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Scene One 

In which we meet the plot 

 

Lord Redfox died peacefully of a heart attack, and everyone agreed that it was 
appropriate. 

 The traditional way for an Alpha to die is at the hands of another werewolf, younger 
and more aggressive. But Redfox had not been a traditional alpha. He had spent his 
life as a peace maker; he had stopped the trade in dryad skins, set up mining co-
ops with the dwarfs and was considered singly handedly responsible for bringing 
several species of dragon back from the brink of extinction, and now he was sitting 
in the morgue, thought Yellowbird, doing nothing more interesting than cooling 
gently.  

The fact that something is appropriate doesn’t stop it being a huge anticlimax. 

Yellowbird had a glass of well aged scotch in his hand, after all it was practically a 
butlering tradition to dip into the liquor cabinet, and anyway he was mourning thank 
you very much, and he was looking out of the large glass windows, which looked 
out on the wrought iron gates.  

“They’re here”, he muttered to himself, “body’s not even cold yet and already the 
first of them are here” 

He took a closer look – plumes; - the pompous jackass actually went and put giant 
feather plumes on his horses. Oh that goes so well with the golden mermaids on the 
sides, and the ivory canopy. Yellowbird stepped away from the window shaking his 
head. Plumes. On the other hand, he thought, given how much that thing must 
weigh he made excellent time getting here. 

Yellowbird let himself fall into the red plush recliner, it was very faded and the stuffing 
was poking through in a few places, but it was comfortable, and Lord Redfox had 
never cared what something looked like as long as it did its job. 

He could hear a thumping sound, followed by the sound of yelling from outside. He 
sipped his scotch and didn’t bother to check. That young fool outside would never 
make it through the thirty days. You always saw people like him, who thought that it 
was first come first serve when it came to wills, and Lord Redfox had a huge family, 
so he certainly wouldn’t be the last. But werewolf wills, they were - competitive, -  the 
man would only be here a day or two and then something would have forced him 
out, and good riddance to the fat pink slob.  

Yellowbird swirled his scotch and thought. No, the real power players, they will wait. 
Oh they be very active in a dozen completely untraceable ways but they won’t 
make a move for the manor itself until the last possible moment. 
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He drained his glass and stood up, he was no longer the butler of Redhall, he knew 
that, but the work wouldn’t stop just because the master was dead.  

“We will be very busy, over the next few days”, he announced to the house in 
general “I shall stay until the will has been read and everyone has gone home”. Then 
in a much quieter voice he added to himself, “Then there will be time to rest”. 

 He walked away, and life went on. 

 

Scene Two 

In which we meet our hero 

 

Greg never wished chaos on his office; no sane boss would, but he was always glad 
when it descended; if only because it gave him a huge advantage over everyone 
around him. He didn’t understand why other people didn’t seem to be able to 
remain calm under stress, but he had accepted it as his personal edge a long time 
ago. 

He was pacing a wide lap around his entire building; he found that this made him 
easier to get to at times like this. The telephones were playing a piece of Mozart 
whenever they rang, and Greg had hoped that this would have a calming effect on 
his workers, but looking around he could see them flinch on every beat; he made a 
mental note to try heavy metal next time. 

He noticed Sandra from the front desk sprinting towards him; she had forgotten to 
take her headset off first and its cord was flying behind her, whipping passersby. 
“Problem Boss! The Troll Bridge Workers Strike! The Company Settled.” 

“To the full demands?” 

“Yes Boss!” 

“Get Mikey to call his contact in the company, this smells of corruption. And get 
Clare to do some interviews with the dryad community, those extra apples will have 
to come from them.” 

“Yes Boss!” and she was gone, she ran flat into Frankie who waded on without 
noticing. “Sah!” bellowed the huge man “The report’s out and we were right, Dess 
Kanke was embezzling” 

Greg yelled back over the background roar of telephones, “Casey has an ‘I told 
you so’ story prepared, run it page 5” 
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“Yes  Sah” and he waded away. Tony Tony, his chief reporter vaulted cleanly over 
him, stack of papers in hand and laughing like a schoolboy. He loves this, Greg 
realized, everything in need of fixing and everyone relying on him. 

Greg felt a tug on his trousers and turned to see two giant brown eyes looking up at 
him, “Hello Lucy” 

“Hey sir. The copiers jammed sir” 

“Give it good hard kick Lucy, I’m no mechanic” 

“Yes sir” and girl wandered off in the vague direction of the copier room. Greg 
shook his head and paced away, he wasn’t quite sure how Lucy had come to work 
at his newspaper, certainly he hadn’t hired her, and he would have remembered 
that, wouldn’t he? 

The chaos sunk in on him again. There were people yelling, telephones ringing, 
paper being ripped from one pile and thrown into another, verbal sparring and at 
least one small fist fight, – it was like being back at school again, – there was 
Andrew, the new boy on the front desk, running toward him; ducking and weaving 
the whole way like a ballerina who has had something unpleasant and slimy 
dropped down the back of her leotard. He got within two meters of Greg and 
pulled back sharply; wearing the expression of a man who has run as fast as he 
could to deliver an important message and is only now considering the effect it 
might have on the recipient. 

“Well Andrew, what is it?” 

“Ahhhh.” Said Andrew, his eyes drifting to the gaps between cubicles 

“What’s your message Andrew?” 

Andrew swallowed, “We regret to inform you”, he said standing to attention for 
reasons best known to himself, “of the passing of your uncle Redfox, His will shall be 
read on the 30th of October at eight o’clock in his home of Redhall”. Then he stood 
there staring directly ahead; there didn’t seem to be anything else. 

“Get Ants to do that thing he does with airline tickets and get me two first-class for 
Alice Springs tomorrow, and tell Tony Tony to come to my office after today’s paper 
goes out.” 

Andrew nodded, but he was still at attention and staring straight ahead. 

“Dismissed?” Greg guessed, and Andrew sprinted away looking about as relived as 
a theme park visitor who has just found the toilet block. 

Then Greg got back to work. After all the world doesn’t stop turning just because 
someone’s uncle died.  
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There was a crunching sound, followed closely by a soft tinkling sound like a dozen 
little gears rolling on the floor. Exactly like that as a matter of fact. Greg shook his 
head and paced off to where they kept the spare copier, and life went on. 

 

Scene Three 

In which our heroes unite 

 

The office was peaceful.  The work was all done. The paper was out. There was 
nothing else left to do, but there was still half an hour on the clock so everyone just 
lay around drained and exhausted, but happy. Tony Tony loved these moments; 
tomorrow everyone would be running around all over again, but for now the whole 
world was calm. 

Tony Tony remembered that Greg wanted to see him in his office, he wondered if he 
would still be there. Then he answered himself, of course Greg would still be in his 
office; the man had no idea how to relax.  

He eased himself up from the pot plant he had been resting his weight against and 
set off down the hallway. The whole way down people called out to him, and 
reached out to pat him or shake his hand, Sandra even lifted herself from where she 
was half passed out over the emergency copier, to give him a hug. This was their 
victory and everyone felt that it was well earned.  

Greg’s office was second from the end and it looked exactly like all of the others, on 
the door was written ‘Greg – Editor’.  

Tony Tony had found that people were always disappointed the first time they 
walked into Greg’s office, there was always this expectation that an editors office 
should be some luxurious place, fit for a power mad emperor. Tony Tony had been 
around for awhile and he had come to the conclusion that an office isn’t nearly as 
important as what it contains.  

Greg was sitting at his desk with three piles of papers and four variations on the 
theme of highlighter. Tony Tony wasn’t even slightly surprised. “Hey Greg,” he said,” 
What’s up?” 

Greg glanced up, and even though his face was blank Tony Tony caught the 
strange sensation of warmth, “Hello Tony Tony, how’s that charity you set up?” 

“Scrying crystals for the blind? It’s going great man, we got just over a thousand 
donated crystals last week and we’re still growing! My business partner showed me 
the plans she drew up yesterday” 

“What plans?” 
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Tony Tony was feeling mischievous, and with a grin replied, “You remember how I 
said it would be nice to have my own building to use as a distribution hub? I mean 
we are distributing the donated crystals all over the city” 

“Yes, I remember” 

“And you remember that my business partner trained as an architect” 

“Yes” Pause “I see, really?” 

“Absolutely, I have the plans for the start of my own little empire sitting on my desk at 
home, and all I need is a little money to push it through. 

This seemed to be what Greg had been waiting for. “Would a hundred thousand be 
enough?” 

Tony Tony felt alert all of a sudden, he had known Greg longer than anyone else in 
this country and he knew his editor rarely thought hypothetically, “It would defiantly 
help a lot.” 

“My uncle Redfox is dead” 

“Well. Sorry to hear it”, Tony Tony leaned back in his chair and focused on the 
ceiling, “You told me about him once didn’t you? He was an alpha and about the 
only member of your family didn’t violently object when you decide to become a 
vampire” 

“Yes, he was very progressive in that respect, and now he’s dead. Now, tell me what 
you remember about werewolf inheritance law” 

“Well, not much, the big one is that a beneficiary must be present at the reading of 
the will or they forfeit their inheritance” 

“And their share is distributed between those who are present” 

“That right, it’s a bit of a strange law I always thought” 

“So does everyone else, but it’s traditional at this point” 

“Ok, so what you’re saying is that there’s a good chance you will be in this will.” 

“Yes, and even if I’m not, as a close blood relative I still stand to inherit a share if a 
beneficiary doesn’t make it” 

“Right, I guess that’s plan B. Was your uncle rich?” 

“The fact that he lived in Transylvania made the country about 70% richer than it 
would be otherwise” 

“I’m going to call that a yes. Ok, so you have rich uncle and stand to inherit, where 
do I come into this?” 
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“’Had’ a rich uncle, and you come into this because I’m going to need your people 
skills to get there” 

“To the reading?” 

“Yes” 

Tony Tony snorted,” I think a private jet would help you out a bit more there.” 

“No Tony Tony, not here, here it would work against me. Think about those laws, if a 
beneficiary could ensure that he was the only one present then he would inherit 
everything. Werewolf inheritances get, competitive. It’s a game, and some of the 
older werewolves are very good at it. 

“So you can’t travel openly.” 

“Or legally, and if you help me to receive my inheritance I will give you a hundred 
thousand dollars.” 

Tony Tony settled deeper in the chair with a slightly dazed expression on his face, 
“Can we just walk away like that?” 

“Your business partner can cover the charity, Mikey can cover you here and we can 
call Rowind in again to cover me” 

Tony Tony said nothing, he was hunched in his chair and he had his fingertips resting 
on his forehead. Greg seemed to know what to do; he touched Tony Tony’s shoulder 
and waited until their eyes met “Please Tony Tony”, He said, “I need your help with 
this one.” 

Tony Tony watched back. Then, very slowly an amused smile spread across his face, 
“Exploiting werewolf law in a life or death situation against opponents with 
everything to gain.” He chuckled and offered his hand, “I’m in” 

 

 

Scene Four 

In which our heroes cross a desert. 

 

There was a loud thud as the planes undercarriage hit the ground. Followed by a 
much louder thud as the fuselage hit the ground. Then there was a horrible drawn 
out grinding noise as several million dollars of meticulously folded and riveted 
aluminum dragged itself across the  ground and ripped itself to buggery. Finally 
there were some gentle tinkling noises, backed by the low bass rumble of a single 
tire rolling away from the wreckage. Then there was a long uncomfortable silence. 
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“Well”, announced Tony Tony to the otherwise silent plane, “that is the last time I fly 
on a plane that Ants picked out!” 

“Oh don’t be so dramatic”, said Greg, while folding up his newspaper;”We made it, 
didn’t we?” 

“Well, we’re back at ground level again, I don’t think I can argue with that” he 
glanced out of his window, his heart beat starting to return to an almost normal 
level,  “Hey”, he said, “We fell way short; I can see Uluru in the distance.” 

“Really?” said Greg who had finished collecting their luggage from the over head 
compartments, “That’s good, we’ll head there then.” 

“What? I thought you wanted to go to Alice Springs.” 

“No, I just wanted our flight records to reflect that that was where we were going.” 

Greg was a very calming person to have around in an emergency and Tony Tony 
caould feel his customary grin starting to return. “You are a very difficult man to 
predict, you know that Greg?” 

“Thank you, I’m relying on that to make me hard to stop.” 

“Ok”, Tony Tony hoisted himself up and together they headed for the back of the 
plane, “So you wanted to go to Uluru this whole time?” 

“No, but both Alice Springs and Uluru have plenty of road access, we’re heading for 
Adelaide.” 

“Adelaide? What’s there?” 

“A large colony of Wind Surfers” 

 Tony Tony considered this, “I tried windsurfing once, and it was fun, once I stopped 
falling off but-”, He threw his head back, his eyes unfocused “-Right, from that article 
we did a few years ago, that giant annual migration that they do. To Italy, right” 

“Right, which geographically speaking is a hop skip and a jump from Transylvania” 

“Thus taking everyone by surprise when you show up half a continent away from 
where you should be” 

“Well I had planned on lying low for another twenty nine days once I was in 
Transylvania, but yea, you understand” 

Tony Tony thought about this, and then whistled through his teeth while nodding 
slightly. 

“Thank you, you’re up.” 



8 The Wolf’s Will                                                  
http://becomingabetterwriter.wordpress.com/ 

 

A rather pretty stewardess in a rather ruffed uniform was sweeping towards them. 
Tony Tony locked eyes with her, rested his hand on her shoulder, and gave her his 
most winning smile. “I want to thank you for what you did back there, keeping 
everyone calm.” 

“Oh”, she said faltering slightly, “I that’s my- I mean it was my- Thanks” She looked 
away, blushing. 

“I’d like to take you out to dinner sometime, do you have a number?” 

* 

About a minute later he met up with Greg outside, “I don’t think that getting her 
number was really necessary” 

“Well it worked didn’t it? I notice she didn’t object to two potentially concussed 
passengers walking out through a jagged hole in the side of an aircraft into a desert 
they have no equipment for.” 

“Tony Tony, how old do you think that girl was?” 

“I’d say, early twenties” 

“This would make her literally half your age” 

“Well you don’t need to bring that up”, said Tony Tony, looking hurt, “and anyway”, 
he said, his grin returning, “I’m not married at the moment, and that makes me fair 
game. So if you have problem with my methods”, he said, his grin getting much 
wider, ”You could always do it yourself” 

Greg said nothing at first but after a while he said, very slowly, ”Tony Tony, do you 
remember when we met the Countess of Lester, and you told me to turn on the 
charm?” 

“Yes”, said Tony Tony, his grin now taking up most of his face, “Yes, I do!” 

“Good. As long as you remember that, I know you didn’t take that suggestion 
seriously.” 

They walked in silence for a moment. 

“Tony Tony?” said Greg 

“Yes?” 

“What was going on when you got her talking about clever linguists?” 

“Cunning; and it was just research; I asked her what kind of man she liked.” 

“Ah, well I know you’re experienced with the tongues of Japan and Morocco” 
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“Yes, I have a certain familiarity with the tongues of all 7 continents” 

“Good grief, even Antarctica?” 

“Even Antarctica.” 

“Tony Tony?” 

“Yes?” 

“You do realize that I know exactly what you’re talking about, right?” 

“I was wondering, but thank you for clearing that up.” 

They kept walking 

“Greg?” 

“Yes?” 

“Uluru is a very long way away across a patch of baking hot desert.” 

“That’s right” 

“Do you have any idea how we are going to get there?” 

“Not as such, no.” 

They stooped walking 

“Hum” 

“Yea” 

They continued to not walk. 

“You trained as a mage, didn’t you?” 

“Yes; I also dropped out. Anyway we’re not looking to blow up the desert.” 

“Right, but you’re a vampire” 

“Yes?” 

“I’ve never been very clear on what being a vampire lets you do.  Can you turn into 
a cloud of bats or something?” 

“No that’s a feat only a high level vampire can perform. They can also control 
animals, heal the sick, and make their eyes glow an imposing shade of red. I mostly 
got in it for the immortality.” 

“So what level are you?” 
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“First” 

“What does that let you do?” 

“I can levitate small objects, as long as I’m touching them.” 

“That’s it?” 

“That’s it.” 

Tony Tony found this eyes being drawn back to the downed aircraft. 

“Small objects, heh?” 

“Yep” 

Tony Tony’s eyes found a part of the tailplane that had ripped off, his grin became 
more pronounced. 

“How about light objects?” 

* 

Fifteen minutes later the Uluru avenger1 was speeding away across the desert. 

“I have to say Tony Tony that this was one of your better plans.” 

“Thanks Greg, I like it too” 

“But can you explain to me again why we can’t sit on top?” 

“The airflow over the top needs to be smooth and fast, if we were up there we 
wouldn’t have any lift” 

“Right, and the reason we can’t go more than a few feet off the ground?” 

“That’s down to ground effect; we would lose our cushion of air if we tried to go any 
higher. Why do you ask?” 

“Oh, no reason, I am glad we’re mobile. But in future I would appreciate it if I didn’t 
end up staring face down at rough ground moving past about three inches from my 
face at 100 kilometers per hour.” 

“I’ll bear it in mind”, said Tony Tony, looking apologetic “Where were you planning 
on going when we reached Uluru?” 

“I had planned on renting a car and driving down to Adelaide” 

“That’s a two day trip isn’t it?” 

                                                 
1 Greg had wanted to know what they were avenging, and Tony Tony had replied that they 
were avenging in a general sense. 
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“At least” 

Tony Tony thought about this,” I think”, he said carefully, “that I know a way to get us 
there faster.” 

“What, how?” 

“One of my ex-wives’ former fiancés set up here, he was an inventor.” 

Tony Tony waited, but Greg was silent. 

“He lives a little bit out of town; we should hang a left here.” 

 

Scene Five 

In which we get hints of opposition 

 

Ring-Ring Ring-Ri-Click 

UTI764 

Ring-Ring Ri-Click 

Well Charlotte? 

It’s a bust Mam; they wandered off as soon as the plane stopped 

Damit girl, why didn’t you stop them? 

I was in the wrong part of the plane! By the time we were released from emergency 
duties they were already gone. 

Right. You brought them down in the desert like I asked? 

Yes Mam 

Then where could they have got to? 

We-We landed near Uluru, Mam 

What?! Stupid girl! Enough inaccessible desert to swallow most of Europe and you 
put them down right next to a major tourist attraction! 

Yes Mam, sorry Mam 

Alright. Never mind, it’s too late to change it now. 

Should I go after them, mam? 
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No, it would look suspicious if you left now. Make your way back to France by the 
usual means and await orders.  

Yes Mam 

Send your files to Devlin and Johnson, They’ll check out the car rental places around 
Uluru. 

Yes Mam. Good day Mam 

Good day, Charlotte 

-Click 

Several thousand miles away, Lord Greenbadger lowered his headphones and took 
a sip of his cranberry juice. Well, he thought, that was unexpected 

 

Scene Six 

In which our heroes cross a lot more desert, at a much higher speed. 

 

Greg was trying, but the object he was looking at wasn’t making much more sense 
inside his head than outside it. Still certain nasty suspicions were beginning to form. 

“Tony Tony?” 

“Yes?” 

“What, exactly, am I looking at?” 

“Well it’s a Zorb, they’re big in this place, and great for desert crossing” 

“That bit I understand, What I’m having trouble with are these things attached to the 
side” 

“Oh”, said Tony Tony, non-comitial 

“Yes Tony Tony, What exactly are they” 

“Well they’re speed boosters, you know, so we can go faster, I mean that is-” 

“They’re RAM jets aren’t they Tony Tony” 

“Dats a right”, said the grizzled toothless man beside them, “me own rocket 
powered balls” , he said with gratuitous winking,  “available for hire or rent”. 

“Are they safe?” Greg asked.  
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The question seemed to confuse the man 

Greg let the matter go, “I don’t think we’ll be able to steer these thing, except in the 
sense of large scale geography. Do you have a double hulled one?” 

“Aha, dat wouldn’t work, dey would tip ova.” 

“Ah, good point. Then-” 

“Sides with a single hull, there’s more room fo, tumblin” said the man, while winking 
and nudging like a malfunctioning GIF  

The was a long silence, broken only by the continuous ‘eh, eh,eh’ from the man. 

“Ah, we’re both men”, Tony Tony helpfully pointed out. The man didn’t stop winking 
and nudging. 

Greg was tired of waiting, “Let’s just pay the man and get out of here” he said to 
Tony Tony, already climbing into the closest monstrosity 

Tony Tony followed him, “huh, I wonder how you start this thing?” he said. 

Something flew in through the entrance hole, landing neatly in front of Greg. He 
picked it up; it looked suspiciously like an old Playstation controller. He held it out to 
Tony Tony and asked the question that had been bugging him since they had 
arrived, “Tell me the Truth Tony Tony, is this guy completely insane?” 

“I honestly couldn’t tell you Greg, but I am very keen to find out.” replied Tony Tony. 

Tony Tony brought his finger up to the X button. Greg made no move to stop him.  

There was a deafening roar from outside, and centrifugal forces suddenly became 
an intimate part of the two men’s lives. 

