streets were 
mathematically structured so as to increase the sigil-potential of  the 
city. At the border walls there were apertures clearly meant for the 
placement of  cannons. I imagined there were many areas of  the city 
the tour officials kept off  limits: torture chambers, armories, study-
chambers for the occult. Through all of  this I thought about Lady 
Morpha's brief  moment of  disorientation. She showed a strange 
confidence wandering the city. 
 I didn't feel like I had the time to debate it with her, 
however. ―I wish I knew what we were looking for,‖ I admitted to 
her.  
 ―Don't worry, I'm keeping my eyes open. Such as they are,‖ 
she replied. ―I guess I don't know what's out of  the ordinary on this 
world yet. Or this city.‖ 
 ―Well, what's normal on your world?‖ 
 ―Rock-people. Fish-people. Ghosts. Demons.‖ 
 ―I see. That sounds groovy, though. I'd love to grow up 
somewhere like that.‖ 



128 

 ―It's a dangerous world, even for beings like me,‖ she said. 
―Say, I don't suppose that large arachnids are unknown to your 
Earth.‖ 
 ―They're a little weird,‖ I said, unable to prevent an ounce of  
panic from seeping into my voice. ―Giant spiders, you say? Where?‖ 
 ―Over there. In that alley.‖ 
 I glanced to where she pointed, and at once my heart began 
to pound. The squat, hairy, eight-legged body was unmistakable—it 
was a Black Morning Spider. A rare natural species of  five-foot 
spider, full to the brim with deadly venom. It glared at us with a 
human-like intelligence in its eight eyes. Slowly, it began to approach 
us. 
 ―Do we run?‖ I said. 
 ―If  it's anything like the giant spiders of  my world, its 
venom can separate my water molecules. I think that's a good idea.‖ 
 We followed on our words, but the thing picked up sudden 
speed. We both had something of  an ancestral fear of  the thing. 
The alleys suddenly became too narrow, too blurred together, as if  
the whole city was the spider's web. My high turned sour and rotten, 
and my breath choked hard in my throat. But we both heard the 
voice calling out: 
 ―Over here! Please, it's your only chance!‖ 
 We saw an old man, waving us over towards him. The house 
he poked out through looked ramshackle and abandoned. It was 
worth the chance. If  we could get to an ambush location maybe 
Morpha could hit the spider before it saw us. She had demonstrated 
her combat prowess before—water cannot be slain, and it can hit 
with heavy force. Her arms, or the whole of  her body, became a 
heavy pile-driver with the force of  whitecap rapids. 
 As soon as we were in through the dilapidated window, the 
old man closed a shutter, and sealed us off  from the spider. But 
Lady Morpha had had the same idea as me. She wanted to stop that 
spider, for the safety of  the people out there. ―Let me out!‖ she said. 
―Let me take care of—‖ 
 ―Rest a while,‖ the old man said, in a gentle voice. ―We will 
deal with these things in time.‖ 
 ―Who are you?‖ I asked, and at first the man ignored me. I 