 

Scene Seven 

In which our heroes are tailed 

 

Devlin was dozing in the hot sun when Johnson knocked on his window and climbed 
into the driver’s seat, He jerked upright and tried to cover his lack of professionalism, 
“Well, did it help when I left?” 

“Not really”, replied his partner, “he just kept the innuendos coming, by the end of it I 
swear he was implying something about livestock” 

“Oh” Said Devlin, sagging visibly, “well in that case I’m sorry I, you know, left you 
there” 
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Johnson nodded sagely, “It’s all right I understand” 

“No really, I” 

“It’s alright” 

There was silence for a beat 

“So did you get any information?” 

“Actually yes, they were here, they took a Zorb and went north” 

“Ok,” Devlin rubbed his forehead, “where does that lead us? No-one else saw them, 
so they must have come straight here. That means they must have known about this 
place in advance, so we should check the connections in-between those two and 
the old man” 

“The old man had quite a lot to say on the connections between those two and 
himself” 

“Really! What did-”said Dante, slowing down as thought caught up with him, “never 
mind. North. What’s north? Most of Australia really, so we have no idea where 
they’re going.” 

“Ah but we do, I broke into the old man’s house on my way out and-” 

“You broke into his house!” Said Devlin, horrified 

“All is fair in love and war”, Said Johnson, mildly. 

“Yeah but-,” he paused, searching for words and then gave up, “What did you 
find?” 

“All the spheres had tracking devices, they’re one went north at first but course 
corrected south south east, they’re making a direct line for Adelaide” 

“Adelaide, why are they going there?” 

“I don’t know, but if we can stop them there it won’t matter much” 

“Right, can we catch up with them?” 

“No. Even in the jet, they have too much of a head start” 

“So we report ahead.” 

“Yep” 

Devlin nodded and found himself drifting away, he let it happen. The matter was 
settled until they got back to the jet, and there wouldn’t be any more work until they 
could use its high powered antennas.  
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He found himself wondering about his partner and why he was doing this job, 
presumably he had his reasons. Twenty nine more days, he thought to himself, and 
then, if we do our job right, we all get what we want. 

 

Scene Eight 

In which our heroes go swimming 

 

It was a beautiful sun rise. Tony Tony knew that that wasn’t much of a conclusion to 
reach, but still, since he was watching it while it went past him at ridiculous speed, 
spinning like a top, he felt that he was justified in a one adjective description. 

The stretched as best he could against the high G forces; the ball had been 
surprisingly comfortable after he had gotten used to it.  

“Good morning”, came a voice from above him. 

Tony Tony glanced up to find Greg pinned roughly to the ceiling, as these this are 
figured in a spinning ball anyway. “Morning”, he replied, “Wow, were we going 
through the whole night?” 

“Yes, I’m not entirely clear on why we haven’t run out of fuel yet” 

Tony Tony Grinned, “Given the way mad scientists usually work, this is probably a, 
‘You don’t want to know’ situation,” 

Greg nodded, “I can’t be sure but I think that we’re coming up on the sea, the 
horizon is has been getting shinier for some time now. 

Tony Tony looked, but it was impossible, “Ok, I’ll believe you, what are we going to 
do when we hit it.” 

“Well first of all we need to find some way to stop this thing, I’d much rather not 
crash” 

Tony Tony nodded, and then his brow creased, “Wait, shouldn’t this thing float?” 

Greg nodded rather too slowly for Tony Tony’s taste, “I think it will float, at least at 
first, and I don’t think the RAM jets will be stopped by a little water ether.” 

Tony Tony let the image form in his mind, “Ah. Right.” he said, and then rather more 
cheerfully, “Well I bet that would get us to Italy eventually” 

Greg wasn’t smiling, He was looking out of the sphere , and he looked as worried as 
a man can look without displaying emotion as a matter of course. Tony Tony heard 
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him yell something, and suddenly they weren’t on desert any more, they weren’t 
really in sea either, and they didn’t appear to have access to gravity. 

There was something blue and shiny filling Tony Tony’s field of vision, and it was 
getting bigger, sea, his mind provided, just before they plowed into it, and then 
plowed out of it, bobbing up out of the water, and then further out of the water and 
on to a huge outcropping of rock, which it started to climb. 

Greg yelled again, and Tony Tony, who had been planning to do it for a while 
reached over and turned off the RAM jets. The world vas suddenly a lot quieter, 
containing as it did only the sounds of crunching rock and avalanches as the thing 
continued to climb. “What was that?” called Tony Tony. 

“I said, don’t turn off the engines” 

“Ah”, said Tony Tony as the thing reached the top of its climb and sailed gracefully 
over, “Oops” 

They went down. It was rather faster than when then they had went up.Tony Tony 
thought that this was rather unfair, it was  like the ball was trying to make up for lost 
time.  

They hit the water, and bobbed up again, but this time not nearly as high. Tony Tony 
was very aware of the water pouring through the entrance hole. He heard Greg yell 
something, but he was already gone, out through the hole and into the water, Greg 
was right beside him. Together they watched as their temporary transport found a 
new home on the seabed. 

There was a long pause, while the two of them floated. Then Tony Tony turned to 
Greg and asked, “What was it that you were trying to say before we got out” 

“I said to bail out” 

“Oh”, they were silent again, and then Tony Tony started laughing. He couldn’t help 
it; it just came naturally, welling up inside him. He laughed at their choice of 
transport, the mission they were on, the things that kept happening to them, their 
lack of clean clothes, The world in general, and as he laughed he began to feel 
better. 

He was still laughing several minutes later when someone grabbed him from behind 
and lifted him out of the water. 

“Dude, was that ball yours?” said his rescuer, Tony Tony felt a blast of something 
herbal waft across him 

“Ah, yeh.” said Tony Tony, not really worrying about consequences. 

“Ball dude, that was a crunchy stunt you pulled there” 
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“Huh?” Said Tony Tony, who was having problems following what this man was 
talking about. 

“Straight up Bull’s-eye, Balls out, not Balls up”, clarified the man. 

“Oh, great man, thanks” guessed Tony Tony. 

“No worries man, I’m Woon” 

“Well nice to meat you mister Woon, I’m Tony Tony” 

“Hey T.T, But hold man, Mister Woon was my Father, call me, Mr. Ian Woon” 

“Good morning, Mr Ian Woon, I,ll- ”, There was something on the man’s breath that 
was making it hard to focus, and rather too late Tony Tony noticed that he was 
being held on a surf board, which was hovering about two feet above the waves. 
Tony Tony finished his sentence,”-you’re a windsurfer aren’t you?” 

“That’s right man, riding the turbulence, surfing the squalls, until the day I die Man” 

Tony Tony noticed others on the boards sailing at a leisurely pace towards them; 
One of them scooped Greg out of the water. Tony Tony saw the opportunity and 
seized it, “You’re heading to Italy aren’t you?” 

 

Scene Nine 

In which a shark bites with his pearly teeth 

 

When Greg had told him that he needed him for his people skills, Tony Tony had 
assumed that he had been making an excuse for some company, now however he 
was beginning to suspect that his editor had been truthful. He was also beginning to 
realize that it is possible to suffer hospitality. 

Mr. Ian Woon turned around in front of him, “Hey, T.T Balls out, check this.” 

Tony Tony felt that he was beginning to hate that phrase; he gripped the sides of the 
board.  Mr. Ian Woon brought the board within a foot of the water, and then turned 
it completely upside down.  

Despite everything Tony Tony did feel impressed as he watched Mr. Ian Woon Wash 
his hair in a casual , dignified manner, then again maybe that was just the blood 
rushing into his head. Something large and shark-shaped, it may have been a shark, 
jumped at them, and fell about twenty meters behind them.  

Suddenly Tony Tony wasn’t having quite as much fun, “You get many sharks around 
here?”, he asked. 
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“Oh natch, dude. This is the big red; Australia man; everything here wants to take a 
bite out of you.” 

Tony Tony couldn’t help himself, “even the women?” he asked innocently. 

Mr.  Ian Woon laughed and, to Tony Tony’s great relief, turned the board upright 
again. 

Tony Tony, felt the blood settle in his body again, it was a warm feeling. “Were did 
these boards come from anyway?” He asked Mr. Ian Woon 

“The Prof back there came up with them”, said Mr. Ian Woon, jerking his head back, 
“We were Cowing together one night, me and him, and he suddenly goes all nuts 
on me and starts playing with McDonalds cups, so I leave him to it and next morning 
he’s messed with all our boards and now we fly man, like for real, not in our heads.” 

Tony Tony’s reporter instincts kicked into high gear, he noticed the slightly neater 
looking surfer carrying Greg behind him, he began to understand why the spinning 
disks on the underside of the boards looked so familiar to him, but he was a reporter 
who knew his audience and above everything else one question came to the fore. 
“Cowing?” he asked. 

“Eating grass, man” 

“Ah”, chuckled Tony Tony, who was enjoying himself again. He stopped to consider, 
it was unlikely to say the least that he had stumbled across the original windsurfers, 
but still, Mr. Ian Woon was clearly a man on the inside of this story, and he clearly 
wanted to talk. Tony Tony could practically feel the notepad in his hand. When this is 
over, he thought, I may just write a book. 

 

Scene Ten 

In which a trail is lost 

 

Deep sea salvage was definitely not a job the jets winch had been designed for, 
making it fortunate that the bay was actually quite shallow, Devlin watched the 
screen as the deflated, soggy, transparent sphere was lifted from the water, and he 
chose not to voice his opinion on what it looked like. Johnson watched his partners 
face and made a similar decision. 

“There’s no one inside, could they have drowned?” offered Devlin. 

“We won’t know until the divers go in, and that won’t be our job, but my gut says no, 
I think they got out, it’s definitely not far to shore from here” 
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“If you swim up the coast.” said Devlin, “If they went down the coast instead then its 
two hundred kilometers to the next decent beach.” 

“Do you think that’s what happened?” asked Johnson 

Devlin had the feeling that he was being tested, “I suppose it would simplify matters 
if it was. But no; I don’t think it will be that easy” 

“Then the next move is to sweep up the beach.” 

“Right, there’s no cover out here, if we go slow then we can’t miss them. At the very 
least we should see footprints.” 

Johnson nodded and nudged the throttle forward, “And what do we assume if we 
find nothing?” 

Devlin’s brow furrowed, “Either they went down the coast and drowned, or 
someone picked them up. But we don’t know if it was by boat or plane.” 

“Plane is unlikely; it would need the ability to land on water to start with.” 

“Nevertheless, it’s possible, especially if they arranged this in advance” 

Johnson nodded, “So they’re either at the bottom of the sea, or literally anywhere. 
Two hundred kilometers of coastline is too much to search with divers so either way, 
they’re gone and we’re lost.” 

The two men watched the monitors as their jet swept slowly up the beach. 

“Are we going to give the old man his Zorb back?” Asked Devlin, after a long wait. 

Johnson’s eyes didn’t move from the display, “Why?” he asked. 

“Well, he only rented it to those two, so if we keep it isn’t that like stealing it?” 

Johnson kept watching the display. “I don’t think those two intended to bring it 
back” 

“Nevertheless” 

Johnson looked up and considered his partner carefully. After a very long pause he 
lowered his eyes to the monitor again, “If we don’t find them, then it can’t hurt to 
take it back for him. It’s not like we’re footing the gas bill” 

Devlin nodded, looking relived, and let himself fixate on the screen again. Nothing 
more needed to be said, and the great ominous jet swept onwards. 

 

Scene Eleven  
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In which our heroes bite off more than they can chew 

 

Greg was sitting on a rocky outcrop, just over the horizon from Italy, and he was a 
very impressed man. He was impressed by the way that the wind surfers had ridden 
the wind currents. He was impressed by their boards, which had taken them from 
Australia to Italy, if not exactly in comfort, then certainly in style. He was impressed 
by the board designer, a man that had called himself Prof, and who seemed to 
have an impressive and varied grasp on just about everything. He was impressed by 
the rocky outcrop that Mr. Ian Woon had picked out, the view of the sunset on the 
sea was, impressive, and he was impressed by the windsurfer’s taste in incense, he 
wasn’t quite sure what they were burning, but whatever it was it was having an 
impressively relaxing effect on him. 

He was also impressed by Tony Tony’s social skills, and he was impressed with himself 
for bringing him along. Tony Tony and Mr. Ian Woon were sitting around the campfire 
laughing together and chatting like brothers. As Greg watched Mr Ian Woon 
introduced Tony Tony to a tall and well tanned woman wearing what might by 
charitably called a bohemian costume. Somewhat to his surprise Greg found himself 
raising no objections, so what if this girl looked twenty-five at most? It wasn’t like they 
were hurting anyone.  

Greg let himself flop back onto the rocky beach; sitting up suddenly seemed like it 
would take too much effort to be worth it. He just lay on that beach admiring the 
stars and was somewhat surprised when Tony Tony jumped on him, which he had 
imagined he would be doing to the tanned girl at this point.  

“Heeey Slim G”, breathed Tony Tony, he sounded a little unfocused. “I got us a travel 
partner” 

“Wha?” asked Greg trying to make sense of this turn of events. 

Tony Tony, turned Greg’s head towards a boulder away from the massed group, 
where the girl from before was doing something with her feet, silhouetted against 
the setting sun, a few seconds later Greg realized that she was also holding a rapier, 
with which she was practicing jabbing and thrusting motions. This was, Greg realized, 
not a small detail and something which he really should have noticed earlier, he 
wondered if something was wrong with his head. Then he wondered if there was 
something wrong with Tony Tony’s head when what he was saying began to filter 
through. 

“She’s Mr. Ian Woon’s daughter, apparently, her name’s Free Flower. Mr. Ian Woon 
thought it would do her some good to see more of the world, at ground level 
obviously, and I agreed to let her come with us. I think it’s a good plan” 
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Greg did not think it was a good plan, he thought it was a bad plan. He found to 
very easy to raise several objections, not least of which was the fact that he didn’t 
want to split the money any more than what he already was. He searched for some 
way to discourage Tony Tony. “What does she think about all this?” he fished. 

“Oh he talked to her about all this of course, she’s fine with it. Apparently she wants 
to be a champion fencer; she’s hoping she’ll meet some strong people to fight 
against on the way” 

Greg amended his opinion to god damn awful idea. The very last thing he wanted 
to be doing was trying to lay low while traveling with an aggressive, sword welding 
girl who was wearing an outfit certain to attract the attention of every man in 
Eastern Europe. 

Before he could voice any of this however he found his eyes drawn over Tony Tony’s 
shoulder.“Impressive”, he managed to gasp. Tony Tony turned, and looked upwards. 
Eventually everyone else did so as well. 

It was an impressive cloud, storm, Greg corrected himself; storm was definitely the 
right word in this case. It was towering, billowing, and many other adjectives too, but 
that wasn’t the impressive part. The impressive part was the way it whipped and 
thrashed towards them, like a caged beast trying to break free, the way it 
clamored, rising, and crushing, with all the rage of an Italian family. 

Greg turned away and looked around. No one else did, he recognized the look in 
their eyes. There is a look that artist, or engineers, or jailers get when they are faced 
with a impossible challenge, It’s a look that betrays a pumping heart, racing 
adrenaline, and a complete certainty about what is going to be happening in the 
next few minutes.  

Mr. Ian Woon had said that no-one would be going up until morning, so that they 
could make a dramatic entrance on the morning breezes, but Greg knew that 
wouldn’t matter now. There are an infinite number of universes for every outcome of 
a dice roll, but there is no universe anywhere in the Multiverse where these people 
would not rise to challenge this storm.  

Then everyone started moving as one windsurfer, they scattered left and right and 
clambered over one another to get to their boards. Free Flower caught Greg by the 
back of his shirt and hoisted him onto her board; her eyes never left the storm. And 
then they were off. 

They climbed higher and higher, and the wind got choppier and choppier. The 
surfers rolled expertly with the breezes. Still they climbed higher, and still the wind got 
more violent. Greg noticed that some of the surfers were getting left behind, but still 
they climbed. 
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Free Flower and her father were leading the charge, taking Greg and Tony Tony with 
them. Greg thought the storm was even more impressive from up here, He imagined 
the front as enraged dragons, bearing down on them.  

The winds here were intense; they slipped through the cracks in jet blasts and rode 
the roaring updrafts like a volcano. They were almost inside the clouds themselves. 

Then Greg’s imaginary dragons became somewhat more real.  

He heard a panicked Mr. Ian Woon scream “Smoke dragons!”  

Then everything went to hell. 

 

Scene Twelve 

In which our heroes go tight rope walking 

 

It took Tony Tony a very long time to regain consciousness, and when he finally did 
he kind of wished he hadn’t.  

His senses came back to him slowly. Smell came first, the oldest sense, he 
remembered from an article he had written once, but smell didn’t really do much 
except confirm that he should have done a better job with washing last night. 
Somewhat discouraged, he let his sense of touch feel his surroundings, he was 
clearly lying on something, it felt too rough to be anything manmade and too 
regular to be anything natural. In frustration he opened his eyes, and even this didn’t 
help, all he could see was solid whiteness, it was like looking at the inside of a ping 
pong ball.  

“Where am I?” he asked,  

“You’re laying on top of a dragon”, came Greg’s voice from nearby, Tony Tony, 
nodded, as solemn as a mountain gorilla, and wished that he could lose 
consciousness again. That didn’t seem to be an option; holding his head he sat up 
and looked around. 

He was indeed on a dragon; it was large, white and completely unaware of their 
existence. Tony Tony was somewhat underwhelmed, “shouldn’t it be more vicious?”, 
he asked Greg. 

“According to Free Flower, they’re only like that a sunset” 

Greg nodded, which hurt quite a bit more that it should have, he made a note of 
this. “What happened?” he asked 
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“You fell off of Mr. Ian Woon’s board. Free Flower dived and caught you, but you 
broke her board when you landed on it. Then the three off us landed on the back of 
this dragon, and we held on until it stopped bucking. Since then we’ve been waiting 
for you to wake up.” 

“When did I go out?” 

“You hit you head pretty hard when you hit the board.” 

Tony Tony held his head, it still hurt. He took a better look around him, it seemed 
easier now. Greg was sitting cross legged next to him, watching him carefully. Free 
Flower was laying some distance away, hands crossed behind her head in the 
classic star watching position, except that there were no stars.  

He also noticed something that he hadn’t noticed before, long stout chains were 
wrapped around the dragon’s body and leading off to the left, and right, behind 
and up, and although he couldn’t see it Tony Tony would have bet on below as well. 
He tried to make sense of this, but his head didn’t seem to work right. He pointed a 
shaky finger at the chains and gave Greg an inquiring look. 

“They seem to go everywhere”, Greg replied, “we’ve been talking about them and 
we think it’s a lattice of dragons.” 

“A lattice of dragons?” Tony Tony asked, Greg was clearly using English, but the 
sentences he was forming weren’t making a lot of sense. 

Greg pointed up, “Dragon here,” he said, ”Dragon here”, pointing left, then right, 
down and inward. Tony Tony noticed that his finger lingered on the inward. 
“Someone chained a couple of thousand dragons together and made a giant 
flying box.” 

Tony Tony let the questions spin around this head, until they calmed down enough 
that one became the most obvious, “Why?” 

“Either as a juvenile prank, or because they wanted to lift something, either way 
we’ll find the answer at the center.” 

“Were you making a joke there?” 

“What?” 

“About a thousand dragons’ being a juvenile prank.” 

“Oh. No.” 

“Oh” 

Tony Tony held his head again there didn’t seem to be anything else to say, and 
that is always a bad sign in a reporter. 
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“Are you up to walking?”, asked Greg 

“Where did you want to go?” 

Greg pointed inwards again. “There’s no rush if you’re not up to it”, said Greg, “They 
won’t go nuts again until sunset, and it’s barely sunrise” 

Tony Tony thought about this, the truth was that he needed some more time to rest, 
but he didn’t know how Free Flower knew about dragons, and he wasn’t sure he 
could trust her to know all the berserk times of by heart. “I’ll go.” he said. 

Free flower must have been listening, because she immediately jumped to her feet 
and started walking inwards. She crossed over the dragon and walked onto the 
chain without significantly changing her stride. Tony Tony thought her sense of 
balance was incredible, and he watched as she strode into the mist and was gone. 

Greg helped Tony Tony to his feet and then walked to the chain himself. He was 
much slower over the chain than Free Flower had been, picking his way delicately 
along. He didn’t fall though and Tony Tony was impressed, until he realized that 
Greg was using his levitation to stabilize himself. Greg took one look back, and then 
the mist swallowed him too. 

Then it was just Tony Tony, alone on the back of the dragon. He walked his way to 
the edge of the dragon, looking braver than he felt, and looked down. He had 
somehow been expecting vertiginous heights, instead it was just the same ping 
pong ball inner as the sky, and he was surprised to find that this was absolutely no 
comfort.  

He put his first foot on the chain, then his second foot. Not so bad, he thought to 
himself, and he made his way down the chain like this, doing a kind of hip heavy 
shuffle, which would have been very fashionable in certain dance halls. The mist was 
ridiculously thick and the dragon behind Tony Tony disappeared in barely any time. 
He had no way of knowing how long the chain was, so he just kept walking. 

All things considered, he thought he was doing rather well, and then his front foot 
slipped. The chain came up to meet him at high speed, and he grabbed it and 
hugged it tighter, his other foot slipped, and then his arms lost their grip, and he was 
left there dangling, by his hands, over a indeterminable drop. 

Tony Tony called for help, put it was no good, the mist swallowed all sound. He 
tested his arms seeing if he could lift himself back onto the chain, maybe twenty 
years ago, he thought, while he continued dangling there. He remembered the 
playgrounds of his youth, and picked out the direction of the center, and finally he 
began to swing, hand over hand, down the length of the chain. Say what you like 
about Tony Tony, but he was not a man that quit easily. 

Tony Tony felt light hearted, or was that light headed? He was a long way up. He 
realized he was moving a lot faster under the chain, than he had been over it and 
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for the first time since he had woken up this morning he felt like smiling. He was 
almost disappointed when hands grabbed him and started pulling him upwards. 

“What happened to you?” asked Greg 

“Fell.” explained Tony Tony 

Greg didn’t say anything back; perhaps he was relieved to see Tony Tony smiling 
again. 

This dragon looked, to Tony Tony’s eye, exactly like the last, and it had exactly the 
same array of chains. Free Flower was waiting at the center, and once she had seen 
that Tony Tony was safe, she turned and walked inward again. The other two 
followed her. 

That’s how they went on, chain after chain, dragon after dragon, again and again, 
through a solid white sky. Until Tony Tony began to suspect that someone had set his 
life to infinite repeat, and failed to tell him. 

At what must easily have been the four billionth dragon, Free Flower, stopped for a 
moment, and then she turned and started walking left. Greg and Tony Tony, 
followed her, for dragon, after dragon, after dragon. 

Then, quite suddenly, something different loomed out of the mist. Tony Tony had no 
idea what it was but he almost cheered out of shear novelty. 

“It looks like, an island”, said Greg. 

Tony Tony looked closer and realized that he was right, “Why on earth would 
someone want a flying island?” he asked, mostly rhetorically. 

Greg said nothing, but Free Flower kept walking, so the other two kept following.  
Tony Tony’s feet touched grass; this cheered him up a great deal, so much that his 
sprit wasn’t hampered at all by Greg wondering aloud how grass could grow so 
high. 

“Oh what does it matter, Slim G?”, asked Tony Tony, completely rhetorically. He 
danced around and walked backwards in front of the other two, “I say, that we 
have our own little bit of a paradise here. We should enjoy it”. 

Greg was looking at him rather strangely, “Tony Tony, I think the thin air is getting to 
you.” he said. 

“Spoil sport” Tony Tony shot back. He spun away, and walked flat into man about 
seven foot tall, and about as broad across the shoulders. 

 

Scene Thirteen 
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In which our heroes solve a mystery 

 

It was later. Much later, and really Free Flower couldn’t be any more specific than 
that. This annoyed her in a vague way.  

They clearly weren’t prisoners, since the store room that they had been locked in 
included a huge open air window. The window opened on a short inverse cliff, and 
then beneath that a 20,000 foot first step, but it was clearly a open window. 

She was leaning on the window sill and considering the cliff; since the sky wasn’t 
much to look at. She had decided that she could probably handle the cliff; after all 
she had a great head for heights, and the skinny pale one could probably handle it 
too, but the grey haired one would fall, beyond all doubt, she had seen the way he 
had been affected by the altitude. 

There was really nothing else to see out the window, so she turned her attention 
back to the room, she had earlier spotted five different kitchen ingredients that 
could be improvised into explosives, but she had left them alone; she didn’t think it 
was wise to burn her bridges until it was really necessary.  

She started listening to her traveling companions again. She had been surprised to 
see that they hadn’t tried to escape as soon as they were thrown into the storeroom; 
it was like they had been in this situation before; the skinny one in particular seemed 
to be very good at thinking logically.  

They were discussing the mystery of the plants that they had seen growing out of 
every crevice in the building. She had to admit that that one puzzled her, Trolls 
weren’t any good at subtle work like gardening; quite apart from anything else they 
didn’t have the manual dexterity.  

The skinny one suggested the goatmen, and that idea sat well with her, the trolls and 
the goatmen had a very close relationship, and they would have the dexterity for 
gardening. But no, that wasn’t right; goatman were always ravenous, there was no 
way they could work with food like this, and anyway she had seen flowers on the 
way in; food and decoration right next to each other, she just didn’t think goatmen 
would understand that.  

She listened to the men discussing; they brought up many good points, and they 
were trying hard, but in the end they were stumped too. 

Eventually more time passed. 

When the knock at the door finally came Free Flower was relived; she had been 
becoming worried that they had been forgotten. She trooped out silently behind the 
troll, and was pleased to see that the others did the same.  
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The grey haired one was trying to talk to the Troll, but the skinny one hushed him, she 
wondered where the skinny one had learned about trolls from; he had known that it 
was pointless for a human to talk to a troll. She hoped that they were being taken to 
see one of the Goatmen, their voice box didn’t let them speak human languages 
either, but they would understand her if she spoke to them. If there were none here, 
and that didn’t seem unlikely given all the plants that they passed, then they would 
be forced to kill a path to the door. 

They came to a great hall, luscious with vegetation. In the center, proud and very 
central, was a grove of apple trees. The answer came to her at once, as it came to 
the other two too.  

“Dryads!” she called out. 

 

Scene Fourteen 

In which our heroes experience the language barrier. 

 

Gregs heart rate was perfectly normal, and his face was blank, and he wasn’t 
sweating, or breathing fast, but he knew, despite this, that he was excited. Of course 
it was Dryads, it just made so much sense that they would be working with trolls; one 
was a culture of giant herbivores, which revolved entirely around apples, and one 
was a race of sentient apple trees. It was just too perfect; he couldn’t understand 
why it hadn’t been tried before. 

And the best thing was that dryads could not only understand human languages, 
they could speak them too. He had been hoping that there was a Goatman on 
board, but this was even better.  

He stepped forward and began to speak.  

He spoke wonderfully; he was eloquent, concise, he remembered everything and 
said it perfectly. He told the Dryads of their quest and their trials so far, he asked for 
their help, and he did it so skillfully that when he was done, the last strains of his 
words hung in the air like music, and it was like the whole universe would gladly 
bend to help them. 

There was a long silence.  

Then one of the Dryads made a sound like a grizzly bear with laryngitis snoring into a 
tin can.  

There was another long, and more uncomfortable, silence, and it began to dawn on 
Greg that there is a huge gap between being able to learn a language and 
actually learning it. 
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Greg tried to turn to the people behind him without actually turning his head, “Did 
either of you catch what language that was?” 

“I don’t know”, said Tony Tony, “Turkish?” 

“It’s Dryadish, the native language of the Dryads”, pointed out Free Flower 

“Oh”, said Greg, in dull surprise, “Can you speak Dryadish?” 

Free Flower shook her head, and Greg realized he had asked the wrong question. 

“Can you understand Dryadish?” 

Free Flower shook her head again. Damn, thought Greg. 

He turned back to the Dryads and pointed to himself, “Greg”, he said, slowly and 
loudly. No one did anything for so long that Greg considered repeating himself, but 
then one of the younger looking Dryads pointed to herself and made a noise like a 
man tobogganing down a pebble mountain while playing a frantic drum solo. 

Undiscouraged Greg began to restate his speech from before, through the medium 
of improvised sign language. He was even slightly put out when Tony Tony 
interrupted him by saying, “I bet Clare could speak Dryadish.” 

Greg let the image of one of his reporters fill his mind. Clare, he thought, tall woman, 
slim, willowy. For the first time in his entire life he attempted to apply that adjective to 
a woman, and found it fitted perfectly. A suspicion began to form in his mind, “She’s 
not, you know, half Dryad, is she?” 

“Quarter, actually. It was her Maternal grandfather” 

Greg tried to wrap his head around the logistics of this new information; as much as 
Dryads looked like women, they were clearly still trees; Rough bark and all. “Her 
father must have been an interesting man”, he concluded, resolving to think the 
matter through at a more opportune time. “Can I borrow your phone, Tony Tony?” 

Apparently he could, since Tony Tony handed it over. Greg dialed the number he 
had memorized ten years ago. 

It was a familiar voice that answered, “Hello, Daily Soap Box, How May I Direct Your 
Call?” 

“Hello Sandra, its Greg here.” 

“Ah Evening, Boss”, pause, “How Did You Know It Was Me?” 

“Lucky guess, listen I need to talk to Clare” 

“Putting You Through Now, Boss” 

There was ringing, and then. 
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Click-“Sir, is that you?” 

“It’s me, listen, can you speak Dryadish?” 

“A little, Sir. What my mum taught me” 

“Thank gods. I need you to translate for me” 

“I’m ready sir” 

He told her what he wanted to say, and she burst out laughing. It wasn’t the 
reaction he had been expecting. 

“What’s the matter?” 

“Sir that will never work; Dryads are nature’s businessmen, they won’t even 
understand what you’re asking them. Dryads don’t grant favors, it always has to be 
a deal, a trade.” 

Greg nodded; he knew he didn’t have much to trade. “Tell them that I’m lord 
Redfox’s natural born son” 

Even through several hundred kilometers and a radio connection, Greg could still 
feel Clare’s eyes boggling, “Are you?” 

“Just tell them that” 

Clare giggled, “All right, but if you’re lying to them, then you had better hope that 
they don’t find you out. Sir.” 

“Thanks for the tip Clare, are you ready?” 

“Sure thing sir, hold the phone up for them” 

Greg did so. A sound like a tap-dancing avalanche began to emanate from the 
phone. 

* 

Five minutes later they were in another locked room, but the others didn’t seem to 
mind much. “Look they have beds!” cried out Tony Tony, happy to the point of tears, 
“and a real life bathroom!” 

Greg left him to it, he wanted to wash as well but he decided it could wait a while. 
He noticed that Free Flower had walked straight to the window and was watching 
out.  

Greg realized that he was glad Free Flower was there, she had recognized the 
Dryadish when neither he nor Tony Tony could. In spite of his initial misgivings he was 
beginning to suspect that she would be a valuable asset. 
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He joined her at the window ledge, “Where did you learn to recognize Dryadish?” 
he asked 

“I’ve been around”, Said Free Flower, and that seemed to be it. She didn’t volunteer 
any more information, and Greg didn’t push the issue. Together they watched as 
the sun set and the dragons grew restless. 

 

Scene Fifteen 

In which we acquire another group. 

 

Clare’s eyes were on her screen but she wasn’t reading. Greg and Tony Tony were 
off on an adventure somewhere, making deals with the wild Dryads, and probably 
doing all kinds of other exciting things too, and here she was, doing exactly the 
same thing she did yesterday.  The injustice rankled. 

Clare was bored, and if she was anything Clare was a woman who didn’t deal well 
with boredom. She was also high enough in the command chain to be able to set 
her own assignments. Tony Tony and Greg were doing something secret, and in 
Clare’s mind the word secret was synonymous with interesting. 

Certainly the readers were interested by interesting stories, weren’t they? 

Tony Tony and Greg were off on an adventure, she was stuck here, but she had a 
duty as a reporter to chase this story, right? 

She walked the width of her office and poked her head out the door, “Oh Frankie”, 
she called, “just out of curiosity, how much tracking do you remember from your 
army days? 

 

Scene Sixteen 

In which recent events are discussed 

 

Lord Greenbadger sipped a glass of red wine, and watched the sun rise. The wine 
was in fact of an excellent vintage, but to him it all tasted the same. Wine, art, fine 
music, he enjoyed all of them in their own way, but they were really all there for the 
benefit of his guests. Lord Greenbadger had leant long ago the benefit of 
appearance. 

The sunrise however, was beautiful. Lord Greenbadger let himself drink it in while he 
thought about Lord Redfox’s Will. They were, he thought, five days in, and the visitors 
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to the manor hadn’t dropped off yet. That was to  be expected perhaps, it would 
take time for overseas visitors to arrive, and many of those he had already chased 
off would want to come back for another shot, you saw those trends in other wills, 
and Lord Redfox had had an enormous family. Still it meant another busy day for 
him; he had managed to chase off all five people who had showed up yesterday, 
and today it looked like he could expect another five. 

He considered Bluequail, Lord Bluefinch’s son. The man had, like all the others, 
through ignorance or arrogance, shown up in the belief that it would be easy to 
claim his inheritance, Lord Greenbadger allowed himself a faint smile, five days on 
and he certainly no longer believed that. Still the little man was holding on, and Lord 
Greenbadger was somewhat impressed, he was like a little scrappy bulldog. But still, 
Lord Greenbadger sipped his wine and dismissed the man from his mind; he would 
be stepping up the pressure today, and he felt fairly sure that his Cousin would do 
the same, so the man would never make it to the reading; if he managed to stay in 
the house, then he would just drop of stress, which would solve the problem nicely, 
even if it would smell somewhat. 

He turned his attention to the man Greg. That one had come out of left field for him; 
he hadn’t even been away of the man’s existence, much less that he could be a 
serious threat. Not for the first time he was impressed by his cousin’s foresight, she 
had seen him coming years ago and prepared accordingly. He had been 
monitoring his cousin’s communications and been very impressed with what this, - 
Greg, - had managed.  

There was a new group forming in the offices of the man’s news paper, 
Greenbadger was letting them; if they kept reporting back on their progress then it 
would be a good source of information for him, and he was rather curious to find 
out, exactly what this, Greg, had been doing with the Dryads. 

That just left his cousin, the good Lady Greenroe. With the greatest respect to the 
new man, Lord Greenbadgr felt that she was still his greatest threat. She was 
cunning, ruthless, and she had a pre established worldwide network. It was only the 
fact that she was mostly ignorant of communications that allowed him to keep a 
somewhat upper hand, and he knew it. 

Lord Greenbadger drained his glass. That would be it, he thought to himself, her, me 
and him, around that table on the thirtieth. And then it would be Lord Redfox’s 
move.  

The sun was almost up. He let the last of the sky turn a brilliant early-morning blue, 
and then he stood. It would be a busy day; he could feel it. He turned on his heel 
and walked back inside his house. 
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Scene Seventeen 

In which troops are mobilized. 

 

Clare felt like a drill sergeant, as she paced back and forth; inspecting her 
assembled men. She reached the end of the row, turned and walked back; making 
notes as she passed.  

Frankie defiantly looked the part; he had managed to dig up good quality hard 
weather gear at very short notice. She saw that he was standing like a coiled spring; 
a man on top of the diving board. Clare realized he was fighting the urge to snap to 
attention, and she felt like giggling.  

Andrew was wearing his normal work clothes; wrinkled and smelling somewhat like 
fear. Clare wasn’t happy about him, but Sandra had made it quite clear what she 
thought about walking off the job, and it didn’t seem to matter how many times 
Clare explained that they were following up a lead, Sandra was still immovable.  

She left Andrew shivering like a cadged animal, and walked past her third man. Ants 
was slouched in a large plush armchair2. Although now that Clare thought about it, - 
slouched, - was definitely the wrong word, since it implied that the subject was still 
upright; Ants had found a way to sit comfortably while his head was scraping the 
carpet. Clare wondered why she didn’t find this odd, and then it occurred to her 
that she had never seen Ants in any position other than sprawling and looking 
bored. 

They may have been only one third soldiers but Clare still felt like a drill sergeant. She 
turned on her heal at the end of the line and called “Atend-Shun!”.  Frankie rapped 
his heals together in a text book attention, and looked much relived. Andrew froze 
up like a board; making Clare worried that he was going to tip over. Ants rolled his 
eyes over to her and gave her a contemptuous look. That’s about what I expected, 
thought Clare; satisfied.  

She turned and walked in front of them, turned away for a moment to gather 
herself, and then turned on her heel to address them. “Men!”, she belted out, in the 
most booming voice a slim, twenty three year old  woman could muster, “Are you 
ready to take part in the greatest adventure of our lives?” 

“Yes Sah!” snapped out Frankie, in a far more impressive booming voice. 

“R-r-right”, said Andrew, looking terrified 

Ants grunted, It sound vaguely affirmative. 

                                                 
2 Clare knew for a fact that there hadn’t  been any armchairs in the office that morning; 
sometimes Ants put a lot of effort  into relaxing 
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“Ants!” said Clare, keen not to lose the momentum, “Is the helicopter, ready?” 

Ants nodded; dusting the carpet. 

Clare turned to Frankie, “Are you still ready to fly the helicopter?” 

“Yes Sah, I am.” 

“Andrew, are you ready to man our communication equipment; defending it to 
your death?” 

“Well- Death, I mean, I never-” 

“Andrew!” 

“Yes!” 

“Good!” 

Clare felt wonderful, when they make a movie of my life , she decided, I want this 
scene to be in it. “Everything’s ready then. Ants; man your station here. Frankie, 
Andrew; follow me to the roof. Wove Out!” 

And indeed they were moving out, and everything was going well, and then her 
phone rang. 

 

Scene Eighteen  

In which a deal is made. 

 

Greg was in front of the Dryads again, alone this time. He was holding Tony Tony’s 
phone up again; listening to what sounded to him like a small nuclear confrontation, 
fed through a wet mesh wall.  

Eventually the sound stopped and he held the phone against his ear, “They’re 
offering you a deal Sir,” said Clare , “you have to stop some sort of apocalypse 
that’s going on down below right now. If you do that, they’ll take you to 
Transylvania.” 

Greg focused on the important thing, “Apocalypse?” he asked 

“Their word; not mine.” 

“Actually I suspect their word was something like-” he scratched the phone against 
his four day beard. 
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Clare sounded shocked, “How did you know that.” She asked, “Sir.” she added, 
apparently quite genuinely 

“Lucky guess, can you tell me where we are?” 

“Sure sir, if you could just hold up the phone for me again” 

“You know what Clare; I’m suddenly not so curious.” said Greg, who had been 
locked in his room for most of the day, and was quite keen for something to happen. 

“Ok Sir, what do you want me to do?” 

  Greg considered, “Tell them I accept”, he said. 

 * 

Five minutes later Greg was staring down on a ping pong ball sky, Tony Tony and 
Free Flower were there beside him. 

Tony Tony looked up at Greg and asked, “Are you really Lord Redfox’s son?” 

“What?” 

“What you told the Dryads earlier, are you really Lord Redfox’s son?” 

Greg looked at his friend carefully, weighing him up. Finally he replied, “Yes I am” 

Tony Tony looked confused, “Why did you always call him your uncle then?” 

“It’s a werewolf thing, we never use close titles to refer to our relatives” 

“Why?” 

Somehow it had never occurred to Greg to ask that question, “I don’t really know, 
it’s just always been like that.” 

“Ah”, said Tony Tony, grinning wryly, “It’s traditional” 

Greg felt like he could laugh, “Yes”, he said, “I suppose it is.” 

The Troll that had escorted them to the edge came back now. He, or she, Greg 
couldn’t be quite sure which, had three bundles in his arms. For a mad moment 
Greg thought of little troll babies, but then the troll handed them out and he saw 
that they were backpacks, a little bit old, but otherwise fine backpacks. 

There didn’t seem to be anything else to do, so Greg started to pull on his backpack, 
which turned out to be surprisingly heavy, full of food maybe? Out of the corner of 
his eye, Grey noticed the others doing the same. 

He got the backpack on; including the fiddly little security straps, and then he stood 
and waited. The troll seemed to be waiting too; at any rate it wasn’t doing much. 
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Greg wondered how they were going to get down to ground level, some kind of air 
taxi? A special dragon perhaps? 

“What do you think is in these things?” asked Tony Tony. Greg shrugged, he didn’t 
really have an answer, and he didn’t think it was that important, free stuff was free 
stuff. 

 Something was poking him in the back; he shifted uncomfortably and reached 
underneath his pack. When his hand came back it was holding a plastic gripping 
handle on a short piece of cord. Far too late his brain started to make the 
connection between the cord, the sky and the large troll, who was still standing 
behind them. 

“Tony Tony,” he said slowly, “I’m not sure these are-” 

Then the troll pushed them over the edge. 

Greg took freefall well; he stayed calm and observed around him. He could see 
dragons whipping upwards and past him, like the floors outside a glass elevator, the 
sky was still the same impenetrable white. Somewhere above him Free Flower was 
sweeping acrobatically, she looked like she was having fun, so he left her to it. Tony 
Tony was thrashing around, and looked like he was using the kinds of words that 
make rushing wind a bonus. Greg yelled at him to calm down but his words were 
swallowed too, it probably didn’t matter though, Tony Tony had great survival 
instincts, he would pull the cord before he hit the ground. 

Suddenly the sky cleared under his feet, and Greg dropped into clean and clear 
sunshine. He was elated, then a moment later, confused; very, very confused. He 
pulled his rip cord so he could get a better look.  

It looked like the beetle from a horror movie he had seen as a child; in that it was at 
least twenty stories high.  Then he noticed that the area behind it was devoid of 
trees, and he understood.  

“It’s a tree clearer”, he said aloud, “A mobile lumber factory. That’s incredible!” 