129 

saw he wasn't alone. Sitting in a broken-down chair was another old 
man, his twin. Their faces looked familiar. I tried to picture the men 
I was thinking of, aging up their faces a bit. 
 ―Keelat is a dangerous place these days,‖ said our host, as he 
waddled towards a corroded old stove. He began to pour himself  a 
strong-smelling tea. ―One must be careful. It's getting like the old 
days again.‖ 
 ―I swear I've seen you before,‖ I said, shooting a look at 
Morpha. ―Please just be courteous enough to tell me your name.‖ 
 ―Perhaps you should tell us yours first.‖ Then, both of  them 
began to laugh. 
 Morpha was displeased. She was a Lady, and she expected 
better manners. ―Tell us who you are now! Or we'll feed you to that 
spider!‖ 
 ―I doubt my child would eat its own parent,‖ laughed the 
man, sipping his tea. ―My name is Dr. Sin Yen, nemesis of  the late 
Michael Traile. You are in the den of  the servants of  the Black 
Robes.‖ 
 ―I am Sin Wu,‖ said the old man's twin. ―Charlie Wong and I 
once ruled San Francisco. Our tong, the Red Dragon, was the terror 
of  the land...‖ 
 ―Enough of  this,‖ I shouted, stepping between them and 
Morpha, but they only laughed.  
 ―You young fools, our sources have sensed you will be a 
threat to us,‖ Sin Yen said. He produced a small green-brown sprig 
in his hand. ―This herb will summon the spider to us. Then it will be 
your end.‖ 
 He opened the hatch which he'd closed behind us, and we 
could see the quick-legged spider haul its rotund mass towards us, 
angling back around the alley corner around which it'd vanished. I 
readied myself  for battle, though I had no idea what to do. But 
Morpha clenched her fist, and slid her body out of  her clothing.  
 ―It's like Taylor said! Enough of  this!‖ 
 Her half-intangible body seemed to suddenly split in two. 
One half  swallowed up the spider, while the other wrapped around 
the head of  Dr. Sin Yen. Sin Wu jumped out of  his chair and began 
to reach his gnarled fingers into the mass of  Morpha's water. I 
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watched as both the spider and the two men struggled. 
 ―Morpha, stop! This isn't how we do things!‖ 
 ―At least let me finish the spider,‖ she said, her voice 
burbling from a lack of  a mouth. I couldn't watch as the enormous 
arachnid breathed its last, drowned within the airlessness of  her 
body. Then she released Dr. Sin. 
 But she had already gone too far, and this was why we stay 
on the path of  peace. Sin Wu was an old man, and now, the fright 
of  seeing his brother envelope in a mass of  living water struck his 
senses. He clutched his chest and gasped, and before any of  us 
could make a move towards him, he cried out, ―My heart!‖ and fell 
hard to the ground. By the time Sin Yen reached him he was dead. 
 ―You underestimated us,‖ Morpha said. ―I-I didn't want that 
to happen to that poor man. But you can't threaten to kill one's 
friends like that, in any dimension.‖ 
 I couldn't lecture her. Now Sin Yen, looking more irritated 
by his brother's demise than sad, glared at us. ―I am a servant of  
Madame Ying Su, who has risen to command the mighty Order of  
the Black Robe. She has failed to defend me, and that error shall be 
her downfall. After my labors against Michael Traile, I hoped to find 
more respect in the criminal community, but that hope is dashed 
now. My life is forfeit; for I am too old to go on.‖ He removed a 
piece of  paper from his pocket. ―This is Ying Su's address. Go 
there, and bring an end to the accursed Black Robes who failed 
mighty Sin Yen.‖ 
 Before we could go any further, he took something else out 
of  his pocket, and placed it in his mouth. In an instant, he was 
dead—his body left crumpled on the floor next to his brother's.  
 ―I-I can hardly believe it. I feel like I did so little and now 
both those men are dead. I did not mean to kill them.‖ 
 ―Our world must be softer than yours, Morpha. At least 
that's what I hope.‖  
 I had trouble taking my eyes off  the bodies. 
 Slowly, wearily, as if  waking from an awful dream, we 
returned to the streets. It was here that we saw the familiar green-
skinned figure of  Dr. Draugiz coming towards us. She looked as if  
she had a tale to tell. ―What ho, friends! What did you accomplish?‖ 
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 ―I made an old man have a heart attack, and another took 
poison. I also drowned a giant spider,‖ Morpha said. 
 ―I was wondering where that dead giant spider came from,‖ 
Draugiz said. ―Fate has aligned. I have my clue. Do you have 
yours?‖ 
 ―The location of  Madame Ying Su,‖ I told him. 
 ―Ahh,‖ she said. ―That's the next step. See, Morpha, did I 
not tell you this gets to be easy sometimes? Time is of  the essence, 
so may I give you the quick version?‖ 
 We nodded silence in acquiescence. Morpha was wondered 
if  it was easy, as the doctor said. 
 ―It's like this...‖ he said, and we slowly drifted into his 
narrative. I mean this quite literally—we watched now through my 
friend's eyes as he walked away from us, into the most labyrinthine 
part of  the city. We felt what she felt, remembered what she did. 
 She wandered until she bumped into someone with a 
familiar face. She grinned upon seeing him. 
 ―Excuse me, sir,‖ she said to the white man sitting on the 
bench. ―You wouldn't happen to go by the name Hans Gruber, 
would you?‖ 
 The man looked shocked. ―Why, yes, I am Hans Gruber. 
How—how do you know of  me?‖ 
 ―I was in your shop in San Francisco a few years ago. You 
had an adjacent business to my good friend, a Chinese shopkeeper 
named Wing.‖ 
 ―Ah, yes, I remember Mr. Wing. Kind fellow if  I recall.‖ 
 ―Mr. Wing was murdered recently, did you know that?‖ The 
doctor took a seat on the bench besides him and lit a joint. Gruber's 
face wrinkled at the smell of  the pot smoke. 
 ―N-no, I was unaware. How tragic.‖ 
 ―It's very curious to find a white American in Keelat, 
especially one who worked right next to someone who was recently 
murdered. And even weirder—Mr. Wing recently received a treasure 
which has tremendous relevance to this very city. Did you know 
that?‖ 
 ―No, I didn't know that. I'm sorry, sir, you are...?‖ 
 ―Mr. Gruber,‖ Dr. Draugiz said, raising a cautioning hand. 
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―In the 1930s, the sinister cult known as the Black Robes made a 
practice of  using Chinatown shops as fronts for their criminal 
activities.‖ 
 The sweat leaking down his face was as undeniable as 
gravity. He cracked, and began to sob. 
 ―Okay, okay, whoever you are—please, keep your voice 
down. I'll tell you what you want to know.‖ 
 He spilled everything, but it wasn't what my friend expected. 
 ―I did not kill Wing, but I hired the man who did; I was 
forced to. The killer was a brute named Dollard. Poten and his 
brother kidnapped my son and grandson. My son is a biologist—
they made him work with a scientist named Sin Yen to create 
monsters, to serve as security. My grandson, only a boy, is followed 
by gunmen wherever he goes. I-I didn't want to get Wing's blood on 
my hands, he was a good man...‖ 
 Dr. Draugiz put his hand on Gruber's back. ―I will free your 
son and grandson, I promise. I'll stop Poten, and put an end to all 
this.‖ 
 ―You'll need this. Poten doesn't know I have it, but you 
won't get far without it. That's all I can safely say.‖ 
 Into her hand, he deposited a shining red ruby. Dr. Draugiz 
immediately tucked it into the pockets of  his cloak. 
 ―I'll keep this safe, and I'll keep your family safe.‖ 
 ―Thank you.‖ 
 ―Keep your eyes open.‖ 
 