 He noticed that Tony Tony had opened his chute as well, and was drifting down 
next to him, giving him a funny look. “And an apocalypse”, he added, “I can see 
why the Dryads are upset. But still you have to admit this is clever; think of the profit 
margins on this thing!” 

Tony Tony just smiled and shook his head, and together they took in the sight in front 
of them. 

“I say we land a little way away”, said Greg, “that way we can check out the 
guards and the procedures” 
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“Nah,” said Tony Tony, “The sun’s starting to go down, I say we just land on it, go the 
‘honored diplomat’ route, it’s always worked before.” 

Greg nodded, and together the two men drifted down. 

 

Scene Nineteen 

In which our heroes have a familiar experience. 

 

When morning came, Greg opened his eyes and stared at the bottom of the bunk 
above him. He was a prisoner; this time there was no ambiguity. Greg felt annoyed, 
“We’ll walk right in, the man says. “Honored diplomats, the man says.” 

Tony Tony’s voice came from the bunk above him, “look will you leave it Greg, I said 
I was sorry. Anyway it’s always worked for me before” 

“Yes, but I bet you were always wearing a clean suit before” 

“My suit is clean”, said Tony Tony, sounding indignant, and Greg had to admit that it 
was, he had seen Tony Tony, painstakingly washing his suit in their room’s sink. 

“Less wrinkled then”, said Greg. But he knew that it wasn’t really Tony Tony’s fault, 
and he left him alone. 

The two men lay in silence. There wasn’t much to listen to this deep in the beetle, but 
there was the white noise from the light, and somewhere, the dripping of a tap. 
Since they hadn’t been given a tap or anything like it, Greg wondered if the sound 
was being piped into the cells to irritate the inmates, if it was, then it was working. 

“Free Flower was right behind us when we landed, right?” asked Tony Tony. 

Greg was very happy to have something else to focus on. “Yes, I think she was” 

“Well they didn’t take her in with us; do you think the woman’s prison is in another 
part of the beetle?” 

Greg thought about this, “These cells probably don’t get much use, way out here.” 
He said. “So there wouldn’t really be a need for separate gender cells”. 

“Then she’s probably still free.” 

 Greg realized that it wasn’t a question, he answered anyway. “They probably 
wouldn’t put her in the same cell as us, but yeh, if they had caught her we would 
have heard them outside.” 

“So is that the plan? We’re just waiting for her to rescue us?” 
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“It’s not the manliest option, but yeh. I don’t think we could escape from here so 
we’re basically waiting for someone else to do something.” 

Tony Tony shifted in the bunk above, “I’m not so sure about that ‘can’t escape’ 
thing. Remember when we ended up in that Turkish prison together?” 

“I thought we swore never to mention that again.” 

“Ok then, how about the time we were in Scott base, and the people there ended 
up locking us in a store cupboard, ‘for our own protection’. The point I’m trying to 
make is that this is definitely not the first time we have been in prison, and it wouldn’t 
be the first time we would’ve escaped either.” 

Greg let his eyes search the room, taking in the bullet proof, one way glass which 
served as their door, the toilet which had to be flushed from outside their cell, and 
most of all, the thick, thick walls which didn’t make a sound when you hit them, 
“Somehow,” he said, ”I don’t think it will be that easy” 

“So, we wait?” 

“We wait” 

 

Scene Twenty 

In which expensive things are found 

 

Free Flower was lost.  

It was annoying, but there you go. She just wasn’t good at the insides of building. 

She knew she had seen, among other things, a well equipped emergency room, 
numerous rooms filled with sturdy looking equipment which she hadn’t recognized, 
and absolutely countless break rooms; filled with cigarette machines. She tried to 
remember the order they had come in, but failed. Then she tried to retrace he steps 
back to where she had come in, but failed. She was truly lost, and it was annoying 
her. 

She couldn’t even say how long she had been, alternatively walking and resting, she 
felt sure that it must be at least morning, but she had no watch to check. The beetle 
seemed to follow a schedule of its own, sometimes the corridors were swarmed with 
workman, and sometimes it was completely deserted. 

She had been worried, at first, about the number of people who had seen her, and 
she had tried to appear businesslike; as though she were someone important. After 
a while she had realized it didn’t matter, no one was going to report the half naked 
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woman wandering the corridors, she suspected they were afraid that someone 
would make her stop. 

She was in yet another endless corridor with doors lining both sides.  She walked 
along, testing door handles as she went. One opened for her, but it was a broom 
closet, containing nothing more interesting than a worn down mop. She closed the 
door and walked on.  

As she walked, one of the doors opened for her. She turned on the impulse and 
walked in, brushing against the exiting technician as she did so. The man made a 
shocked kind of flutter as the door closed between them, but the door didn’t open 
again, and she hadn’t really expected it to. 

The room was filled with squat monoliths of plastic and aluminum. They didn’t visibly 
do anything; they just sat there, looking grave and important. Free Flower didn’t 
know much about computers, but she noticed that the room was air conditioned, 
and she knew enough to read that as a good sign. 

The technician looked as though he had been doing something important, his tool 
kit, filled mostly with abstract pieces of plastic, was still sitting open by one of the 
monoliths, which she noticed was open too. Free Flower thought about what she 
was going to do if the technician came back, but she decided that she could 
probably handle him no matter what his intentions. 

She looked inside the monolith; it wasn’t any shinier than the outside, but it hummed 
deeply, like a choir of Franciscan monks celebrating the apocalypse. 

Free Flower took a step back and thought about her next move. They were here to 
shut this whole operation down, and she had clearly stumbled upon an important 
place in the beetle, maybe even the nerve center. There were probably more 
elegant ways to close down a logging operation, but finding such an important 
place was incredible providence, and in the story of her life she would be doing 
herself a great disservice if she ignored this plot device. 

She noticed that, sitting out of place in the technician’s toolbox, was a fifteen inch 
crescent wrench.  

She took one last look around the high tech canyon. This looks expensive, she 
concluded. 

 

Scene twenty 

 In which our heroes meet their captor 
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Greg was surprised when the guard came to get them; he would have left them for 
seventy two hours, so that they would be a little bit broken when the interrogation 
came; someone was clearly keen to speak to them. 

They walked through featureless corridors.  

It occurred to Greg that he would’ve also kept them in separate sound proof cells, 
and given them a corner rather than a toilet.  

There were two armed guards directly in front of them and two guards directly 
behind, there was also a guard about twenty feet behind and in front of the 
procession. It was, thought Greg, a slick job, professional. This seemed odd to him; it 
was a weird mismatch of competencies; so good at prisons, yet so bad at 
interrogations, he wondered just who was running this operation. 

Greg tried to map out their path in his head, but it was impossible, there was just 
nothing to distinguish one corridor from another. There weren’t even people, the 
whole place seemed deserted.  Throughout the whole trip Greg saw only one other 
man; a computer technician who hurried down a side corridor towards them, but 
then saw them and sprinted in the other direction, looking shocked. Greg wondered 
if word had been put out to avoid them, it wasn’t unreasonable; it would defiantly 
stop them from spreading messages around the crew, but then if the crew had 
been ordered to avoid them he would have expected to see them peeking around 
corners and through half open doors. It was all very odd. 

They walked into another corridor, and Greg noticed that at the end of it was a 
much more ornate door than all the others, in fact it looked like someone had gone 
to the huge effort of decorating it with fig leaves of gold plating, Greg thought it was 
a nice affect, but completely unnecessary. He formed that opinion before he saw 
the room. 

After he had walked through the door, Greg revised his opinion. No man, he knew, 
could ever walk from the blandness of the rest of the beetle into this room without 
suffering a heart attack. A step up was needed, something to dull the need for 
aesthetic stimulation before hitting it with the equivalent of a sense grenade; that 
was what the door was for. 

“Do you like it?” asked a voice in an easy Texan drawl. 

Greg nodded.  

Then he remembered where he was and forced his ears and his eyes to work 
together again. Where? He thought. There! He answered. 

He was sitting on the leather couch, wearing the kind of cowboy suit that Greg had 
only ever seen in movies, and smoking a cigar. Greg thought he looked completely 
ridiculous, and rich to the point of obscenity. 
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The man indicated to two lazy boys in front of him; Greg took Tony Tony by the 
shoulder and steered him down, then he took the other seat for himself. Tony Tony 
was still staring into space. Greg hoped he would snap out of it soon, he knew he 
wasn’t good at one to one situations. 

The cowboy man spoke first, “I am glad you dropped in when you did, boys” he 
drawled, “I was only dropping by to check the running of this part of my business, 
another day and you would have missed me entirely” 

Greg nodded again, he didn’t know who this man was or what he wanted; so he 
was holding his cards very close to his chest. 

The man was clearly waiting for a response, but when none came he seemed to 
change to tactics. He held up a bottle of amber liquid, “Would you like a drink?” he 
asked. 

Greg thought of subtle poisons and shook his head. “Suit yourself” the man said, 
pouring himself a generous measure.  

He took a sip and fixed Greg with his eyes, “Who are you?” he asked directly. 

Greg looked at Tony Tony, saw that he was still staring into space, and decided to 
go with what worked. “I’m a diplomat”, he said, with as much confidence as he 
could muster, “From the Dryads” 

“Really,” said the man, “I wasn’t aware there were any apple trees in the Amazon” 

Amazon eh? Greg filed that information away for later. “I don’t believe there are, 
but the Dryads seem to object to such large scale logging.” 

The man nodded, stood up, and walked to the window which made up most of two 
of the walls.”Tell me Mister…” 

Greg invented wildly, “Johnson” 

“Johnson, do you believe in the greater good?” 

“Yes, I believe so” 

“With this machine I can collect lumber at a rate that is an order of magnitude faster 
than what was possible before, I have used that lumber to build houses, school, and 
hospitals, can you argue that this is a bad thing?” 

Greg couldn’t. He formed a dozen counter arguments, mostly about the damage 
he was doing to achieve his good ends. But he didn’t use any of them, instead he 
said, “Your prison procedure are inadequate” 

The man looked as though he had just been slapped with an octopus. Greg loved 
that look; do something unexpected and suddenly it’s a whole new game, he 
thought, and I’m the one writing the rules.  
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“What do you mean?” 

“Prisoners who come in together shouldn’t be housed together; they give each 
other support, keep each other sane. You should house them in separate sound 
proof rooms; just leave them there for a few days then they’ll be more favorably 
disposed to whatever deal you offer.” 

The man stroked his mustache thoughtfully, “I suppose that’s true”, he conceded 

Then there was a grinding noise and everything lurched sideways. Tony Tony’s 
survival instincts jerked him back to earth “That sounded expensive”, he said. 

Then there was a much bigger lurch, and the man was thrown against a wooden 
sculpture, he lay still. Greg’s brain kicked into overdrive, new game, new rules. He 
grabbed Tony Tony, who had been making for the fallen Texan, and together they 
made for the door. 

 Evacuation alarms were blaring and by the time they made it to the door only one 
guard was left; he saw them and the fallen man at the same moment, and made 
his choice. “Stay here!” he demanded, while gesturing at the ground, and then he 
ran inside. 

Greg and Tony Tony sprinted down the hallway. Tony Tony tried to follow the lighted 
arrows to the EvacBlimps but Greg caught him by the collar and pulled him into a 
darkened corridor. 

Then a series of explosions ripped the structure. 

 

Scene Twenty One 

In which we learn little because it’s a very short scene. 

 

Johnson was watching the sunset when Devlin barreled out of the jet, “They’re in the 
Amazon”, he yelled. 

Johnson sighed, “Let me finish my coffee first”, he said. 

“Our orders were to take off as soon as we knew where we were going”, said Devlin 

“It will take us all night to fly to the Amazon, an extra few minutes won’t hurt” 

“Nevertheless, we have our orders”, said Devlin, in tone of voice that seemed to 
suggest that this settled the argument. 
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Johnson sighed again, he was beginning to wish that he had been partnered with 
someone a bit older, less eager to prove himself, and most of all, less love struck. He 
drained the rest of his coffee in one gulp, “Coffee’s finished” he said, “Let’s go.” 

 

Scene Twenty Two 

In which our heroes receive a warning  

 

The sun wasn’t even out yet, everything was dark.  

Tony Tony liked to rise with the sun. Many people took that to mean that he could 
somehow go with less sleep than the people around him, but that wasn’t it; sun rise 
was just the time he was set to wake up. 

So he was annoyed when someone shook him awake and he looked up to see stars 
above him. “Go away, Greg”, he grunted, “It’s still morning”.  

“Get up!” whispered a voice which clearly wasn’t Greg, “I need to tell you 
something important.” 

There was a lot of sleep deprivation in-between Tony Tony’s instincts and quick 
action, but they drove through it like a hydraulic ram. With a ripping sensation in his 
brain his danger sense came to the fore,. Tony Tony’s whole body was tensed like a 
spring, and then he relaxed it; he knew he didn’t have to fight; something just wasn’t 
right with that idea. 

The figure lifted away from him, and hurried into the jungle. There were still some 
lights from the numerous small fires burning on the wreck of the beetle, and Tony 
Tony took the opportunity to get a good look at the figure. But it was no good; the 
figure was wearing a full traveling robe, pulled low down in front of the face. 
Wondering where a person found a full traveling cloak nowadays, Tony Tony 
followed. 

They had chosen to sleep in the middle of a clearing. The clearing had been burnt 
there by some sort of flaming liquid, but they had decided that the risk of toxicity 
was lower than the risk of sleeping outside in the Amazon rainforest. Greg walked a 
little bit out of the clearing, and the figure was waiting for him there.   

“Listen”, the figure said; using the deep, flat tones which women use when they are 
trying to disguise their voice as a man’s, “There’s a woman in Transylvania, she’s your 
enemy, she’s the one who crashed your plane over Australia” 

“Right?” said Tony Tony, feeling justifiable cynical. 

“Yes” said the ‘not a woman’, “She doesn’t want Greg at the reading of the will” 
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That caught Greg’s attention. “That so?” he said 

“Yes, she’s sending men after you, they’ll be here soon” 

“Really?” said Tony Tony, looking around. 

“Yes, now listen, you can’t go with them, whatever happens don’t go with them” 

“Ok” said Tony Tony, “but how will I know when they’re here?” 

The heavily robed woman pointed over his shoulder. He turned and saw the huge 
plane, sweeping the debris of the beetle with a spotlight. “Ah”, he said. 

“Don’t go with them,” said the woman anxiously. 

“Ok!”, said Tony Tony, getting into the spirit of things. 

The woman turned to go, but then spun back. 

“And don’t hurt them.” 

“Ok!”, said Tony Tony. 

The woman turned to go, but then spun back. 

“And don’t tell anyone you saw me.” 

“Ok”, said Tony Tony 

The woman turned to go, but then spun back, grabbed him by the collar, pressed 
herself against him, and kissed him, hard. Tony Tony wondered why she had ever 
pretended to be a man in the first place. 

Then the woman broke away, hurried into the jungle, and was gone. 

 

Scene Twenty Three 

In which our heroes receive an offer. 

 

“There they are”, said Devlin, “In the middle of the clearing.” 

“Good,” said Johnson, “Finally. Lower the intensity of the spotlight; we know where 
they are now, and if we stop blinding them it will work as a peace offering” 

Devlin nodded, and dialed it down. “Is there a procedure for this?” he asked. 

“We land next to them, and then one of us goes out and meets them” 

“One of us?” 
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“We’re threatening enough as is” 

“Right.”, said Devlin, looking around for a place to land, “There’s nothing here” he 
muttered 

“What?” 

“There’s nowhere we can land, this whole place is solid rainforest with a few gaps 
too small to get the jet through” 

“What about a convenient piece of metal from, whatever the hell that thing was” 

“It’s all too buckled,” said Devlin, “Which of us is going down?” 

“Do you want the job?” 

“Yes actually I do” 

Johnson smiled; Devlin suspected he was thinking something about the follies of 
youth. “Alright,” he said, “the jet can only hover for 30 seconds at a time, so after I 
drop you off I’ll have to fly a wide circle around to keep my engines clear, that ok?” 

“I’m ready”, said Devlin, he distinctly heard Johnson murmur ‘Of course you are.’He 
ignored it and walked to the door.  

“Alright, when you’re ready.” said Johnson.  

He opened the door and rolled down the ladder, and then he slid down, slowing 
himself by brushing his fingers on the rungs. He hoped he looked impressive. 

When he turned around they were all watching him. He took note of the fact that 
they had picked up a woman from somewhere, it was too late to call it in now, and 
he would have to improvise. “Mr Greg” he said, Mr. Tomson, Mam, I am Agent Devlin 
from the FBI. I’ve been sent here, light of what has happened, to offer you 
sanctuary, if yo-  

“I call bullcrap and accuse you of working for a woman in Transylvania”, Mr. Tomson 
cut across him. 

Devlin fought to stop the shock spreading across his face; he wasn’t sure he was 
successful. “I don’t know what you’re talking about”, he said, in his best, ‘not utterly 
shocked’ voice.  

It wasn’t good enough. An easy smile spread across Tony Tony’s face, it was the kind 
of smile that cats get when they corner a mouse, or fat people get when they see 
an ‘all you can eat’, it was the kind of smile that said, I’ve got you and you can’t get 
away. 

“Well thanks for the offer, Agent Devlin, but I think we can find our own way” 
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“What? We’re in the middle of the Amazon, how do you plan on going anywhere?” 

Tony Tony gave a knowing jerk of his head, and Devlin turned just in time to see 
something huge drop out of the sky. The thing landed only a few feet to his left, and 
to his shock he recognized it as an albino smoke dragon; his uncle had had a ranch 
until an arsonist had burned it down, to his greater shock he recognized the rider as 
a hulking great troll. When did that happen? Why were they here? What happened 
in the days they couldn’t follow them? 

To his utter horror the three of them started climbing on the dragons back.  

Devlin thought. He knew that he couldn’t force the three of them to stop; there were 
too many of them, and then there was the dragon, the troll, and he had just noticed 
that the woman was carrying a sword. The jet’s weapons could handle them, but he 
had been ordered not to use lethal force. After all that time waiting, his quarry was 
mere feet away from him and they were walking away, and there wasn’t anything 
that he could do about it. 

“Wait!” he cried out desperately. 

Tony Tony stopped walking, but he didn’t stop smiling. “Yes?” he said. 

But Devlin’s mind was blank; no miraculous words came to his rescue. Tony Tony 
shook his head and chuckled. Devlin could only watch numbly as he boarded the 
dragon, and then disappeared into the twilight sky, fading to a dot, and then 
vanishing into the rising sun. 

Devlin didn’t think he had ever felt so powerless in his entire life. 

 

Scene Twenty Four 

In which one of our antagonists has a good mope. 

 

The day slipped past for Devlin, and before he knew it, it was sunset. He sat on what 
looked very much like a gun turret and let the heat seep into him.  

Her footsteps were completely silent, but he knew she was there; all men in love 
have this power. She stood behind him and wrapped her arms around him, “Bad 
day, honey?” she said 

“Worse than you can imagine” he replied; he let himself fall back, resting himself 
against her, “I’m glad you’re here Charlotte.” 

She ran her fingers through his hair, “Tell me all about it”, she said 
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“They got away. I had them right there, honest to god, right there; but Mr. Tomson 
knew who I was working for, and they just walked away.” He could feel himself 
sinking slightly just talking about it. 

“He knew who you were working for? How could he know that?” 

“I don’t know”, moaned Devlin, ”I wish I knew but I don’t, I’ve been wondering 
about it all day.” 

He felt Charlotte sigh, she started to rub his hand, and he found it relaxing. “How 
bad is it, are they gone for good?” 

“No. Apparently Jonson managed to put a tracking device on one of them while I 
was standing there like a moron, I don’t really know how he managed that. We’ve 
just been watching the readout all day long” 

“Where are they headed?” 

“South east; it looks like their heading for Transylvania, which means that we utterly 
failed.”He paused, and then said the next bit very quickly. “And it also means that 
Jonson expecting lethal authorization to come though any minute now, Charlotte 
I’ve never killed anyone before!” 

He felt glad she was still holding him, “I don’t know what I’m going to have to do 
when we catch up with them” 

“Look into my eyes”, she said. He did so, she had beautiful blue eyes. “What do you 
want to do?” she asked. 

Devlin suddenly felt that the world was simplified, he had his goal, and he knew he 
could focus on it. “I want to finish my mission” he said, “I want to win your mothers 
approval, and I want to marry you.” 

“And when the time comes to complete your mission, what are you going to do” 

“Whatever is necessary.”, Devlin could feel his confidence growing, life is always 
easier with a plan 

“But, you can’t do that tonight, so what are you going to do instead?” 

“Get a good night’s sleep” 

He felt her sigh, and she squeezed him tighter, pressing herself against him. “What 
are you going to do first?” 

 

Scene twenty five 

In which one of our heroes goes home, briefly 
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For the first time in almost twenty years, Greg smelled the cool Transylvanian air 
again. He breathed in deeply, savoring it like a noticeably tasteless wine, which 
nevertheless comes with many memories attached. 

Tony Tony was watching him, “You’re happy” he said 

Greg considered the statement; “Yes” he said “I suppose I am. By shear random 
chance we set up a good history with a group which might become very powerful 
in the future, and we got to where we were going with twenty two days to go” 

Tony Tony was grinning, “Were you sure the whole time that the Dryads would keep 
their deal?” he asked. 

“No”, said Greg, “I kept thinking we would have to steal parachutes again. But no, 
they were good businessmen, they kept their side of the bargain, and now we just 
have to lay low until the reading of the will.” 

He realized that Free Flower was nudging him in the ribs. He turned around, almost 
gleefully, and then he saw what she had seen. “Well bugger,” he said, “They were 
good businessmen” 

It could be a coincidence, he acknowledged the possibility; he just didn’t believe it. 
It was entirely possible that the place they had landed could just be a sacred site to 
the Dwarfs, and five hundred armed warriors, out on a training jog, were just hurrying 
towards them to explain that fact, but Greg thought it was more likely that the 
shrewd Dryads had realized that they had a valuable asset in Lord Redfox’s son, and 
found away to sell him to the highest bidder while still upholding their deal. 

Greg was impressed by the Dryad’s business sense. He was also very annoyed, and 
resolved to never trust a talking apple tree again. 

Still, as he understood it, his uncle had mostly ended the century’s long feud 
between werewolves and Dwarfs. He wasn’t sure what the Dwarfs wanted with him, 
but he had a feeling that the threat of violence was there to keep him in line, rather 
than to actually be followed through on.  

This hope was lessened somewhat when the Dwarfs reached them and spread out 
into a well executed surround maneuver. Dwarfs disappeared behind rocks, and 
reappeared with guns trained on them, and suddenly Greg realized that no matter 
which way he turned he was staring into the barrels of a great many weapons. 

Greg decided to go the diplomacy route anyway. “Well met,” he said, “To what do 
we owe this greeting?” 
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One of the Dwarfs;, who was clearly the leader, by merit of having the largest horns 
on his helmet, stepped forward. “Are you Redfox’s son?”, he asked, in a voice 
almost as gravelly as a Dryads. 

Greg noticed three things in that sentence.  

The first was the absence of the honorific. That really didn’t bode well; a werewolf 
Lord never appeared without his title, and Greg thought the name looked naked 
without it.  

The second was the fact that the Dwarf knew that he was his uncle’s son. That 
meant that he had been right about the Dryads selling him away, he wondered how 
they had managed to conduct an auction without the ability to speak a human 
language. Maybe they could speak Dwarfish, he thought. 

The third was that it was clearly ridiculous that the Dwarf would have a thoroughly 
modern automatic rifle slung over his back, while wearing chainmail and a horned 
helmet. He wasn’t quite sure about Dwarfish culture, but he felt sure that the 
chainmail at least wasn’t traditional. 

He thought all this in the tiniest fraction of a second, considered it in the second, and 
acted on it in the third. “Technically I am, but I was never close to my father while I 
was growing up.”, he laughed, and he knew it sounded genuine, “Heck, until I was 
seven I couldn’t even remember his name half the time, people kept having to 
remind me.” He knew he was convincing, heck it was very nearly the truth. 

Greg thought that he could see a couple of Dwarfs out of the corner of this eye, 
shifting uncomfortably, but he kept his eyes on the leader, who was clearly 
unimpressed. “I think you are lying to me, I think you are a filthy human liar.” He said. 

Oh dear, thought Greg, certain aspects of the Dwarfen religion coming back to him, 
we’re dealing with a fanatic. Well, that’s reasoned debate out of the window, he 
looked around, and noticed that the follower’s guns were still being pointed at him 
in an efficient and professional manner, I really wish I had another option, he 
thought. 

The leader had started to hum, it was a deep throbbing tone, his followers took up 
the pitch, and soon the whole cliff top was thrumming with the noise. The leader 
opened his mouth and began to speak. 

And so Ka’tol the painfully tall went from the gaze of TAK and he knew his 
wife, who bore him a son, And thou came the birth of the three tribes of 
Hu’man. And as Ka’tol went from the gaze of TAK and was not a Dwarf, so 
were his son’s not Dwarfs, nor their son’s else. And all who trade with the 
hu’man, or give him bread, are not Dwarfs. for the Hu’man are hideous 
aberrations, and if they displease thou, thou must dash their heads against 
the stones. 
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The leader stopped speaking. Gradually the humming died away. There was a long 
respectful silence; even nature seemed to be holding its breath. Eventually Tony 
Tony spoke “I can’t help but notice that shooting us is not the same as dashing our 
heads against stones.” 

The leader looked at Tony Tony, Greg saw madness in those eyes. “We tend towards 
an allegorical interpretation of the Dek’bul” 

“But I thought that the Dwarfs and the humans were peaceful, and that’s been like 
that for centuries, it was only the werewolves that kept the feud going, and that 
ended-” 

“PERVERTS!”, screamed the leader, and now Greg saw rage and madness in his 
eyes, they meshed well together. “They are PERVERTS and not Dwarfs! So says TAK!  
Werewolves and vampires, they are all human! We do not forget!” 

“Forget what?”, asked a bewildered Tony Tony 

“WE DO NOT FORGET!”, screamed the leader, apparently under the impression that 
saying something loud enough makes it automatically true, “The Dwarfs are nearly 
gone, but as long as we live, Dwarfs remain! WE shall prune the diseased branch, 
AND BUILD DWARFS ANEW!” 

Greg noticed, with more sheer terror than he had felt in a long time that Free Flower 
was drawing her sword. Before he could even move, for the T3 time in the last week, 
everything went to hell. 

 

Scene Twenty six 

In which our hero regains consciousness. 

 

Greg felt very muzzy, and the back of his head felt sticky. He didn’t remember hitting 
his head, he didn’t remember a lot actually. He lay there; in what he felt sure was 
grass, until it occurred to him that not being able to remember the recent past was 
not a normal thing.  

He focused.  

There had been a crazy Dwarf, yes, and he had been yelling, and there had been 
guns, danger, that was right, and Free Flower, she had drawn her sword, why had 
she done that? No answer came; he resolved to think about it more when the time 
was convenient.  

                                                 
3 T is not a specific number; it is generally taken as any number which is clearly too much, plus 
three. 
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What had he done? He had grabbed the closest thing, the Dwarfs helmet, right. 
Greg’s brow furrowed, a cultural artifact, that could get him killed the next time he 
met the dwarf, ah well, he was going to be killed this time as well.  

Why had he taken the helmet? Right, he had done the levitation trick. Down a cliff 
face! Had he really done it down a cliff face? He looked up, apparently he had.  

The Dwarfs must still be up there he thought, there was no way they would have 
assumed he was dead. After he had taken a Dwarf’s helmet, they would have 
thought nothing of climbing down the cliff and seeking out his corpse, just to 
desecrate it. 

Where was the helmet? He focused around him and found the helmet within arm’s 
reach, there was blood on one of the horns. He felt the back of his head gingerly, it 
was a fairly deep cut but it seemed to have closed, and it matched the horn, so 
that was one mystery solved.  

What else was injured? He focused on his own body, and virtually every part lined up 
with a complaint. He was bruised, and shaken, and scratched everywhere, and his 
leg seemed to be broken. He focused on his leg, it was in a lot of pain, and it 
seemed to have an extra, unusually flexible, knee. Yep it was broken. Bugger. 

Greg knew that he had to move, he had to move now; if at all possible he would like 
to have moved several minutes ago. But a man can’t just amble away on a broken 
leg, and then there was the question of just where he was going. Anywhere; as long 
as it’s not here, he answered himself, and he set about looking for something to use 
as a crutch.  

While doing this he glared at the helmet, it was no help at all. He also yelled, “Help!” 
in a loud clear voice, more for the sake of completeness than because he expected 
anyone to hear. He also threw himself out of the way to avoid the bright yellow taxi, 
which swung out of nowhere and almost hit him. 

This is it, thought Greg, I’ve lost it; finally, I’ve lost it. He watched as a huge, hairy, 
blond man leaned out of the window and stared at him. Maybe I got shot on that 
cliff top and I’m delirious from blood loss. The man opened his mouth. Maybe this is 
the afterlife; maybe the afterlife is a little Transylvanian meadow, filled with huge, 
hairy taxi drivers. Something weird must be going on, because there are some 
serious problems with this being real. The man spoke, he said, “You call Help, I 
answer, I am Crazy Sven, I am being, how you say? Modern day Superhero!” 

 

Scene Twenty Seven 

In which the correct way of setting a broken leg is mentioned, with counter points 
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If there was one thing that Greg was good at, it was staying calm and playing 
along. He had remembered an old Dwarfish ritual for dishonoring a defeated Dwarf. 
Well, ‘in for a penny, in for a pound’ as Frankie was fond of telling him, he broke off 
the blooded horn and slipped it into his pocket. “I need a ride”, he told Crazy Sven 

“Ya, you do!” said Crazy Sven, who popped open the back door of the cab. 

Greg tried to climb in, but had trouble lifting himself up. Crazy Sven opened his door, 
walked behind Greg, threw Greg into the cab like someone might load something 
soft and unbreakable, and jumped back into the driver’s seat. “Ver to Mac?” he 
barked, while swiveled in his seat. 

Greg was still muzzy, “Take me to someone who can fix a broken leg” he said 

“YA!” screamed Crazy Sven, like a battle cry. He moved the accelerator from no 
pressure, to flat against the floor; the wheels spun, and they were away.  

They were, at least for the moment, far away from the Dwarfs that, he was sure, 
were swarming down the mountain at this moment. Another problem for another 
day, he thought, he considered it a more immediate problem that he had 
apparently escaped from one group of maniacs by getting into the car of another. 
“Why are you called Crazy Sven”, he asked 

“Is, how you say? Irony”, said Crazy Sven, “I am being only sane man, so they call 
me Crazy. Is like, call hoops player Tiny. Ya? Cause he is being Tall” 

Greg decided not to question this. “Where are you taking me?” he asked. 

“Like you say, Leg Fixer” 

“Oh, and who is that?” 

“Leg Fixer!” 

“Right. What I mean is; who is the Leg Fixer?” 

“Me!”  

“You?!” 

“Ya me; Crazy Sven is Crazy Surgeon” 

Greg thought about this, “Is there any way I could have a surgeon who isn’t crazy?” 

“Ya, you Can have Crazy Sven” 

“I mean, is there a surgeon without the word Crazy in his name?” 

“Nein!” 



52 The Wolf’s Will                                                  
http://becomingabetterwriter.wordpress.com/ 

 

Greg was momentarily distracted by the possibility that he had worked out where 
Sven’s accent came from. “Oh, are you German?” 

“Nein, Crazy Sven the Crazy Surgeon is not a Crazy German” 

“Oh” 

The Taxi skidded to a halt outside a small wooden hut. Crazy Sven grabbed Greg 
and walked into the hut with him over one shoulder. “You know, I’m not sure that a 
broken leg needs a surgeon.” protested Greg. 

“Oh HO Ho, are you being licensed medical professional now?” Said Crazy Sven, 
throwing Greg onto a surprisingly comfortable bed. 

“No” said Greg, a nasty suspicion occurring to him “Are you?” 

“Nein!”, and before Greg could stop him, he had grabbed his leg and pulled. 

 

Scene Twenty Eight 

In which one of our heroes meets a folk hero. 

 

Tony Tony didn’t know how long he had been running for; hours, he guessed.  

Tony Tony was well past middle age and was starting to show it around the waist, 
but he had spent the majority of his journalistic career running. He had run towards 
people with celebrity profiles, and away from people with guns, and that life, spent 
in a career path where the ability to run is as fundamental as the ability to write, had 
left him with the legs of a twenty year old Olympiad. 

When the shooting had started he had exited the scene doing what he thought of 
as a one hundred kilometer sprint, and then he had just kept running for the sheer 
thrill of it. He had been on a desk job for the last few years and he was enjoying the 
feeling of seeing the scenery flying past him again.  

He had no earthly idea where he was. It really didn’t look like Transylvania anymore. 
He pondered this while he was still sprinting, and then he spotted something odd. He 
could have sworn blind that he had been in an uninhabited wilderness, and yet in 
front of him was an exquisitely built, carbon fiber, suspension bridge. Tony Tony had 
traveled widely in his time, and he didn’t think it was possible for an exquisitely built, 
carbon fiber, suspension bridge to be a natural feature of the landscape4. 

He slowed to a jog, and then a quick walk, and then an amble, and finally he 
stopped. He looked at the bridge, taking it in, looking for some note of its purpose. 

                                                 
4 This remark shows that Tony Tony had not traveled quite as widely as he thought he had. 
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But there was nothing; it was just a bridge, sitting in the middle of nowhere, with no 
obvious purpose. 

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” came a voice from behind him. 

Most people, Tony Tony thought, would have spun around if a voice spoke to them 
when they thought they were alone. But Tony Tony wasn’t a young man, and his 
instincts were better. “Yes”, he said, “It’s very well made. But I don’t really see what 
it’s here for.” Then he turned around, slowly. 

The man had been resting in the shade of a boulder when he had run up. He was 
what Tony Tony’s father would have called, a proper gentleman. The man rose to his 
feet in a dignified manner, his long white hair falling back to frame a rather sad and 
solemn face. “It is well made.” the man said,”I am very proud of it; it may even be 
my finest work thus far. ” 

The man walked out to meet Tony Tony. He had a measured stride, like a loping, 
careworn lion. “As to why I built it; there is a Dwarfish shrine about three miles in that 
direction” he indicated over the bridge, ”and every year the pilgrims were having to 
ford the river below our feet. I felt that this was unreasonable, particularly on the 
elderly, so I built the bridge. It is my hope that this time next year it will have been 
well worn by the feet of the Dwarfs whose journeys I have eased.” 

Tony Tony, thought of his recent experience with Dwarfs, “Would Dwarfs accept 
human help like that?” he asked. There was something familiar about the old man. 

“Oh my, yes”, said the dignified do-gooder, “Why wouldn’t they?” 

“Well, it’s just” began Tony Tony “Doesn’t their religion have this thing about, you 
know…” 

“Ah yes, should I take it that you have run into the other kind of Dwarf?” 

“Other kind?” 

“Fundamentalists, ones who insist on a literal reading of the Dek’Bul.” 

“Ah”, said Tony Tony, thinking of guns and spittle. “Yes, I suppose I have.” 

“You have my condolences, did you escape unmolested?” 

“Well I’m alive, aren’t I?” said Tony Tony, who thought that it was an unnecessary 
question. 

The man’s eyes grew wide, “Oh, I am very sorry, do you mean to tell me that you 
have met the Tak’Dek?” 

Tony Tony felt that he was getting very tired of people throwing words at him and 
expecting him to understand “Just who exactly are the, Tak’Dek?” he asked 
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“They are militant fundamentalists; the others just host bad talk shows and distribute 
pamphlets” 

“Ah” said Tony Tony, “The ‘dash their heads’ brigade?” 

“Yes” 

“Then yes, they’re the ones” 

The man rested, his hand on Tony Tony’s shoulder, “Then you are a very lucky man, 
the Tak’Dek rarely leave survivors” 

Tony Tony didn’t feel lucky, he felt angry,”You mean that everyone knows about 
those nuts, and they’re just allowed to roam the countryside completely 
unopposed?” He was nearly shouting. 

The man looked a little hurt, “They are hardly unopposed” he said, “The moderate 
community denounces them, several governments have made them officially 
criminal, there’s even a vigilante army roaming around and fighting them whenever 
they can” 

“Well where was any of that when we needed it?” shouted Tony Tony. 

The man didn’t miss it, “We?” he asked 

“Myself and my two traveling companions” said Tony Tony, “We were attacked, and 
now I don’t even know if they’re alive” 

The man hugged him, “I am so sorry, can you contact them?” he asked 

“No” said Tony Tony, remembering that Greg’s cell phone hadn’t worked since it 
went swimming in Australia. 

The man seemed to reach a decision, “I’m going to help you Mr…” 

“Tomson” said Tony Tony, trying to think what Greg would do in this situation, stay 
calm obviously, “But friends call me Tony Tony” 

“I hope to be your friend, Tony Tony, all my friends call me Gileppi” 

Tony Tony felt sure that he had heard the name somewhere before, but he had 
more pressing matters to deal with. “How are you going to help me, Gileppi?” he 
asked. 

“One of my friends is the leader of that vigilante group I told you about, if anyone 
knows what happened to your friends, it will be her” 

Tony Tony nodded, feeling grateful. He looked up, the sun was starting to set; he 
must have been running much longer than he thought he had. Gileppi saw the sun 
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and understood. “We can leave tomorrow” he said, “But first we need to find 
somewhere for you to sleep.” 

 

Scene Twenty Nine 

In which our secondary heroes find their adventure. 

 

Clare hung out of the side of the helicopter, it wasn’t really necessary, but she knew 
she looked great with her hair flying in the downdraft. Because of this, while Frankie 
had technically seen the mess first, she was the first one to get a clear look. 

It was a beautiful day. The sun was climbing into a deep blue sky, and it was just 
starting to get warm. From her vantage point she could see for miles, and what she 
could see right now was a huge collection of flattened jungle and twisted metal. 
“Well, well, well” she said, under her breath, “Tony Tony, what have you been up 
to?” 

The chopper landed on a somewhat flat sheet of metal. Clare jumped off, and tried 
to guess what the thing they were standing on was. She had nothing. It looked like; 
well it looked like someone had collected together a lot of metal, welded it 
together, and dumped it in the middle of the Amazon rainforest. She took another 
look around; it was a bit ambitious for a piece of modern art. 

She felt the reassuring bulk of Frankie behind her. “What are your orders?” he asked. 

Clare wasn’t sure how exactly she had become the leader of this expedition; true 
she had been the one who gathered everyone together, but that had felt like play 
acting. She wasn’t even sure that she actually outranked Frankie at the paper. Still 
the way to be a leader is to lead people. “Circle out” she said, “Bring me clues 
about what this thing was.” 

Then again, she thought, perhaps I’m being too hasty about calling myself the 
leader; Andrew does everything that anyone tells him, and I’ll just bet that Ants 
wouldn’t do a single thing if I phrased it as an order. 

She tried to imagine what happened here. This had been the co-ordinates of Tony 
Tony’s phone when she had last talked to Greg; so Dryads had been here, had they 
done this? It looked like a lot of destruction for a group of immobile trees to do.  

“Sah” called Frankie from the top of what looked to Clare a lot like a gun turret. 
Clare jogged up to him, wondering whether ‘Sah’ was considered an acceptable 
way to address a woman. 
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She reached Frankie’s side.  Frankie said nothing, he just pointed, and Clare followed 
his finger. “Wow oh wow” she exclaimed, “How on earth did we manage to miss 
that?” 

For as far as the eye could see it looked like the trees behind the mess were all 
somehow shorter. It was like looking down the length of a canyon. She looked at the 
other side of the mess, it was hard to see from where she was standing, but it didn’t 
look like the canyon continued. So they had a canyon of shorter trees, ending at the 
mess.  

She took at closer look at the canyon; there were lots of short brown things dotted 
around. “Logging operation” she realized aloud.  

Then all the words started coming at once. Logging operation, in the Amazon, 
Illegal, Dryads, Sentient trees, rage, destruction. Then other words started to appear, 
outrage at trees slaughtered, illegal logging: abuse of law, series of articles, Pulitzer 
Prize, “Andrew!” she yelled, as she marched back to the helicopter. 

Andrew wasn’t in the helicopter; Clare hadn’t even seen him get out. “Andrew!” she 
yelled, “Andrew! Where the hell are you?” She heard a strange little noise, like 
someone clearing their throat while trying not to be noticed. She looked down, 
Andrew was there. 

“Andrew” she said, “Get Ants on the phone, we have a report to make.”  

Andrew was fidgeting with something in his hands, and he was clearly trying to say 
something; he kept stopping and starting, and tripping over his words. Clare got sick 
of waiting, “Well hop to it!” she barked.  

Andrew jumped back and held up something that looked like a briefcase. Clare 
noticed that he was holding it like a shield and looking away from her with his eyes 
closed; she wondered if she was being too hard on him. 

She lifted the briefcase thing out of his grasp, and he immediately darted into the 
helicopter. Clare took a closer look at the thing she was holding; it was much 
heavier than she had been expecting, and it had ‘security footage’ written on the 
side in giant white letters. Clare looked up with a slightly dazed expression on his 
face, I was definitely too hard on him, she thought. 

 

Scene Thirty 

In which one of our heroes remembers what he forgot. 

 

Gileppi had managed to find him an old walking stick, it was made of hardwood 
and Tony Tony found he liked it a lot. He imagined himself in his mind’s eye; he 
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suspected that he was beginning to look the part of the heroic adventurer, his 
beard was starting to grow soft, and his clothes were beginning to fray around the 
edges.  

They had been walking for most of the day, and Gileppi had told him that they 
couldn’t expect to reach the army until tomorrow. Still, Tony Tony was happy; they 
had covered a lot of ground today and he had seen the scenery change before his 
eyes, it was relaxing; he wished he had started hiking earlier in life. 