*  *  * 
 

 Once she was done with the story, we hurried to Ying Su's 
and stormed the place. A blast of  Draugiz's canna-spells drove in 
the door, and his magic rallied against the Black Robe assassins who 
emerged. I knew that in the '80s, survivors of  the Order of  the 
Black Robe would join organizations like the Ninja Empire, and the 
combat skill these soldiers demonstrated prefigured the deadliness 
of  those future groups. I had the martial arts Draugiz taught me, 
baritsu and Venus karate and all that, which kept me safe. Lady 
Morpha ran cover, driving them back with her water-jets. The blades 
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and bullets of  the warriors cut away her dress, but then they were 
left fighting an untouchable snake of  water, as challenging to kill as 
an ocean. 
 ―Tongs ya bass!‖ Dr. Draugiz cried, as he knocked his 
opponents out one by one. ―C'mon, chums. Once more into the 
breach.‖ 
 We searched every door we could find until we came across 
a set of  double-doors. No doubt this led somewhere important. 
Draugiz's magic blasted this door inward as well. I think that's the 
most hinges we've broken in such a short time. 
 Inside was a large space which was both an office and a 
luxury suite. There were several desks on our right, stacked with 
studious papers. On the left, however, there was a large pool, 
arranged artistically with rocks and ferns. Around this pool lounged 
our quarries. Madame Ying Su stood close to Feodor Orloff, and 
both kept a reasonable distance from the golden-eyed, pale-skinned 
figure of  Victor Poten. 
 ―It's over, guys,‖ Draugiz said with a grin. ―It's all over.‖ 
 ―I doubt that, whoever you are,‖ Poten said. ―In fact, it is 
only beginning. You cannot stop me from gaining the power of  
Keelat, and destroying the rotten Asian race which has infested this 
world.‖ 
 ―I'm tempted to kill you on the spot for saying that,‖ 
Draugiz said, probably meaning it. 
 ―I do not know who you are, but you cannot imagine the 
outrage I felt when my brother Boris married an Asian. He even 
sired a daughter with her, can you imagine? The thought of  
miscegenation chills me to my core.‖ 
 ―Feodor Orloff, you follow this man? Ying Su, you approve 
of  the destruction of  your race?‖ 
 Ying Su said nothing, as if  her will had been broken long 
ago. Her face was aged even beyond her notable years. 
 Feodor Orloff, meanwhile, was keen to speak. ―The only 
end I seek is the enhancement of  my magics. Our world is changing, 
transforming, in the shadow of  Tsuu-Aas. Every day, new cracks 
form in the seals of  infinity.‖ 
 ―You're convinced the power of  Keelat will become your 
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own. But you don't even know what that power is.‖ 
 ―It doesn't matter. I have the Twelve Coins, as well as a 
trinket Madame Ying gave me: the Dagger of  Keelat.‖ Feodor held 
up a wicked-looking knife, which glinted in the faint light. ―This is 
the final key needed to unlock the Temple of  Keelat. You cannot 
stop us now.‖ 
 ―Soon the hubris of  the Asiatic race shall be punished, and 
Asia shall belong to the white race as it was always intended,‖ Poten 
said with a grin. Just as I was ready to charge up there and beat him 
to a pulp, a dart flew through the air and stuck into Victor Poten's 
throat. He fell to the ground with a heavy thud. 
 ―Yes!‖ I shouted, before directing my attention to the 
serious matter of  where the dart had come from. That was when I 
saw the crack in the wall behind them—Ying Su saw it also. ―They 
came up the secret exit!‖ the mistress of  the Black Robes cried. 
Now, a young, dark-haired woman appeared, opening that crack into 
a door. She was joined by a statuesque blonde woman and a serious-
faced Asian man who wore black leather gloves. 
 ―Excellent shot, Julius. Keep them covered, Ilsa,‖ the young 
woman said. ―Feodor Orloff! I demand the immediate surrender of  
your Black Robe loyalists. It is the only way to stop the war erupting 
now in the streets.‖ 
 Feodor laughed. ―You once led the Black Robes, dear niece. 
You were their Zenobia. But it stands to reason that you are just as 
traitorous as your father Boris.‖ 
 Dr. Draugiz created a window out into the streets, where 
Black Robe assassins battled with a group of  European thugs. The 
latter proclaimed their allegiance to SPECTRE. The tourists and 
staff  and residents of  the city were caught in the crossfire, but some 
of  them—including a security force hired by the museum 
agencies—fought back. It was chaos, and it was everywhere. Already 
the city was burning. 
 ―I have hunted you too long, uncle,‖ she said then. ―But the 
name of  Tania Orloff  will haunt to your grave if  necessary!‖ 
 ―We have to stop this madness! Doctor, with me!‖ cried 
Lady Morpha then. Before any of  them could react, the water-witch 
bolted forward towards the group led by the woman who called 
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herself  Tania Orloff. While this uncanny swiftness left Feodor and 
Ying Su stunned, Dr. Draugiz fired one of  his blasts at Orloff. 
Feodor regained his senses enough to dodge the burst of  rainbow 
energy, which shattered the wall of  the house. Feodor laughed as he 
dashed through the gap. At once, I ran to Morpha, who had already 
floored Tania and her assistants, Ilsa and Julius. 
 ―Morpha!‖ I cried. ―We need to go. He's heading for the 
Temple, I'm sure of  it. He has the thirteen keys to unlock the power 
of  this city.‖ 
 She did not speak. At my mention of  the Temple, she froze, 
as if  that old resonance she'd felt about this city was coming back 
again. But she didn't let it hold her in place for long. Once again she 
lurched with great speed towards her destination. She had long since 
abandoned her human form to instead becoming the long leech of  
water that was her true self. At the core of  that mass of  fluid was 
the orange spongey ball that held her brain and heart. No doubt 
dozens of  people saw this true form of  hers, but they were too 
concerned about fighting to log it properly in their brains; if  they 
told the story later, no one would believe them. And in my mind, 
Morpha was one of  our normal friends... 
 We jumped out of  the hole Draugiz had made to pursue 
both Orloff  and Her Grace. Feodor had a considerable headstart 
but we could still see him down the road. As I predicted, he was 
heading for the Temple of  Keelat, to use its power against us. We 
ran as fast as we could, until at last my friend's patience gave and she 
lit us both up with a propulsive magic force. We became human 
rockets in pursuit of  our target. But we still couldn't catch him, and 
soon, Feodor was scaling the steps up into the Temple. I didn't 
know what was in there, but we had more problems than Feodor 
accessing his destination. Several of  the Black Robes assassins were 
coming up behind us, and the guns of  SPECTRE were pointed at 
our heads. At this, Morpha flexed her liquid form, and began to 
swell up to greater proportions, until she towered over these warring 
legions. 
 ―I'll deal with these bastards, if  you stop that lunatic from 
becoming the next great dark wizard,‖ Morpha shouted to us. We 
couldn't argue with her—we knew she was more than a match for 
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every killer in this city.  
 We entered the large Parthenon-like space only to see 
Feodor run through another set of  double doors. We sprinted after 
him, and soon, we stood in the chamber of  the Altar of  Keelat. 
 The Altar was a large stone slab inscribed with twelve holes, 
arranged in a mirrored zigzag. The Orloff  brothers had apparently 
already placed the Twelve Coins of  Confucius into these slots. 
Beyond them was a horizontal slit, presumably the final destination 
of  the Dagger of  Keelat. Feodor Orloff  stood over these slab, but 
he handed the Dagger to two other figures. Both were Chinese; one 
was old, the other young. They seemed to be the same man at 
different ages. The robes they were looked ancient, being covered 
with a number of  mystic symbols which I couldn't identify. 
 ―In time,‖ the old man was saying, ―we will fulfill our end of  
the bargain.‖ 
 Feodor Orloff  bowed respectfully, and raised his hand. With 
a snap of  his fingers, a smoke seemed to shoot out from his pores, 
and his body seemed to shrink up into this smoke, until he vanished 
completely. He had escaped. 
 The two remaining men turned to look as us. ―Who have we 
here? A girl with green skin?‖ asked the elder, pointing at Dr. 
Draugiz. 
 ―My name is William Draugiz. My companion Taylor 
Robbins and I have come to put a stop to all this. I know you. You 
are named Tang Lin. You are a powerful wizard. Don't you have 
enough magic?‖ 
 ―You are wise to know my face. Yes, I am Tang Lin. This is 
my son, Tang Tsung. He is not merely my son, but he is also part of  
my vital essence.‖ 
 ―My daughter met you, in an adventure that may not have 
happened,‖ Draugiz said, looking hard at Tang Tsung. ―Drop the 
Dagger. I won't let you claim this pow—‖ 
 ―Please be silent,‖ Tang Lin said, with a polite grin on his 
face. He plunged the Dagger down into the slit. 
 But nothing happened. 
 Tang Lin's face clouded with fury. ―What is this? Why does 
the door not open?‖ 
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 ―Perhaps this one has something to do with it, father,‖ said 
Tang Tsung. ―This Draugiz. Perhaps his magic holds you back.‖ 
 ―I think it's more that you goofed,‖ said Draugiz, returning 
that polite smile. ―You're still missing something. Something I have. 
Come and take it!‖ 
 Tang Tsung lunged at my friend, but she waved her 
telekinesis and knocked him aside. But he regained his balance with 
what seemed to be superhuman coordination; and he dove towards 
Draugiz again. This time he connected, the two traded a back-and-
forth of  fists. Tang Tsung's hands glowed with a spectral light that 
made his blows all the more devastating. In moments, my friend was 
on the ground, bruised and beaten. Tsung was a lightning warrior, 
born to fight. Dr. Draugiz could handle himself  usually in a fistfight, 
but not against an opponent like this. 
 ―Will!‖ I shouted, but she raised her hand. 
 ―No interruptions please. I'm thinking.‖ 
 Tang Tsung raised his foot and prepared to bring it down on 
my friend's head. 
 At that moment, another magic window sprung upon, this 
time revealing not the city streets as before, but instead a group of  
warriors crowded around a cat which glowed with green light. I 
wondered what in the hell it was, and so did Tsung: he hesitated for 
a moment. 
 ―Our Great Alliance fellowmen once fought the dark god 
Kahuna'ana, in the body of  a cat,‖ Dr. Draugiz said. ―To defeat 
Kahuna'ana, they called up the seal of  the Elder Gods, who 
imprison the Great Old Ones and their servants. I'm just going to 
steal a fraction of  that seal's power—and grow my own Elder God 
magic-lock.‖ And she point at Tsung. ―I'm going to put the Elder 
God chains on you. You'll be exiled from this dimension, to the 
outer worlds. That's how I deal with my pests.‖ 
 Tang Tsung had no time to prepare. ―Wait, wha—?‖ And 
then he was gone. 
 Tang Lin roared at us. 
 ―What have you done?! Where have you dispatched my 
homunculus-heir?‖ 
 ―I feel like I'm repeating myself. It is. Over.‖ The hard 
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determination on my friend's face was a symbol of  the vigor he held 
in his heart. ―Back down. Now.‖ 
 ―Never,‖ said Tang Lin. ―I've worked too long to see this 
plan come to naught.‖ 
 That was when a curious expression crossed Dr. Draugiz's 
face. She spoke to me telepathically. ―Trust me on this,‖ was all she 
said. Then she began to speak aloud. 
 ―Tang Lin, I have recruited an ancient power of  my own to 
assist me in preventing your scheme. Even now the skies darken 
with thick rain clouds as my champion approaches!‖ 
 ―I don't believe you,‖ the warlock said. ―Show me this 
servant of  yours.‖ 
 Dr. Draugiz created a magical window to show the streets of  
Keelat. In the square at the center of  the city, there stood an 
enormous draconic figure, shrouded in midday shadows by the thick 
clouds my friend had spoken of. 
 ―That's an illusion!‖ Tang Lin said. He created his own 
window, but that revealed the same thing. He stared in disbelief. 
 ―How did you do this? How did you wake the dragon?‖ 
 ―One herb makes the dragon sleep. A second awakens it. I 
have both herbs, and so the dragon is at my command.‖ 