“How do you know the leader of this army?” asked Tony Tony 

“She grew up near me” said Gileppi, who Tony Tony thought looked like a wizened 
wizard with his giant walking stick, “She would volunteer to help out on my farm 
occasionally” 

Farm, thought Tony Tony, who still hadn’t worked out where he knew Gileppi from. 
“And you just sort of kept in touch over the years?” he asked, aloud 

“I’m afraid not” said Gileppi, “I’m sorry to say that over the years we completely lost 
touch, when we met again for the first time I initially didn’t recognize her” 

“That must have been embarrassing” 

“Indeed. However she seemed to expect it, you see in the intervening years she had 
become a full werewolf, and her appearance was somewhat altered” 

“Really! The army is lead by a werewolf?” 

“Oh yes” 

“That’s awesome and I can’t wait to meet her” 

“Very good” 

“So how did you meet her again?” 

“She came to me asking for weapons.” 

“Weapons?” 

“I am a good engineer; she hoped I could supply her troops with weapons.” 

“Did you?” 

“No” 

Tony Tony’s brow furrowed, “Why not?” 

“I don’t think that directly fighting back is the right move. In my view it only creates 
martyrs, which of course only makes the Tak’Dek more appealing to the disaffected 
youth.” 
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Tony Tony considered this; he had to admit that he saw a certain amount of logic. 
“But you’re still friends with her?” he asked 

“Oh yes, we had a nice long chat and a cup of tea; we still meet up occasionally.” 

“So, your long hard days as a gunsmith are behind you?” 

Gileppi laughed, he had quite a pleasant laugh, “Yes!” he said, “Gileppi the 
Gunsmith is no more, nowadays I-” 

But the use of the title had made something go click inside Tony Tony’s head, “I 
knew I’d heard of you!” he blurted out, “You’re Gileppi the Goat Fucker!” 

There was a very long silence. The two men kept walking out of shear inertia.  

Tony Tony considered every situation he could think of, and concluded that there 
was no situation in the universe where his last sentence wouldn’t be a faux pas. 
“Sorry”, he began. 

“No, no it’s quite alright; I’m used to it” 

“I mean it’s-” 

“I know” 

“I mean that name must haunt you a bit” 

“Indeed, I have built fine bridges for most of my adult life, and I’ll forever be 
remembered for my one youthful indiscretion” 

“Well I mean, that’s a big indiscretion, how did it, you know, happen?” 

“I don’t drink whiskey anymore” 

“Ah” 

Together the two men walked into the gathering sunset; somewhere above the 
clouds a large jet kept an eye on them. 

 

Scene Thirty One 

In which one of our heroes get lonely 

 

The sunrise over a mountain peak is a beautiful sight. The light sparkles down the 
snow, and it’s like a thousand little rainbows trapped beneath the ground. Greg 
noted this, but he found no joy in it. He wasn't a man who was known for his 
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appreciation of nature, and anyway he had something else on his mind at the 
moment. 

He spun on his heel and allowed himself to collapse against the wall.  

"You are being, how you say, little Emo girl." said Crazy Sven, in what Greg thought 
was an unnecessarily accusative voice. 

Greg just smiled and nodded; even after two days staying with Crazy Sven he still 
wasn't quite used to the other mans manners, or his grammar. 

"You not want to talk about it?” asked Crazy Sven 

Greg considered this, he had thus far avoided telling his host what he was travelling 
to do, and how he had ended up at the bottom of a mountain with a head wound 
and a broken leg. Nevertheless, it had been far too long, and he was worried about 
Tony Tony and Free Flower. "I lost the people I was travelling with" he said 

Crazy Sven snorted like a tickled pig, "That is not being a problem" he said, "Just 
make yourself a call to them" 

Greg shook his head "We were attacked" he said, "I don’t know if they are still alive, 
and I can't call them in case they’re captured and the signal gets traced back to 
me." 

"Ah" said Crazy Sven, drawing himself to his full height and nodding sagaciously, 
"Crotchbitters" 

Greg let the specist slur pass, it was far from the least defendable thing he had 
heard Crazy Sven say, "Right" he said, "So you see my problem" 

"Still no problem" said Crazy Sven, with a sense of absolute certainty 

"What?" asked Greg, who didn't see how hundreds of armed dwarfs out for blood 
could possibly be called no problem. 

"You you were on top of mountain right?" 

"Yes" said Greg, a little uncertainly 

"So we drive up top of mountain and go corpse hunting" 

Greg thought about this, it occurred to him that he had no idea what dwarfs did 
with their dead, "Do we know how to do that?" he asked 

"Oh ya" said Crazy Sven, "My brothers and I got through college doing it, back where 
I come from it is the basis of the economy" 

* 

Within five minutes Greg was regretting agreeing to corpse hunting.  
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It wasn't that the idea of finding the corpses disturbed him; he thought that even 
finding a mutilated corpse would be better than not knowing what had happened.  

Nor was it that he didn't feel up to the expedition physically; Crazy Sven's splint may 
have been made out of the leg piece of an piece of sixteenth century armour, and 
a lot of duct tape, but it was very sturdy.  

What was disturbing Greg was the evident enthusiasm that Crazy Sven had for the 
job at hand. No one likes to be around someone who enjoys their job too much, and 
Crazy Sven definitely qualified in this case.  

Crazy Sven was telling him with great relish about the time that he, his twelve 
brothers, and their manly sister, had all broken into a tomb to steal Lenin’s body, only 
to find that another group was half way through doing the same thing. From what 
Greg had picked up, there had been a punch up, and then they had all gone out 
to get a bear. 

"Do you mean beer?" asked Greg. 

"What are you, some sort of girly man? I mean a bear, we all went out and got lots 
of bears. Oh we were how you say? Cut, that night" 

Greg nodded, he wasn't really listening; he was trying to resist the urge to reach over 
and pull the handbrake. He wasn't really sure what application of the laws of physics 
was allowing the yellow taxi cab to climb up an inverse cliff, but Greg didn't want to 
risk interrupting it. For that matter Greg didn't even want to draw attention to it; in 
case he scared the effect off and caused the cab to take its well deserved fall 
directly backwards. 

Greg realised that the cab was levelling off. He opened his eyes, and noticed that 
they were on the same rocky hilltop where the Dryads had dropped them off. He 
almost didn't recognise it; the whole area was absolutely covered with a thick layer 
of corpses.  

Crazy Sven started whooping and jumped out of the cab. Greg followed him 
because Crazy Sven had parked the cab with its back end sticking over the edge of 
the cliff, and Greg had no desire to stay in the machine now that the universe might 
start paying attention again. 

The instant Greg stepped out of the cab the smell of blood hit him, it was like a 
physically force, and it almost knocked him off his feet. Then he noticed the flies. 
They were everywhere, and Greg knew enough about insects to know exactly why 
they would be drawn to corpses. Disgusted, Greg resolved not to touch anything 
and wished that he had brought plastic bags to cover his shoes with. Then he 
reconsidered this and resolved not to leave the cab's side at all. 

He forced himself to take in the scene in front of him, letting the geography involved 
arrange itself in his mind. The corpses seemed to be scattered in two major ways. 
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There was an enormous pile in the middle of the cliff top, and Greg noted that these 
corpses seemed mostly unmarked, apart from two days of decomposition of course. 
All the other corpses seemed to be spread evenly around to ground at the base of 
the pile, and these ones seemed to be a lot worse off, the one closest to Greg 
seemed to have had its lower jaw ripped clean off. 

And they were all Dwarfs, which really wasn't a minor detail. Greg tried to make 
sense of all this; the Dwarfs had lost a battle, badly lost by the look of it; given that 
the survivors hadn't come back for the dead, and then what? All the undamaged 
corpses had been stacked in a pile? Greg would be the first to admit that he hadn't 
read the Dek'Bul, in any kind of determined way, but stacking corpses in the open 
air didn't make a lot of sense as a burial custom. Could they have ended up in a pile 
in some other way? Nothing came to mind. 

Greg remembered the reason that they had came. "Are there any human corpses?" 
he called to Crazy Sven 

"Nein" Crazy Sven called back, "They are all being crotchbitters". Greg noticed that 
he seemed to be lifting jewellery off of the corpses. But he just shrugged, spoils of 
war, he supposed, even if it was someone else doing the actual fighting. 

Guns, his mind chipped in. Greg turned back to the battle field, that’s right, he 
thought, the Dwarfs that attacked us were all armed with high tech weaponry, but 
he couldn't see a single gun now. So what had happened to them? 

Greg could feel the frustration starting to grow within him, he let it grow, and fill him 
up, and then he breathed out, and it was gone.  

He ran through the facts in his mind. The Dwarfs had outnumbered them five 
hundred to three, more like two after he had exited stage left, and they had been 
better equipped as well, but something had happened, and they had lost, badly. 
Then something else had happened, and all their guns had been taken. And while 
all this had been going on Tony Tony and Free Flower had escaped unhurt. So where 
were they? 

 

Scene Thirty Two 

In which we discover that our Antagonist is not as good at dealing with frustration as 
our hero 

 

Devlin was feeling frustrated. It was like the Amazon all over again, except now he 
was in a position of power and was completely unable to use it, actually forget the 
word like, it was exactly the same as what happened in the Amazon.  
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"Why don't we just take him in?" asked Devlin again, "I mean, he's right down there 
and he doesn’t even realise that were up here.” 

Johnson didn't bother to answer, his partner had been asking variations of the same 
question all day long, and he had been hearing variations of the same answer all 
day long as well. 

"I know he's not our primary target and we need to wait until he leads us back to 
Mister Greg" he continued, "but if we were to bring him in now maybe we could 
convince him to just tell us where he is" 

Johnson didn't give any indication that he had even heard, he was just reading a 
book and checking the screens whenever he came to a boring paragraph. 

"And no matter what you say, I’m not still angry about what happened in the 
Amazon" he seemed to consider it important that he got this point across. "It would 
be unprofessional to seek revenge on someone just because they were rude." 

Johnson responded this time; he swivelled in his chair and started to speak, “The 
screen” he said “Look at the scene” 

Devlin did look, “What is that?” he said, “Some kind of party?” 

 

Scene Thirty Two 

In which one of our heroes joins a party 

 

It was a party, Tony Tony was disappointed. He had somehow imagined that the 
army would be a group of serious men sitting around a campfire, talking in hushed 
tones about the horrors of war. But it was a party; there was really no other name for 
it. 

Still, Tony Tony had had to adapt to some rather extreme things in his time and the 
experience had left him a very adaptable man. It was a good party; there was 
dancing, and women wearing not enough clothing, and music, and sword juggling. 
There was also quite a lot of alcohol, Tony Tony noticed, that settled the question of 
whether this was a frequent occurrence; they were clearly celebrating something. 

A tall, striking woman with long wolf-like ears strode up to the two of them, Tony Tony 
thought she looked familiar, "Goat fiddler!" she said in a delighted tone of voice, 
"You stopped in just in time, can you still drink whiskey in pints?" 

Gileppi didn't seem to be even remotely confused by this, "As you well know 
Reddrummer, I have never even attempted something so blatantly impossible" 
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Reddrummer put her arm around his shoulder, "Well then this sounds like the perfect 
time to start, old man. Who's your cute friend?" 

Tony Tony took the opportunity and introduced himself, "You must be the beautiful 
werewolf who leads this army" 

Reddrummer laughed, it was the kind of laugh that a woman develops if she spends 
too much time around heavily armed men; it was quite pleasant, once you started 
adjusting your stance to brace for it."Beautiful eh? Gileppi you trained this one well." 
She turned her head and yelled out to the surrounding environment, "Somebody get 
this man a small cigar!" 

At least three people, who Tony Tony noticed all seemed to represent different 
species, appeared out of nowhere to offer Gileppi a cigarette, and again Tony Tony 
noticed that Gileppi seemed to take this all in his stride. 

"So, to what do I owe the pleasure of your visit?" asked Reddrummer to Gileppi. 

"My friend Tony Tony," said Gileppi, indicating at Tony Tony, "Was in a group of 
people who were attacked by the Tak'Dek"; and it was his hope that you could tell 
him what happened to them" 

Reddrummer nodded, suddenly she looked a lot older "Thats the worst part of my 
Job" she said, she look sadly at Tony Tony, "Would you like a cigarette too?" she 
asked 

"I don’t smoke" said Tony Tony, "I was travelling with a man and a woman, and we 
were on the Transylvanian mountains when we were attacked". He knew he was 
being hasty, even rude, but he couldn't help it, he was so close to the answer. 

"When did you say this was?" asked Reddrummer 

"Early morning, two days ago, the woman-" 

"Was Tall? Tanned? Brunet?" said Reddrummer, looking astonished 

"Yes" 

"Carrying a sword?" 

"Yes!" said Tony Tony, who wished she would get to the point. 

A smile crept across Reddrummer’s face, "Nice ass?" she asked 

"Yes" said Tony Tony, he felt buoyed, that wasn't a description that tends to get 
applied to a corpse 

Reddrummer reached up and gently turned his head to the right, and there, by the 
campfire, was Free Flower. 
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He ran to greet her while behind him Gileppi smiled gently. "That’s very lucky" said 
Gileppi, "How did she get here?" 

Reddrummer pressed a beer into his hand, "Let me tell you a story", she said.  

She began to talk; eventually the sun set. 

 

Scene Thirty Three 

In which tea is drunk 

 

It was going to be another early night. That really annoyed Ernest Kanke, but he 
really had no alternative. He knew that he was being watched; after all it’s not really 
paranoia if you hire private investigators who confirm your suspicions. 

He had reentered the country a little too quickly; that was his fault, he had been 
distracted.  So now, until the suspicion against him died down, he had to give the 
impression that he had enjoyed a relaxing holiday, and that he hadn’t just lost a 
multibillion dollar investment because of a man called Mr.  Johnson, and a group of 
Dryads. 

Fucking Dryads! He thought, with uncharacteristic venom. 

He knew that it would be a problem; the beetle had absorbed a lot of his fortune, 
and many other fortunes as well. Furthermore he knew that many of the respectable 
businessmen he had convinced to invest in his scheme were the kinds of people 
who didn’t consider ‘ripping someone a new one’ to be a figure of speech. 

He knew that if he could stall for a year, then he would be able to release funds from 
his other investments. He could buy them all out and save himself, but it was a huge 
drain on his funds.  

Dryads! It had taken him a good thirty years to build up his fortune and now it was 
gone. Dryads! He had had to cancel the schools he had been building in Africa; he 
had felt the need to go and explain it personally; one of the children had started 
crying. Dryads! He sipped from a cup of tea and glared at the walls of his house, he 
wondered if he would ever be able to stomach another apple. 

Mr Johnson, he thought, changing the subject of his obsession. He had skydived 
onto the beetle. Something had clearly made a flyover. He drank more tea while he 
digested this information, there would be a radar pattern, he thought. 

He let himself be lost in thought, eventually he started to smile. It was not a nice 
smile. 
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Scene Thirty Four 

In which one of our heroes recaps. 

Tony Tony let himself wake up slowly. He felt very relaxed, and warm, that may have 
been the alcohol. He had spent the night in one of the greatest parties he had ever 
attended, fueled, he suspected, by the news that at least one of his companions, 
and possibly two had survived. 

He was sitting around the embers of the campfire. When he looked around he could 
see some of the hardcore trying to continue that party, but most people were like 
him; half passed out, and relying on something other than their own two feet for 
support. He looked around for Free Flower, but he couldn't spot her anywhere. That 
wasn't really a surprise though; she had kept deserting the party during the night, to 
run drills with the army's sword master. 

Tony Tony stretched and sat upright. He suspected that he should be aching; he 
hadn't been able to get a good night’s sleep on bare ground since he had spent a 
week reporting on the Lizardmen revolt in the Congo. He put his numb, painless 
feeling down to the alcohol, and prepared to feel the backlash of his sleeping 
arrangements later in the day.  

Tony Tony's mouth was dry so he went to get water. Reddrummer, was passed out 
over the nearest water barrel, and Tony Tony left her alone. Apparently the story of 
how she had come to find Free Flower was an interesting one. Tony Tony had been 
told it by Gileppi 5. Apparently when the Dwarfs had attacked, she hadn’t run; she 
had fought back against 500 to one odds, with a rapier no less!  

Tony Tony thought that the whole thing sounded like part of a bad movie, and he 
supposed that someone was adding artistic license somewhere along the line. Still 
she was alive, and by her own testimony Greg had managed to get away as well; 
Tony Tony was surprised to realize that this was a huge weight off his mind..  

According to Gileppi, when Reddrummer had turned up to investigate the huge 
massing of the Tak'Dek forces she had found the Dwarfs having to run uphill to get to 
her. The huge party Tony Tony had just attended was apparently set up in 
celebration of the wiping out of a large portion of the enemy forces, and the 
capture of many modern, high efficiency guns. 

Tony Tony, found a barrel of water that looked halfway clear, then he dunked his 
head in it, meaning it wasn't very clear anymore. Dunking his head didn't really do 
anything, but it was something he had seen a half-giant do many years ago, and 
something he had always wanted to do.  

When he looked up, water dripping from his hair, he noticed that someone had set 
up a poster on the side of a multicolored tent. It depicted something which looked 
                                                 
5 Who, it turned out, really could drink whiskey by the pint 
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very much like the leader Dwarf doing something anatomically impossible with his 
helmet. Tony Tony grinned warmly. I've found one of my party, he thought, and I 
know that the other one has a good chance at being alive now. Things are looking 
up. 

 

Scene Thirty Five 

In which events are truly underway 

 

Clare was having one of those strange moments when a leader has to look like they 
are the ones in control, or at the very least have some idea of what’s going on.  

She didn't have the slightest idea where all the bespectacled scientists had come 
from. She had said to Ants that she needed to bring experts in to look at the mess, 
and now there were hundreds, literally, hundreds of the aforementioned people, 
crawling all over the place and theoretically under her command. She knew that 
there was a logical connection between the two things, but she hadn't been the 
one who had made it.  

They had set up a temporary command under a large piece of metal which stuck 
up from the mess. There everyone who could be spared was pouring over the 
security footage which Andrew had dug out. It wasn't that the footage was 
damaged in anyway, but it was taking a very long time to get information from the 
tapes; there was just so much of it to watch.  

She had put Andrew in charge of the recordings; mostly to keep him out of the way, 
but he had taken to the task with intensity which surprised Clare. She wanted to put 
that down to good leadership, but she knew that it was really just simple dumb luck, 
and then she started wondering how many great military victories were the results of 
dumb luck.  

Out of the corner of her eye she saw a figure running toward her, ducking and 
weaving the whole way, like a puppet with someone joggling the strings around. 
She didn't even need to focus on him, "Hello, Andrew", she said, as he reached her; 
out of breath. 
 

"Mi- Miss Clare", he panted, "W-we found something, you should see" 

Clare noticed that Andrew still didn't seem to be able to make eye contact with her, 
but he had gotten through a complete sentence this time, I should write a self help 
course, she thought.  
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She followed Andrew back to their makeshift command center, where dozens of 
computer screens let off an eerie glow even in the bright noonlight of the Amazon. 
All the staff of the center6 were clustered around one of the computers in the corner. 
She walked up at looked into the monitor. 

The recordings were in black and white, but she could see that whoever had 
decorated the room that the monitor was depicting had excellent taste. She 
recognized the faces of her editor and her immediate boss, sitting in lazy boys no 
less, Clare almost laughed seeing that. At least she knew for sure that they had been 
there. She looked at the third person that the camera showed. Well hello, she 
thought, who are you? The man, whoever he was, was sitting on what was clearly 
an expensive couch and looked like he was the one in charge. I've found my lead, 
she thought. 

She turned suddenly to Andrew, who jumped back in shock, "Get a clear picture of 
that man’s face to Ants" she said, "and when that is done, follow the footage 
backwards and forwards. I want you to be able to tell me within the hour exactly 
how Tony Tony and Greg got there, and how they left." 

Andrew made a sharp jerk of the head, which may have been a nod. Then he 
sprinted outside before turning and sprinting back in, looking embarrassed. As he 
started giving orders Clare excused herself and walked back into the noonlight. She 
could feel a wicked grin spreading across her face, things are looking up, she 
thought. 

 

Scene Thirty Six 

In which our heroes are observed 

 

Lord Greenbadger sipped some variety of fruit punch; he had found it in the back of 
the fridge and it hadn’t changed color, so he had decided that it was probably safe 
to drink. 

 He was sitting in his chair in front of his laptop. Slouched might be a better word 
actually, with his legs tucked in so tightly that his chin was actually resting on his 
knee. The recognized the picture that the team in the Amazon was sending home. 
Well well well, he thought, Ernest, you've got sloppy.  

He remembered being asked to take part in Ernest's logging program, but he had 
turned him down. Now with the benefit of hindsight he was glad he had. He would 
have liked to have said that it was due to good planning that he had opted out of 
the logging scheme, but really it was dumb luck.  

                                                 
6 Which is to say, everyone who could be spared 
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Letting them get a picture of you, he thought, that’s going to cost you, Ernest. Lord 
Greenbadger, had considered it really unfortunate that the second team had 
chosen to stay in the Amazon, but this was so entertaining that he was almost glad 
they had. 