 ―Foom,‖ Tang Lin seemed to muse. He thought about it a 
moment. ―This is not a power I can presently defeat. But rest 
assured, I shall return...and I shall wreak my dread vengeance upon 
you. I will not forget you, William Draugiz...‖ 
 Then, smoke exuded from him, and he shrank down into 
the smoke. I wondered how Draugiz had done it—but I had an idea. 
 ―Morpha spoke to you on your psychic network, right?‖ I 
said. ―She created those clouds by merging with and manipulating 
the water in the atmosphere. That was enough shadow for her to 
pose as a giant dragon.‖ 
 ―That particular dragon is feared by the dark wizards of  
China,‖ Draugiz said. ―But the day it awakens for real is a day the 
whole world will rue.‖ 
 ―Why didn't the mechanism...whatever it is...work?‖ 
 ―Because Hans Gruber withheld one component from 
them. The Ruby of  Keelat.‖ Morpha joined us now, having quelled 
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the fighting in the streets. We would get the criminals out of  Keelat 
as soon as we could—with Draugiz's magic we had the power. ―The 
Ruby goes into the hilt of  the Dagger. Let me remove that first so I 
can open the secret compartment.‖ 
 He took out the blade and removed the end of  the shaft, 
revealing a small indent. The Ruby fit perfectly. Then, he raised the 
dagger over the incision. 
 ―Ready to see what happens?‖ she asked. Morpha and I 
nodded, apprehension and excitement alike brewing deep within us. 
 He thrust the blade down. There was a satisfying metallic 
sound as it nestled into place. At once, the room lit with a brilliant 
blue light, and suddenly, a rectangle of  cyan luminescence etched 
itself  into the air. From within it, music seemed to chime. 
 That was when Morpha spoke. ―I know what this is. Beyond 
that door is...sanctity.‖ 
 We looked at her. 
 ―I remember now. Within that door is the Holy Land in 
which I was created. But I was born in evil.‖ 
 ―How does that make sense?‖ I asked. ―If  it's a Holy Land, 
why were you born in evil?‖ 
 ―We must enter for you to see.‖ 
 ―Wait, we'll be okay, right?‖ Dr. Draugiz asked. 
 ―You are pure of  heart. When you enter, you will find the 
House of  Light, and the many doors it contains.‖ 
 Will and I have never been afraid of  new frontiers. When we 
walked in it was with the same confidence with which we faced any 
door. I felt the immediate sensation of  rain streaming down my 
face, in a place that was neither hot nor cold. Formless, as in a 
dream or acid trip, this swirling raining void gave way to a streaming 
house bereft of  matter, where there was only the healing energy of  
life itself. Within this place, there were many doors, as Morpha had 
promised. She was with us now. 
 ―This world is a Borderland, a place that connects us to 
another world. This world is one which shall be depicted near the 
end of  human civilization on this Earth, through the various video 
games released over the remaining years before Tsuu-Aas' 
conquest.‖ 
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 ―We know those worlds,‖ Dr. Draugiz said. ―Our friend, Mr. 
W, came from one of  those worlds. They were virtual worlds, 
sustained in the Dreamlands on some sort of  invisible machinery.‖ 
 ―As an inhabitant of  one of  those worlds, I've learned to see 
the machinery. The machine that houses the virtual worlds is itself  
in the Dreamlands. The Dreamlands are made of  all of  the loose 
psychic energy of  all of  the Multiverse, and the Cybersphere was 
built to absorb these energies. But the Dreamlands absorbed the 
psychic energy of  the Cybersphere, and now there is overlap 
between the two worlds. Thus it seems as though the virtual worlds 
are simply located in the depths of  the Dreamlands.‖ 
 ―Wait, what the hell? I've never heard of  the Cybersphere 
before this,‖ I said. 
 ―I haven't either, which is a bit more surprising,‖ Dr. 
Draugiz added. 
 ―The Cybersphere was created by a race of  cybernetic 
organisms to create artificial realities where they could obtain fresh 
recruits for their armies. That's why it absorbs the Dreamland 
energy, to create these virtual realities.‖ 
 ―They didn't succeed in this army-building scheme, did 
they?‖ said Dr. Draugiz. 
 ―The worlds within the Cybersphere, including my own, 
became too unpredictable for them to use. Our worlds formed their 
own destinies, independent of  their creators. The machine-people 
were forced out and lost in the dimensional void. Until one of  the 
heroes from my world—an enemy of  mine, for a time—escaped 
from the Sphere and arrived on ancient Earth. There, they would 
establish the order that built the city of  Keelat.‖ 
 Draugiz thought about it, then asked, ―Did Kahlariish come 
from a virtual world then?‖ 
 ―He did, but he was not the one who built this city. Because 
the machine-people came from a version of  Earth, English was one 
of  the most common languages of  the Cybersphere worlds. The 
hero who arrived in ancient China had no formal name for the 
order he created, but his followers, in his future tongue, called it 
'Link's Way.' Over time, this name changed to Lin Kuei, 'Forest 
Ghosts.' Ironically, the version of  Link I faced, as a servant of  his 
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greatest foe, came from the village of  the Forest Ghost people of  
our world, a race of  perpetual children... 
 ―The Lin Kuei were eventually discovered by the creators of  
the Cybersphere, who wanted to neuter the effects of  this escape 
from their machine. Long ago the machine-people destroyed their 
own ability to feel emotions, all in the name of  survival. That was 
how they became machines, and they 'reproduced' by turning others 
into beings like them. The Lin Kuei destroyed these agents on 
Earth, but several of  their own were assimilated. In trying to save 
these people, the Forest Ghosts discovered the secret of  how to 
turn humans into cybernetic warriors. It created a schism which 
proved to be the undoing of  the warrior's legacy.‖ 
 ―But what does this have to do with this Holy World? 
Which, incidentally, makes me feel real good,‖ Draugiz said. 
 ―Yeah, it's very tingly,‖ Morpha agreed. ―In a previous life, 
the hero of  my world had encountered a door to the Holy Land that 
was operated by several unusual keys, including a sacred blade. This 
Temple is a partial recreation of  that one. Complete with the Blade 
that unlocks the door to the world beyond.‖ 
 ―I feel like we're not supposed to be here. Like we're dead. 
But then, what else is new?‖ said Dr. Draugiz. 
 ―This isn't the afterlife; this place's primary purpose is to 
create access to other worlds. For example, I can show you the 
world we'd find if  our hearts were tainted with evil.‖ 
 Suddenly, the rainy blue light vanished, and we stood in what 
appeared to be the center square of  Keelat. But everything was 
wrong. The sky—the air—was blood-red. The city was in ruins, and 
stank of  death. Everywhere there seemed to be corrosion, even on 
surfaces that could not corrode. There were no plants, no birds, no 
sound, save for a faint breathing noise in the distance. 
 ―This is a version of  Earth which was created by the 
meteoric impact of  alien matter. From something a lot scarier than 
the machine-people,‖ Morpha said. ―Sometimes these meteors are 
called Seeds of  Azathoth. There are many different things called 
Seeds of  Azathoth though. These Seeds release a chemical that turns 
all things into an evil mockery of  themselves. Sometimes it is called 
Anti-God; sometimes Flood; sometimes Koehaha, Hexxus, or the 
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Curse of  Gardner Farm. It is this insidious water which is 
responsible for this 'Dark Earth.' 
 ―For a time, this world was the only one which was 
accessible through the door, due to the corrupt heart of  the dark 
wizard of  my homeworld. That wizard was my former master, the 
enemy of  the warrior who came to Earth. He was a creation of  two 
who we have met in this journey: Tania Orloff  and Tang Tsung. At 
this time, Tania Orloff  has been engaging in a campaign to discredit 
the All-Father of  the Black Coats, a pan-European crime 
organization not to be confused with the Black Robes. She has 
impersonated him, and her rivalry with him is what led her to join 
SPECTRE. Eventually the deception will require the use of  a more 
realistic-seeming false All-Father. Working with Tang Tsung, Tania 
Orloff  will clone the All-Father, and use him for a time. But 
eventually that clone will escape, fleeing through a gate on Earth 
into the Cybersphere. Here, he becomes the leader of  a group of  
desert people, endowed with the power of  the pig-demon 
Zhughanglie. The desert people of  this artificial world became his 
new Black Coats. The false All-Father's sorcery consumed him, as 
did his desire to destroy the champion of  his new world. At various 
points he returned to Earth, and eventually sired a son. That son 
would be Kahlariish, heir to the magics of  the Borderland hogs.‖ 
 She shuddered then, cutting off  her narrative. ―Let us leave 
this hideous place.‖ 
 Just as we were getting used to it, the Dark Earth was gone, 
replaced instead by the open void of  the Multiverse. We were 
standing between universes, watching Universe-X from the outside. 
Its shell was connected to another Earth, which breached its skin 
but seemed to shimmer out of  reality beyond the edge of  the 
universe. Dr. Draugiz's eyes lit up on seeing it. 
 ―That's a Paradise Earth! In fact, that's the Paradise Earth 
that Ming Loy and the others went to!‖ she exclaimed. 
 ―It was once called Earth-D. Now it is known as the mystic 
planet Keelat.‖ 
 Universe-X, and its neighboring universes, danced away, 
leaving us now in the cosmos of  the Incomputare Planets. Each of  
them darted past us, in orbit around their mystic star, and I counted 
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their names—Dai Ahj, Peris Skyne, Dieselworld, Terrax. And now, a 
planet neither of  us had never seen before: Keelat. Like the former 
Earth-D, these worlds had had others names once, including Earth-
Beta, Earth-13151518, Earth-Beta-3, and Earth-X, the world we just 
left. But Keelat was different from the rest of  them. It was still only 
halfway there; one of  its hemispheres was wavy and indistinct. 
 ―Morpha...‖ I said. ―Why is the planet like that?‖ 
 ―The Multiverse is deeper than it seems,‖ she replied. ―There 
are trillions of  trillions of  universes, many of  them with their own 
alternate incarnations due to different timelines and such. But each 
of  those universes has a shadow. Here, I can demonstrate.‖ 
 Seemingly from nowhere, she conjured a vinyl record. 
Waving a liquid hand over the top of  the record, she said, ―This is 
our Multiverse. It is projected, ultimately, from a one dimensional 
point located at approximately the center of  the record. From a 
point comes width and height, from those comes depth. From 
depth comes time. And so on and so forth.‖ And she held the 
record up till it was a line, sitting level with our eyes. 
 ―Now we rotate this around its central point. Its one-
dimensional core. And suddenly—‖ She held up the B-Side of  the 
record towards us. ―There is a dualistic projection.‖ 
 ―Oh God,‖ Draugiz said then. ―The Multiverse has two 
Sides. Everything we know is just the A-Side. The Multiverse on the 
B-Side may be—likely is—totally different.‖ 
 ―The B-Side is also the platform on which our version of  
the Multiverse rests. The weight of  billions of  years pressing down 
on it has caused it to develop...hostile environments. The B-Side 
isn't the 'dark' or 'evil' Side of  our Multiverse, it's just a little less 
physically stable. With strange entities developing in it, 
consequently.‖ 
 ―And Keelat is halfway between the sides. It's the first-
dimensional point—the Cosmic Axis,‖ I said. 
 ―And we know, Taylor, that this becomes the base of  the 
Great Alliance,‖ said my old friend. 
 I realized then that the perpetually-shifting destiny of  the 
Great Alliance was going to become even stranger. 
 In fact, everything we knew about the Multiverse was going 
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to get even stranger. We had only seen the beginning. It was like 
living only in night and learning to look at the sun. 
 We approached the outer limits of  the B-Side of  the 
Multiverse. From beneath, bizarre music began to rise, such as there 
had never been before in existence as we knew it.  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Notes 
 