Still they were now nothing more than a sideshow, and he had bigger things to worry 
about.  

He thought about Greg. Devlin and Johnson had lost the man. He had heard his 
cousin yelling at Johnson about putting the tracking device on the wrong man. Lord 
Greenbadger was very impressed that Johnson had managed to plant a tracking 
device at all, given that he was about a good kilometer away when Devlin had 
been talking to them. 

Lord Greenbadger didn't think that he Greg would chose to put in an appearance 
now; it wouldn't fit the pattern, but he would want to get in contact with the other 
two. After all, he would want to stop them worrying. Thanks to the diligent efforts of 
Devlin and Johnson, he knew the location of Mr. Tomson, and it was possible that 
they had located the girl as well; Lord Greenbadger hadn't been able to dig up 
much information on her.  

Lord Greenbadger didn't really smile; he had had a busy day yesterday and he was 
still very tired, but he did nod in a self satisfied way. If he did choose to contact 
either of them, then he would be wonderfully placed to profit. 

 

Scene Thirty Seven 

In which a new opportunity arises 

 

Devlin felt that he was really beginning to lose his mind. He was also really beginning 
to understand what his doctor kept saying about stress. He could feel his heart tight 
in his chest, and his throat was dry, and he hadn't managed to sleep while he was 
off duty, so the front of his brain felt like some meat fisted twat had grabbed it and 
was squeezing. 

When Johnson had walked in Devlin had thought, this is it, I've lost my sense of time 
as well. But then he had seen the clock on the jets display, and that had just left him 
confused. "What are you doing up?" he asked, "Your shift isn't for another two hours." 

"We have new orders", said Johnson, sitting down 

Devlin’s brow corrugated, "Nothing came through on the radio" he said 

"These orders aren’t from her ladyship" said Johnson lightly, while playing with the 
display 
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Many words flashed quickly through Devlin’s head; words like 'mutiny' were very 
prominent. "Where did they come from?" asked Devlin, fighting to keep his voice 
calm. 

"One of my other bosses" said Johnson, like a man commenting on the weather. 

Devlin felt fairly sure that this was against the spirit of their contracts at least, "Why do 
you have more bosses?" he asked, horrified now 

"In case someone else requires my services" said Johnson, "I have just been 
advanced an impressive sum for a single job, which should take all of five minutes. 
We have to find a large airborne target, probably a blimp, which is upsetting one of 
the people I work for, I have a radar signature, and it’s nearby. Then, after we've 
found it, we have to bombard it with breacher missiles until it stops being a large 
airborne target. If you want to help me with this, I will happy split my retainer with 
you". 

Devlin took all of this in, in a kind of numb horror. Abandoning a task like this, and no 
matter how he put it that's how it was looking to Devlin, went against everything he 
had tried to be over the years. Some old pilots instinct warned him that they were 
flying into a patch of cloud, but he was barely even aware of it. "And if I don’t want 
to help you?" he asked, like a man trying to talk down a gunman. 

"Then you really should have said something before I started to change our course 
five minutes ago." said Johnson, coolly. He pressed a button on the display, and 
Devlin watched the first breacher arc away from the jet. 

 

Scene Thirty Eight 

In which an order is given 

 

Charlotte was watching the vigilante camp when her cell phone went off. She 
answered it, already knowing who it would be. 

Charlotte, are you in France? 

Yes, Mam 

I’m sending you new coordinates now; they're for a little peasant army camp in the 
Transylvanian mountains. I need you to get there right now. 

Yes Mam 

I want you to go in there undercover; one of our targets is there, but it’s not our main 
target. I need you to work some information out of him. I want you to see if he knows 
where the primary target is, and then stick close to him if you think you have a 
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chance of meeting the primary target yoursellf. Devlin and Johnson can't see 
enough from that silly jet of theirs. 

Yes Mam 

Good girl, hop to it. 

Yes Mam 

The phone went dead. Charlotte put it away and thought a string of unpleasant 
words. Now she had a problem; Her ladyship had no idea that Charlotte had seen 
Tony Tony close up before this point. It was all very well for her to say, go in under 
cover, but Charlotte knew she would be recognized in seconds. She thought 
through the problem, there seemed to be only one way out.  

Wishing that she knew more than one top level vampire, Charlotte prepared for an 
unpleasant trip. 

 

Scene Thirty Nine 

In which we meet the most dangerous person in this story 

 

Charlotte had never seen Miss Alpha at rest. It stood to reason that somewhere 
there must be a little apartment where she spent her sleeping hours, but Charlotte 
had never seen it. She also had never seen Miss Alpha off guard, it didn't work like 
that; you never went to visit Miss Alpha, you talked to the closest bat, and then she 
decided if she wanted to see you. 

This time it looked like Charlotte was in luck. The cave seemed to billow out as 
thousands of bats made their way to the exit and collapsed into a human form. 
"Hello, Miss Epsilon" the figure said. 

Charlotte resisted the urge to bow, "Thank you for seeing me" she said, like her 
mother had taught her, "It is always my honor." 

Miss Alpha did a little girl twist, "Thanks, Miss Epsilon" she said, with a slight lisp. 
Charlotte was sure it was an act. "Can I help?" She asked. 

Charlotte was relived; as incredibly terrifying as Miss Alpha was, she always got 
straight to the point. "I need to change my appearance" she said 

"Oooo" said Miss Alpha, "Why does a pretty lady like you want to do that?" 

As much as Charlotte wanted to lie, she thought better of it. After you had been 
around a while you started to hear, stories, about people who had lied to Miss 
Alpha, "I need to go undercover" she said, "And the man I'm meant to be meeting 
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for the first time invited me to dinner last time we met" she continued, feeling that 
this wasn't something she could really hide. 

"Ooooo, Ok!”  said Miss Alpha,  pointing her palm at Charlotte. There was no 
preamble; Charlotte felt her body changing shape. Every atom in her body started 
to bubble and wave, and then wrench Itself into an entirely new position. It wasn't 
entirely pleasant. 

"But it's just for a day or two" said Miss Alpha, "So call me before it goes away". Then 
she exploded into a cloud of bats, and was gone. 

Charlotte lay on the rock of the cave mouth, gasping breath into unfamiliar lungs, 
and she realized the position she was now in. The mission’s success depended on 
Miss Alpha's goodwill; if she chose to stop helping then no-one else could change 
her into this form again, and she would have to forfeit all the work she had done with 
Tony Tony, and no-one else could go back in because it would look too suspicious. 

Charlotte had been prepared for mind control, but this was something different; she 
was entirely in Miss Alpha's power. 

  

Scene Forty 

In which Chaos reigns 

 

Tony Tony didn't think he had moved so fast in his whole life. When the first dragon 
had hit he had been running before he had even registered what had happened. 
He guessed that he had to be the furthest away from the camp now, and it was 
only now that he risked a look back.  

It was a truly great battle, worthy of an epic poem. The jet ducked and weaved and 
spun and dived, and fired missiles; that wasn't a minor fact. While the Dragons 
swarmed.  

On the face of things the Dragons were the clear winners, they were more mobile, 
and there was more of them, but to Tony Tony's great surprise, they weren’t winning. 
The pilot of the jet was putting it through some maneuvers that seemed to fly in the 
face of the laws of physics. It was very impressive, but Tony Tony knew that there was 
no way that he could keep it up forever, if nothing else it looked as though the wings 
would tear off soon.  

With a shock Tony Tony realized that he recognized both the jet and the dragons. 
The jet had been there in the Amazon, it had disgorged a fake FBI agent, who had 
tried to take him in. The dragons were the same ones that he had climbed over for 
years on end at twenty thousand feet. That angry cloud behind them, which 
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seemed to be chasing the jet, must contain the Dryads, he realized. He wasn't 
happy with either of those groups being anywhere near him, so he kept running. 

"Wait, wait, wait for me" called a woman’s voice behind him. 

Tony Tony turned around, and saw a copper haired woman running up behind him. 
He considered running faster; his trust reflex seemed a little strained nowadays. But 
he had left the camp so fast that he had forgotten to pick his bag up, while this 
woman seemed to have had the presence of mind to bring food along. Plus, she 
was curvy, and even in a life or death situation Tony Tony still liked to consult with his 
secondary head. He stopped running, and let the woman catch up with him. 

"Hi," she said, panting a little "I'm Alice" 

Tony Tony nodded, "That's nice, I'm Tony Tony. Tell me Alice, how fast can you run?" 

 

Scene Forty One 

In which our hero gets active again 

 

Greg was in a picturesque, village when the battle had started, but even over a 
mountain range it is hard to miss a swarm of dragons attacking a jet.  

He watched the battle with mild interest; he was sure that there would be a story 
behind it, and he suspected that Tony Tony would feature in the story somehow. But 
he didn't see how it would affect him directly. He supposed that it might draw 
attention away from him, which was always a good thing. 

Crazy Sven was still in the small town equivalent of a pawn shop; trying to invent a 
legitimate way to find himself in possession of seventy wedding rings, which were all 
engraved with different names. "I am being a, how you say? Man whore. They are of 
the gold, you want or not?" 

Greg was still thinking about how to get in contact with Tony Tony and Free Flower, 
and he was having trouble coming up with a way which wouldn't lead interested 
parties directly to him. He was also starting to get bored with the jet plane/dragon 
battle, and he started to play with the dwarf horn that he had hung around his neck.  

His wandering eyes fixed on a vertical stripe which stuck into the sky like a needle 
poking the setting sun. He had thought of them of course, but he had hoped he 
would think of something else; going anywhere near that tower was not something 
he ever wanted to do. But it had been almost a week, and he hadn't managed to 
think of anything else. 
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He turned around and called out to Crazy Sven, "Hey, how do you feel about a road 
trip?" 

 

Scene Forty Two 

In which charity is done 

 

Tony Tony woke up very slowly. He had been sleeping on rough ground all night, 
and this time there was no alcohol in his system. His back ached like someone had 
used it as a punching bag, and then bit it repeatedly. He decided that must be the 
reason that he had woken up so early, the sun wasn't even up yet, and that wasn't 
like him at all. 

Alice had slept next to him, she was still soundly asleep, Tony Tony felt envious, and 
old. He realised that he could see quite clearly, despite the darkness. He thought 
that was very odd, and he looked over the hills below him. 

There was a village below, and it was on fire. Tony Tony couldn't help but feel 
responsible; after all the only way it would make sense for both the Fake.B.I and the 
Dryads to be here is if they were following him. He looked around, trying to see what 
had happened to the battle. But the sky was clear, and though there were a lot of 
fires in the visible landscape right now, none of them looked very familiar. 

Tony Tnoy's first instinct was to run down the hill and start helping the village out, but 
he stopped first and thought things through, it was something that Greg kept trying 
to get him to do. 

 He now knew that Free Flower was alive, and by the looks of things, it was silly to 
have ever worried about her. He also knew that Greg had escaped the Dwarfish 
ambush, and Tony Tony knew from experience that it wasn't really necessary to 
worry about him. He worried anyway, but even if he could get in contact with Greg, 
it was beginning to occur to Tony Tony that it just might not be a good idea; if 
people wanted to bring Greg in badly enough that they would dedicate a giant jet 
to the task, then it was probably a bad idea to draw attention to him. 

So with nothing left to do that left the village. He started thinking about how he 
could help out. The fires seemed to be mostly under control by this point, but there 
would be injured people; there were always injured people, and Tony Tony wouldn't 
have survived as long as a reporter if he hadn't learnt a few medical tricks.  

He turned to Alice, and wondered whether it would be right to wake her. It probably 
wouldn't be right to just walk off and leave her. He looked down at the village again, 
and then back at Alice. He knew he had some paper in his pocket; it was the back 
of a beer label from the army camp. He rummaged in Alice's pack, feeling rather 
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guilty about doing so, but again he was a reporter, and this wasn't the first time he 
had done it.  

He found a stick of charcoal and started writing on the back of the label. Alice, he 
wrote, I've gone to help out in the village down below, I didn't want to wake you 
because it looked like you needed the rest. Then he tucked the impromptu letter 
into her hand. It wasn't much of a letter he knew, but it was before dawn after all.  

He started walking down the side of the mountain. As the sun rose he thought it 
made the ruined village look quite pretty. 

 

Scene forty three 

In which our hero has things fired at his head. 

 

The sum was already high in the sky by the time that Greg woke up. The front seat of 
a taxi is a surprisingly comfortable place to sleep, once you get used to it. By the 
looks of it Crazy Sven had been awake all night; Greg realised all of a sudden that 
he had never seen the man sleep. That might explain a few things, he thought. 

He suddenly realised that he couldn't really see the sun in the sky. He focused 
forward. Crazy Sevn had apparently been driving all night as well, they had covered 
a lot of ground, and Greg could see the E.M.L tower closing in on them.  

Home, he thought, or one of them at least. 

Crazy Sven took the Taxi through the stone arch in such a violent skid that Greg was 
glad that someone had made the arch intangible7. Greg saw the embossed gold 
letters as he passed. The Experimental Magic League, it read, we will eventually 
solve all your problems. Not the way I see it, thought Greg to himself; there are 
hundreds of reasons why magic will never be more than an interesting play thing, 
and they all live in this building. 

Crazy Sven brought the car to a dignified halt; halfway up the steps, and leaning on 
a stone lion. Then he got out and looked around. "Dis is fonney place" he said, Greg 
was almost certain that wasn't his normal accent, "Why are you having the desire to 
come here?" 

Greg got out as well, in his case it involved climbing over a stone lion, "I need to get 
in contact with my friends" he said, "There are a few people who owe me some 
favours" 

"Ah", Said Crazy Sven, "You are going to being, shaking down some punks, ya?" 

                                                 
7 So that it would stop collecting dirt 
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"I hope not" said Greg, "My first exit from here was, less than dignified, I would like to 
have the option of returning at some point in the future." 

"Ya," said Crazy Sven, "let's find ourselves a robecrotch". 

Greg wasn't entirely sure when he had started to enjoy travelling with Crazy Sven, it 
was like the sheer surrealism of doing it had entered his life like white noise, and 
wasn't really there unless he focused on it.  

It had been a very long time since he was last here, Greg squared his shoulders and 
marched purposefully up the stairs, head held high. He reached the heavy oaken 
doors, wrenched them open, and ducked as a rock whizzed over his head and 
turned into a pigeon. 

"Dammit!" cried a voice from inside, "it's a pigeon again!" 

"Yeh" said a rougher voice, "but did you see how far it flew? I bet if we add more 
sloth hair we could even get them to explode!" 

"Yeh!" said the first voice again, it didn't sound even slightly angry now, "maybe we 
could get them all to explode at once, that would be completely badass!” 

Slightly shaken, and remembering why he hadn't fit in in the first place, Greg 
straightened up, he turned to the two nuts inside and said, "I'm looking for Louise 
Green, You wouldn't know where to find her would you?" 

One of the nuts, a heavyset youth with dirty blond hair, looked up, "You mean 
Professor Green?" he asked 

Greg thought about the Louise Green he had known, "Probably" he admitted. 

"Upstairs", said the youth, who was now doing something with his fingers which 
probably counted as serious fire risk. 

Greg left him to it; it didn't seem worth the effort to get anymore information out of 
them.  

While he climbed the stairs he thought about the shear mess and disorder of this 
place. There were vines cascading from one of the tall towers, and he passed one 
of the strange parts of the wall that kept exploding and fixing itself, no one had 
managed to turn that off since his time, he saw.  

He reached the top of the staircase, and stomped automatically on the left foot of 
one of the suits of armour, the left leg could swing up on its own, he remembered, 
there were some mistakes that you didn't make twice. 

He was in a long hall of doorways with things written on the doors. One of the doors 
seemed to have many little explosions going on behind in, one of them appeared to 
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be holding back a small ocean, Greg ignored both of them and kept walking; he 
knew the office that the new Professor Green would have probably taken. 

While he was walking he noticed that Crazy Sven hadn't followed him up. Greg 
thought about the shear mayhem that a civilian could unleash here, in this place.  

He thought about the dimensional horrors that they kept locked up in the basement, 
and in the new guy's locker.  

He thought about suits of armour, which tended to roam the hallways in lynch mobs, 
simply because everyone felt that they were much too busy to stop them.  

He thought of simple spells, that anyone could cast, but only masters could control.  

He thought about all of this, and then imagined a huge, hairy man of unspecified 
nationality thrown into the mix.  

Then Greg kept walking, there was nothing that Crazy Sven could do which would 
surpass the kinds of thing which the teachers did to illustrate their points, or for a 
good laugh. 

Greg reached the end of the hallway, and stood in front of the door there. Professor 
Green, the door read, Master of communications. He could remember this office 
clearly. At some point before his time, there had been some kind of 'Drain the power 
of a dead god’ experiment8, and the office on the floor below had been 
completely drained of magic, nothing more would work there. 

Greg squared his shoulders again, and as an afterthought ran his fingers through his 
hair, and wished that Crazy Sven had owned a shaving razor. Then he pushed on 
the door and walked in.  

Louise was sitting at her desk, typing on her laptop, when Greg walked in. She didn't 
look surprised to see him, but then it was very hard to surprise Louise Green, she was 
the undisputed master of rewriting her plans to include acts of gods. She indicated 
to the empty seat in front of her desk, and Greg sat down. "How can I help you?" she 
asked 

Greg had forgotten how blunt she could be, "Not even a hello?" he asked, "I thought 
we parted on fairly good terms" 

Louses still didn't look surprised, but her eyebrows did climb a little higher on her face, 
"Since when did you start needing greetings?" she asked 

That gave Greg a shock of self recognition, "I don’t know” he said, “fairly recently I 
think" 

                                                 
8 Greg had never heard of one of these experiments being successful, most of the time it just 
brought the god back to life, and then everyone had to work around the ancient god which 
was mopping in the entry hall. 



77 The Wolf’s Will                                                  
http://becomingabetterwriter.wordpress.com/ 

 

Louise nodded, "It's not quite what I would have expected from you but, very well. 
Hello Greg, how are you today?" It sounded like she was reading the words of a 
card, and Greg couldn’t help but fell patronised. 

He decided to skip the small talk, "I need you to help me contact a friend", he said, 
"If you can pull this off, then you can forget about that giant rat you let escape 
when I was covering for you." 

 

Scene Forty four 

In which some old faces appear. 

 

The sun was starting to set over the ocean. Devlin could feel the Dragon they were 
riding on start to buck a little, like a man who is twitchy after spending the whole day 
driving. They go nuts around sunset, he remembered. That had caused his uncle a 
lot of problems. Devlin didn't think it really mattered anymore; they had lost the jet.  

He had kept it flying for as long as he could, but eventually the wings had torn clear 
off, and they had lost the jet. That meant that the mission was over; the jet had been 
their edge, the one huge advantage they had had over everyone else.  

But it was gone, and that meant that the mission was basically over, and that meant 
he couldn't impress Charlottes mother, and that meant no wedding.  

They hadn't managed to get the dragon to change its course or height since they 
had bailed out and landed on it, at least if it bucked long enough then they would 
eventually reach ground level, or water level in this case. 

Devlin looked at Johnson, the man hadn't said a word since the jet had gone down, 
but then again neither had he. He tried to talk to him, "I blame you for this" he said.  

As a conversational gambit, it wasn't exactly the best, but then it had flowed so 
naturally off of his tongue, and it had the added benefit of being true.  

Johnson said nothing; he had been sitting on the edge of the dragon, staring down 
with his back to Devlin, for the last few hours.  

Devlin thought about the sun, sunset to sunset, he thought, that made it more than a 
few hours, and food was running out. Devlin was sure that the twitching he could 
feel under the dragons skin was getting stronger, one way or another, he thought, it 
will all be over soon. 

He stood up and spread his arms. He imagined himself as a tragic hero; Lost to a 
world which didn't understand him. Thinking these kinds of sad thoughts made him 
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feel a lot better. He shut his eyes and breathed deeply through his nose, savouring 
the smell of the ocean breeze.  

Then something extremely fragrant blocked his nose. "Wooooo dude" said a strange 
voice by his ear, "Surfing a bucking dragon, that’s a crispy stunt dude." 

 

Scene Forty Five 

In which a character makes her move 

 

Tony Tony smiled in the predawn glow as he woke up. After you have been sleeping 
on the ground for the last few nights even a hard mattress is a little slice of heaven, 
everything is relative.  

He felt the weight of Alice on his arm, and he smiled at her too. She had snuggled 
up to him last night, and Tony Tony hadn't seen any reason to say no.  

He realised that he had grown quite fond of the girl. She had really helped out 
yesterday, the fires were out, and everyone who could be saved was now in a 
stable condition. They had done their part and now the village was safe again, Tony 
Tony felt gratified.  

He knew that Alice was clearly too young for him, but then he had met one of his ex 
wives in much the same way, and he had had the same thoughts then too. 

The light was starting to get stronger. As the first clear rays brushed her face Alice 
fluttered her eyelids and opened her eyes. Tony Tony hoped he would have the 
opportunity to see her do that again, he found it very attractive. 