This story references Dr. Draugiz's further adventures seen in Atom 
Mudman Bezecny's books Quinary Infinities and Gatherings. This is the 
source of  the Infinity Trust, the Great Alliance, Krissy Azedia/The 
Siren, Uncanny Evil, and Dr. Draugiz's grandson Charlie Vollin.  
 
Mr. Wing is the son of  Wing the shopkeeper from the film 
Chinatown at Midnight (1949) and the father of  Wing the shopkeeper 
from Gremlins (1984); his menagerie includes many of  the creatures 
from films made to cash in on Gremlins, including Ghoulies (1985), 
Critters (1986), Hobgoblins (1988), Munchies (1987), and Beasties (1989). 
Clifford Ward is from Chinatown at Midnight. Lady Morpha is based 
on the boss creature Morpha from The Legend of  Zelda: Ocarina of  
Time (1998).  
 
The Twelve Coins of  Confucius, Keelat, and Fu Wong are from the 
film The Mysterious Mr. Wong (1934). 
 
Qiang Jiantou and Rama are from my book Fuck Off  S.R.; they are 
the reincarnations of  Sax Rohmer's Fu Manchu and Karamaneh. 
Ming Loy, Nuwa, and Fu Hsi (reincarnation of  Rohmer's villain Fo-
Hi) are from Quinary Infinities; Ming Loy is based off  of  Ling Moy, 
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Fu Manchu's daughter from the film Daughter of  the Dragon (1931). 
Her alias Lan Ying Lin is a reference to other characters played Ling 
Moy's actress, Anna May Wong; Wong appeared as Lan Ying Lin in 
Daughter of  Shanghai (1937), Lan Ying in Dangerous to Know (1938), 
and Lin Ying in Bombs Over Burma (1942). Her alias of  Kwan Mei 
comes from Lady from Chungking (1942). Qiang Jiantou's journey to 
the Metaverse is mentioned in Quinary Infinities and Gatherings. 
 
Henry Chang is from the film Shanghai Express (1932); his past with 
Ming Loy's doppelganger reference that film's character of  Hui Fei, 
played by Anna May Wong. The reference to Fu Wong mentoring 
actress Julie Newmar is a joking nod to the movie To Wong Foo, 
Thanks for Everything! Julie Newmar (1995); the real Wong Foo was a 
bartender of  Newmar's acquaintance. Later, a reference is made to 
an assassin named Dollard, an ancestor of  Sheriff  Dollard from To 
Wong Foo.  
 
The Red Dragon Tong is from the film The Terror of  the Tongs (1961). 
The Wong-Ling Tong war is from Captured in Chinatown (1935). The 
Lem Sing Tong and Wong Low Get are from the film The Hatchet 
Man (1932). James Lee Wong is a detective from the works of  Hugh 
Wiley. The Order of  the Black Robe and Zenobia are from the film 
Secrets of  Chinatown (1935). The Lin Kuei are from the Mortal Kombat 
series of  video games. Shangri-La is from James Hilton's Lost 
Horizon (1933). Nanda Parbat is from the Deadman stories of  DC 
Comics. Kunlun is from Chinese mythology from the intended 
reference is to the city from the Marvel Comics tales of  Iron Fist. 
Kahlariish is from Fuck Off  S.R., and is based off  the mummy 
Klaris from the film Abbott and Costello Meet the Mummy (1955). Lola 
and Myron Gaunt are from the film West of  Shanghai (1937). Noah 
Cross is from the film Chinatown (1974).  
 
Varanoff  and Madame Ying Su are from the movie Chinatown After 
Dark (1931); Varanoff  is conflated with Varnoff  from the Abbott 
and Costello film Pardon My Sarong (1942), which is also the source 
of  Princess Luana. He is also conflated with Eric Vornoff  from 
Bride of  the Monster (1955), and Feodor Orloff  from the 1939 film 
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version of  Edgar Wallace's The Dark Eyes of  London (1924); Orloff  
and Vornoff  are both played by Bela Lugosi. Boris Orloff  is from 
Atom Bezecny's Awful Orloffs series; he is drawn from Boris 
Karlov from Harold MacGrath's The Drums of  Jeopardy (1920) and 
Boroff  from the film serial S.O.S. Coast Guard (1937), among others. 
In those essays Bezecny named him as the culprit behind the various 
films from the 1920s and 1930s where planes are shot down with 
death rays. Richard Vollin is from the film The Raven (1935). Wa, and 
Draugiz and Taylor's encounter with Vollin, were depicted in The 
Compleat Dr. Draugiz. The woman who created the death-ray and 
gave Feodor Orloff  his name is Vesta Vernoff  from Sh! The Octopus 
(1937). Victor Poten, ne Orloff, is from the film serial Shadow of  
Chinatown (1936).  
 
Morpha discusses the beings of  her world, The Legend of  Zelda's land 
of  Hyrule: the rock-people are the Gorons. The fish-people are the 
Zora. The games also feature giant spiders in the form of  Gohmas. 
The Black Morning Spider comes from the Gilligan's Island episode 
―The Pigeon.‖  
 
Sin Yen and Michael Traile are from the Yen Sin series of  pulp 
novels written in the 1930s by Donald E. Keyhoe. Sin Wu is from 
the film The Secrets of  Wu Sin (1932). Charlie Wong is from the film 
The Law of  the Tong (1931). 
 
Hans Gruber is from Lady from Chungking; his son, Hans Gruber II, 
is seen in the film Re-Animator (1985), based on H.P. Lovecraft's 
―Herbert West—Reanimator‖ (1922); and his grandson, Hans 
Gruber III, is the villain of  the film Die Hard (1988).  
 
The Ninja Empire is from the films of  Godfrey Ho. Baritsu, a 
misspelling of  the real world bartitsu, is the martial art used by 
Arthur Conan Doyle's Sherlock Holmes. ―Venus karate‖ is meant to 
be Venusian aikido from Doctor Who. The phrase ―Tongs ya bass‖ is 
a Scottish gang ―battle cry‖ ostensibly created by gangster ―Terror‖ 
McCabe, who was inspired by viewing Terror of  the Tongs. 
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The Dagger and Ruby of  Keelat are based on the dagger and ruby 
seen in Chinatown After Dark. Tania Orloff  is the niece of  Monsieur 
Ming, the nemesis of  Charles-Henry Dewisme's Bob Morane. Julius 
is Ian Fleming's Dr. Julius No, enemy of  James Bond. Ilsa is from 
Ilsa, She Wolf  of  the SS (1975) and its sequels. SPECTRE is from the 
James Bond series. Tania Orloff's involvement with SPECTRE and 
the Black Robes, as well as Ilsa and Dr. No, is described in Atom 
Bezecny's essay ―A Tale of  Two Titles; or, the Mummy vs. the Si-
Fan.‖  
 
Tang Lin is Lin Tang from the film Confessions of  an Opium Eater 
(1962); I have conflated him with Lo Pan from Big Trouble in Little 
China (1986), which was heavily influenced by Confessions. Tang 
Tsung is Shang Tsung from the Mortal Kombat series, who was based 
on Lo Pan. Elizabeth Vollin's run-in with him is from my story 
―Report from a Kombat Zone.‖ 
 
The Great Alliance's battle with Kahuna'ana is seen in the previous 
stories of  this collection—Kahuna'ana is from the film Weird Woman 
(1944). The Elder Gods are those from H.P. Lovecraft's Cthulhu 
Mythos as well as Mortal Kombat. The ―outer worlds‖ Tang Tsung is 
banished to are a reference to Outworld from Mortal Kombat.  
 
The dragon, who Tang Lin names as ―Foom,‖ is Fin Fang Foom, 
from Marvel Comics. 
 
The Dagger of  Keelat is revealed to be a version of  the Master 
Sword, the key to The Legend of  Zelda's Sacred Realm (here referred 
to as ―the Holy Land‖). The Dreamlands are from the Cthulhu 
Mythos. The Borderlands are from William Hope Hodgson's The 
House on the Borderland (1908). The virtual worlds within the 
Cybersphere, and their location within the Dreamlands, was first 
brought up in Atom Bezecny's Kinyonga Tales. The creators of  the 
Cybersphere are implied to be Doctor Who's Cybermen. Link is the 
hero of  The Legend of  Zelda, and the ―Forest Ghosts‖ he came from 
are the Kokiri.  
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―Dark Earth‖ is based on the world seen in the Silent Hill video 
game series and the Upside-Down from Stranger Things. The Seeds 
of  Azathoth are from the Cthulhu Mythos; their poison is meant to 
be Phazon, from the video game Metroid Prime, which can create 
―dark‖ versions of  the planets it infects. Phazon is conflated with 
the liquid Satan from the film Prince of  Darkness (1987), the Flood, 
from the Halo series and the Doctor Who episode ―The Waters of  
Mars,‖ the Water of  Koehaha from DC Comics' Justice Society 
stories, the poison spirit Hexxus from FernGully: The Last Rainforest 
(1992), and the Curse of  Gardner Farm from H.P. Lovecraft's ―The 
Colour Out of  Space‖ (1927).  
 
The Black Coats and the All-Father are from the works of  Paul 
Feval. Tania Orloff's scheme to impersonate the All-Father was 
described in ―A Tale of  Two Titles‖; the theory behind it was born 
out of  a desire to explain a confusing reference Atom Bezecny 
made to the Black Coats in her book Deus Mega Therion. The desert 
people of  Hyrule are the Gerudo; the All-Father clone has become 
The Legend of  Zelda's Ganondorf. Zhuganglie, the inspiration for the 
pig-demon Ganon, to whom Ganondorf  is bound, is from Wu 
Cheng'en's 16th Century novel Journey to the West. Zhuganglie is 
connected to the hog-demons from The House on the Borderland. 
 
 

 