"Morning", he said, he could hear the smile on his voice, and it made him feel like 
laughing. 

"Morning" she smiled back at him. She moved to snuggle closer, but then seemed to 
think better of it and pulled herself into a sitting position. Tony Tony noticed that Alice 
had been tired enough get half undressed before going to sleep, she didn't seem 
notice and, grinning like a hyena, Tony Tony had no intention of telling her.  

"Nice dreams?" he asked. 

Alice turned to him and let her eyes roam up and down his body appraisingly; Tony 
Tony wished that he had taken the time to get undressed before going to sleep too. 
"Very nice dreams" Alice said, with a tone in her voice which sent a flush of heat 
through Tony Tony. 

Alice twitched like she wanted to get closer again, but again she seemed to think 
better of it. She did however pull herself around so that she was facing directly 
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towards him. She brought her knees up and rested herself on them, like a little girl 
stretching, Tony Tony had no objection. "What do you do, Tony Tony?" she asked 

Tony Tony smiled, "I'm a reporter", he said. "What about you?" he asked, with genuine 
curiosity. 

Alice didn't really look although she had expected to answer the question herself, 
she pouted at the ceiling, "I'm a hair dresser" she said. 

"Really!" said Tony Tony, now surprised and curious, "What are you doing in the 
middle of the wildness?” he didn't think there would be much call for hairdressers in 
a vigilante army. 

Alice sucked on her bottom lip for a moment, "I was travelling with the Transylvanian 
vigilantes", she told him, "But, as you saw, the camp was blown half way to 
smithereens, and I saw you running like you knew what you were doing. So now I'm 
here." Tony Tony thought that her story missed the point completely, and rambled a 
bit. 

"What about you?" she asked, apparently relived to turn the question back on him. 
"What are you doing way out here?" 

Tony Tony didn't see much point in lying outright, "I was travelling with some friends, 
all over the world" he said, no one could possibly dispute that. 

Aice looked around, "Where are your friends then? I thought you were travelling 
alone." 

Tony Tony shruged, "You know the way of things, hustle, bustle, and confusion, we 
got separated." 

"Oh" said Alice looking a little disappointed, "Do you know what happened to them 
afterward?" 

Which really wasn't a guileful thing to say, thought Tony Tony, I wonder who she's 
working for and why they want Greg? "I really don’t know" he said aloud, with a look 
of complete honesty on his face, "I came across one of them in that army camp, but 
you saw how that turned out." 

"She was in there?” asked Alice, looking alarmed, "Oh my gods, is she alright?" 

"Obviously I can't say for sure," said Tony Tony, feeling a little upset that he couldn't, 
"But I'm sure that she'll be alright." 

Alice nodded a little but she was staring at the wall to the side of Tony Tony.  

Tony Tony wasn't sure if it counted as giving information to enemy, but he couldn't 
bear to see Alice like this, so he told her the story that Gileppi had told him, the story 
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of how Free Flower had ended up in Reddrummer's army. By the end of it Alice was 
smiling again, and Tony Tony was gratified.  

"Thank you for telling me that" she said. She inched herself along so that she was a 
little closer to him, and started to run her hand up and down his arm in almost sub 
conscious way. 

"It was my pleasure" he said, "I think it’s a good quality of yours that you can care so 
much about the fate of someone that you've never met." He watched for some tell 
tale blink to betray her, but nothing came, apparently she really had never met Free 
Flower. Well that was one clue to the puzzle at least. 

Alice pulled herself a little closer, and lay down next to him, holding his arm like a 
bed sheet. She closed her eyes again and rested her head on his shoulder. Tony 
Tony didn't think that he had ever seen her look so good.  

He knew that he should really just let her rest, but in Tony Tony's head certain 
thoughts had inertia, and he had wanted to do this all morning, ever since she had 
seen the mistake she had made undressing last night. "You know, I not surprised that 
the army wanted you with them." He said 

Alice didn't open her eyes, but she did smile and shift a little bit. "Why?" she asked, in 
the tone of voice that people use when they know that the punch line of a very 
funny joke is right around the corner. 

"You're clearly a very good hairdresser, and I really mean that, where I come from 
there are some people who would love to meet you." said Tony Tony, half amused, 
half sincere 

"Oh" said Alice, flexing her body like a cat, "And why do you think that?" She was 
smiling more than ever now, and she was close enough that Tony Tony could feel 
small ripples running through her body, as though she were already laughing. 

"Well, when I first saw you, I was absolutely certain that you were a natural redhead", 
he said completely innocently. 

For a moment Alice didn't do anything. Then her eyes snapped open, her hand flew 
down, her eyes grew wider, her head turned down, her eyes got wider still, she 
sprang away, grabbed her pants, and was out the door. 

Tony Tony laughed, great booming laughs, which shook the room. It was worth it, he 
knew, he hadn't guessed that the effect on her would be so strong. Even at the cost 
of her hanging off of his arm and flexing herself, it had been worth it. 

He pulled himself off of the thin mattress, and started dressing. He noticed that Alice 
had left a few items of clothing behind; he folded them neatly and put them in the 
middle of the mattress. He hoped that she remembered to put her pants on before 
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she got too far, he didn't think the villagers would have ever seen a beautiful, half-
naked woman running through their streets with two tone hair before. 

Once he was dressed he walked outside to greet the rising sun. All the critical work 
was done, he knew. But there was still a ruined village to rebuild. Tony Tony met up 
with the men who were carrying lumber, and he got to work. 

 

Scene Forty Six 

In which things get a little better 

 

Devlin let the wind flow through his hair, it made a whistling noise. He wasn't really 
sure what had happened, but the mission was kind of, sort of under weigh again. 
That didn't exactly make him feel happy, but it did make him feel a little bit better. 

He was sitting on the board of a windsurfer, and Devlin had decided that he would 
use their proper title from now on. They had saved him and he was grateful. He just 
wished they would stop offering him 'medicinal herbs' wrapped in tinfoil. He knew 
that they were being hospitable; he thought that this probably counted as a high 
honour, but he had had enough of all that in College. 

Johnson was managing to stand up behind the windsurfer who was giving him a 
ride. Devlin wondered where he had learnt to do that, certainly it was something he 
hadn't managed to do.  

He was sitting behind a man wearing the strange combination of a three piece suit 
and a rainbow, ‘nuclear disarmament’ headband. Devlin wondered how he was 
steering the board; he was holding it so steady that it was like sitting on the ground in 
a strong headwind. 

They were a long way up, still above the ocean, and that meant that he didn't really 
know how fast they were going, so he just relaxed and went with it. That seemed to 
be what Johnson was doing, and he looked positively joyful about this high flying 
ride. 

Devlin nudged the man in front, "Where did you say you were taking us again?" he 
asked 

"Like we said last night man, you’re off to see the wonderful mages of Oz, man. They 
can get you a nice new jet man, and then you can do.... whatever it is that you 
were trying to do." 

Devlin tried to remember last night. He had a vague mental image of people 
dancing around a camp fire, while someone played steel drums inside his frontal 
cortex. He decided to take the man’s word for it, he suspected that he could have 
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been told that he was a delicious Varity of frog last night, and he would have just 
smiled and nodded. 

So Devlin thought about the mages. His instincts prepared a ‘flight or fight’ response, 
but he beat them down. Go with it, he told himself, you’re not going to get a nice 
structured mission on this one, so just go with it, and improvise.  

He still wasn't happy about the mages though. It was considered common wisdom 
that the only reason that that school existed at all was so that all at people who 
wanted to learn magic could be safely isolated from everyone else. 

When Devlin thought about it the only good thing he had ever known to come out 
of the study of magic was the scrying crystals, and even they were unreliable for 
almost anything useful. Devlin was not an engineer of any kind, but he had a distinct 
feeling that the communication device you were relying on shouldn't be affected 
by the colour of the shirt you were wearing. 

However, like the man said, they were off to see the mage's. Devlin had been 
considering the odds of a group of wind surfers’ just stumbling across them in the 
middle of an ocean like they had. Someone up there likes us, he thought; let’s go 
find out how much they like us. 

 

Scene Forty Seven 

In which a metaphorical hammer is raised. 

 

Ernest Kanke was having a very bad day.  

When he had woken up he had stumbled out of bed and knocked his head against 
his wardrobe.  

Then when he had gotten door stairs for breakfast he found that someone, process 
of elimination said it was him, had left his refrigerator door open. The motor had 
burned out and all his food had defrosted, this had meant that he had had to make 
to with warm apple juice and a steak from his freezer, which had turned out to be 
frozen on the inside when he had tried to bite into it. 

 After this terrible breakfast, he had had his whole day made all the more worse by a 
call from Mr. Lucent; responsible businessman, and great supporter of the local 
police force. 

Mr. Lucent had directed him to a paper he had read called 'The Daily Soapbox' and 
indicated that he would have a few questions to put to Ernest Kanke, whenever he 
could find time in his busy schedule to do so.  
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Ernest Kanke had managed to track down a copy of the paper, which had required 
buying it off a teenage girl who he had thought had been far too flirtatious for his 
tastes. When he looked at the paper, he had found splashed across the front page 
a picture of his former logging enterprise, with the title ABUSE OF POWER, 
UPROOTING INNOCENTS.  

He had compulsively ripped the paper into pieces and cast them on the wind, 
which then meant he had to go and buy another copy from the overly friendly 
thirteen year old; so he could read the article. 

The article was well written, and as well balanced as is possible, while stabbing a 
poison tipped lance into him at every opportunity.  

He knew that it was inevitable that he would be discovered one day, though he 
had hoped for a few more years than this, but he had always taken comfort in the 
fact that it should have been incredibly difficult to find out that he was the man 
pulling the strings. Yet right on the third page9, was a giant picture of him and a short 
biography!  

He checked the writer of the article, Clare Summers, it read with great pride. Right, 
he thought. With a name he would need all of five minutes to track this, Clare 
Summers, down, and then after he had done that, he could  contact one of the 
many men he kept around with guns and cash flow problems, and they would. No. 
That wouldn't work. The story would keep growing, and if the writer died then that 
would set tongues wagging, and then Ernest Kanke would join the list of people who 
had lost everything through a bad reputation. 

He thought about what he should do next.  

He knew the next step in the process; it looked as though this - Clare Summers - had 
caught the other news agencies flatfooted. They would want to buy in, and she 
would sell to the highest bidder. As long as the story was localised to this small name 
paper, it could be overshadowed, but he would lose that ability the instant that the 
big papers got their hands on it. 

He knew that this was something he had it do personally; a telephone call would 
never suffice. Earnest Kanke kept a bag of the things he needed for travelling10 in his 
lounge, in case he got called away suddenly. He grabbed it as he went past, on his 
way to the Amazon. 

 

Scene Forty Eight 

In which our hero lays in bed 

                                                 
9 Good gods, it was a five page article! 
10 Passport, Toothbrushes, and a small Gatling gun, for hunting. 
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Greg knew that the sun was probably high in the sky at this point, but it didn't bother 
him much; He was deep in the structure of the tower, but even if he could've seen 
the sun, it wouldn't have bothered him; Louise had said that she wouldn't be able to 
see him until after lunch.  

He was in one of the old dormitories - he had forgotten the name - and even if the 
sheets smelled a little musty they were comfortable. 

 He did remember the unofficial name of this Dorm. When he had been a student 
they had called it the ‘Dead Dorm’, and most of them had avoided it. They were 
avoiding it now, which meant that Greg had spent the night, and morning in a 
deep, relaxing peace. 

 He knew he should probably get up and go to do something, at the very least he 
should track down Crazy Sven and check that he wasn't getting into trouble, but he 
felt that that could wait a little bit, five minutes should be enough. Maybe a little bit 
more than five minutes. 

Time passed. 

Greg remembered why they called it the dead dorm, but he had never understood 
why everyone seemed to avoid it. Certainly it must be disturbing to have your magic 
switched off as soon as you entered the room, but it wasn't like they were relying on 
their magic anyway; no one with any sense relied on magic, it was just too 
unreliable11 

Greg noticed a sudden flash of light outside the doors of the dorm.  

That would be McLarkey's buzzbell. He remembered that one; he didn't think it was 
likely that he would ever forget. Clark McLarkey had been a teacher in Greg’s brief 
time as part of the league. He had been so sick of students getting up late that he 
had arranged for a magic shock to run through every bed in the league tower at a 
certain time in the morning. The students weren’t happy about this of course, but 
they didn't have the ability to remove it, and all those with the ability to remove the 
spell were either too busy or too amused. After a while it had become a tradition, 
and everyone just got used to getting out of and back into bed at a certain time in 
the morning. 

                                                 
11 The world is of course filled with people who lack sense, and an extraordinary 
amount of last words had run along the lines of, "Never fear, I shall be safe, all thanks 
to my magiAhhhhhhh-guc-")  
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McLarkey's buzzbell couldn't reach him in here, of course, but it did let Greg know 
how late in the morning it was getting. He should really get up soon. Any minute 
now. 

 

Scene Forty Nine 

In which Alpha states her terms. 

 

Charlotte ran through the woods. She was panicking now.  

The hair which flicked in her face as she ran was turning from copper back to dull 
silver. She checked in every dark crevice she passed, but she must not have found 
what she was looking for since she kept running. She could feel her body starting to 
slim, it made her feel heaver somehow.  

Finally she reached a huge cave with long streamers of moss falling down from the 
top of the mouth. With a huge broken smile on her face, she ran directly in. 
Something fluttered down past her face and she grabbed it with both hands. 
Shoving her prize in front of her face, she said to it, "I need to speak to Miss Alpha, 
please" 

The bat's head twisted around, looking for escape. But then it stopped, and it looked 
directly at her, and its eyes filled with far more cunning than a twelve pound flying 
rodent should possess. The cave suddenly filled with bats. They swarmed on 
Charlotte, like bathwater after the plug has been pulled out, and then suddenly, 
they all collapsed together, and Miss Alpha was standing there. 

"You’re changing back" she said 

Charlotte was panting, but she remembered her manners, "Yes, Miss Alpha" she said, 
"And thank you for seeing me, it is an honour." 

"That’s alright, Miss Epsilon" Said Miss Alpha, "Do you want me to change you again?" 

Charlotte nodded, she knew that the right time to withdraw from the mission was 
probably now; she didn't think that he knew where to find Mr. Greg, but she didn't 
want it to end just yet.  

Miss Alpha raised her hand again, palm out. Then she stopped, "Do you have 
chocolate?" she asked, "I like chocolate." 

Charlotte had been expecting Miss Alpha to lay out her terms since the bats had 
started to swarm; still chocolate wasn't what she had been expecting. She tried to 
think what Miss Alpha had meant, and then it came back to her; there was a 
chocolate statue it the centre square of the town she had helped. She remembered 
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being told that it had survived the fires because in was never-melt chocolate, a gift 
from the magic league. She wondered what Miss Alpha wanted with a magic 
chocolate statue, probably not my place to know, she thought.  

"I can get it for you," she said, "The next time I need a top up on the appearance 
spell." 

"That’s good" said Miss Alpha, and she pushed forward with the palm of her hand, 
like someone trying to move a fridge. Charlotte felt a huge surge of energy flow 
through her. She could feel her body filling out and her hair tingling as it changed 
form. She noticed that all her hair had changed. Ah well, she thought, I had told him 
I was a hairdresser.  

She felt the energy of the Spell fade, and she fell to her knees on the floor of the 
cave. She was grinning a little bit, although she couldn't have told you why. She 
looked up, but the cave empty, and Miss Alpha was gone. 

 

Scene Fifty 

In which our hero gets mixed up in magic. 

 

It looked like the inside of a computer system, Greg thought, a computer system 
designed by alien SciFi nerds with too much time on their hands. 

 Louise’s private lab gleamed and blinked with glowing lines everywhere. Had it 
been anyone else then Greg would have just assumed that it was showing off for the 
benefit of tourists, but Louise didn’t show off.. All the Glowing and blinking must have 
a purpose therefore, though Greg would be dammed if he could work out what it 
was. 

Louses was standing in the centre of the room, she was wearing a very fetching 
outfit made from silver fabric and glowing blue lines. She was mumbling to herself, 
and Greg knew better than to interrupt.  

Greg didn't trust magic, at all, it was one of the reasons that he had failed to make it 
as a mage. He didn't really trust the scying crystals either, no matter how frequently 
they turned out to be safe. Magic had a way of saving itself up and biting when you 
didn't expect it; it was a living thing, you couldn't be sure how it would react.  

Still the scying crystals had been Louise’s project, she had forced enough order into 
the unrestrained mayhem of the E.M.L to actually make it do something useful, she 
was the expert and if anyone could control them, it was her.  

Louise finished mumbling and lowered her arms, she turned slowly to Greg. "It’s 
ready" she said, "Now tell me again what I'm looking for." 
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Greg blinked twice, "It's a yellow crystal. It will be around his neck. You still have his 
Cell phone number in your head?" 

Louses nodded, "I have a question for you Greg" she asked, "If you have his cell 
phone number them why don’t you just call him?" 

"I want this call to be private, Louise; I don’t want anyone else eavesdropping" 

"Are you going to expect me to cover my ears and hum quietly in the corner?" It 
sounded like a joke, but it was really hard to tell with Louise. 

"Just make the call." Greg said, "Please." 

Louise nodded and turned back to the centre of the room, "Do you know what 
colour shirt he will be wearing?” she called back over her shoulder. 

"Blue, I think" said Greg 

Louise nodded, and raised her arms again. The air in the room suddenly felt a lot 
heavier. 

 

Scene Fifty One 

In which contact is made 

 

When Tony Tony saw the ghostly image of Greg walking towards him, he dropped 
the log he was carrying in shock. The log rolled down the hill and spooked a 
chicken. The chicken flew away, knocking a loaf of cooling bread off of a window 
sill. The housewife saw what had happen to her bread and she ran to get it, throwing 
her peg bag over her shoulder and causing pegs to scatter all over the road. A 
group of children saw the pegs and ran towards them in excitement; they ran 
straight across the road, which meant that old Mr. Johnson had to swerve to avoid 
them. Mr. Johnson’s car was open top, so when he swerved to avoid the children, 
his old yellow cat flew out of the car. Tony Tony was completely transfixed by the 
approaching apparition, which is why he didn't notice the flying cat until it hit him in 
the back of the head and took him to the ground. 

When Tony Tony picked his head out of the dirt Greg was still there. He smiled and 
offered Tony Tony his hand; Tony Tony didn't think he had ever seen him smile before. 
He reached up and tried to take Greg’s hand, but it was like grasping at air, or 
possibly a super model. Tony Tony let his eyes fall, "Is this real" he asked, he felt warm 
and light headed; he supposed that might be the result of the flying cat. 

"Yes Tony Tony" said Greg "it's real. You should get up and try not to be so obvious 
with your speaking; you're the only one who can see me." 
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"You know" said Tony Tony out of the corner of his mouth, "You're really not helping 
your 'This is real case'." But then he stood up anyway 

"Do you know where Free Flower is?" asked Greg 

"Hold on" said Tony Tony, "My question first. Why on earth didn't you call me, I mean it 
must have been a week since we got separated, and you didn't even think to call?"  

Greg raised his eyebrows, it looked like a deliberate action "I think our 
communication is being monitored" he said, "Some of the things that have 
happened to us have been a little too convenient for my taste." 

Tony Tony knew that was the answer, hell he had even thought of it by himself. He 
didn't want to accept Greg's explanation, but he did so. "Next Question," he said, 
"How you are a ghost now, are you a ghost now?" 

"Ghosts aren't real Tony Tony" 

"Said the vampire to the reporter" 

Greg smiled and sighed, "All right, the way I'm doing this is by way of that crystal you 
keep wearing." 

Tony Tony touched the yellow stone around his neck, "Oh yeh" he said, "I keep 
forgetting that I have this thing. Wait, since when do you know about scying 
crystals?" 

"I don’t" said Greg, he put a lot of emphasis on the next words, "I still don’t trust them. 
This little stunt needs an entire specialised room and the supervision of an expert to 
pull off" 

"You know an expert?" asked Tony Tony, Raising his eyebrows 

"I know the expert" replied Greg, raising his own eye brows in a slightly mocking 
manner. "But to get back to my question is Free Flower alright?" 

Tony Tony chuckled, "I think it was stupid of us to have ever worried about her" he 
said, and then he told Greg the story of how Free Flower had single handily fended 
off and killed a small army of Dwarfs. Greg was clearly impressed; Tony Tony thought 
that the story was likely to become a favourite of his at cocktail parties for years to 
come. "What about you" he asked, "What happened to you after the ambush?" 

Greg smiled, and then told Tony Tony one of the strangest stories he had ever heard, 
it involved a man named Crazy Sven, who was apparently a crazy surgeon, but not 
a crazy German. Greg even rolled up his pant leg to show where his broken leg had 
apparently been splinted with duct tape. 

Tony Tony shook his head, “Your man sounds like a nutter’ he said. 

Greg nodded; he didn’t seem prepared to argue. 
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“What’s the new plan?” Tony Tony asked 

Greg looked up, and suddenly he was the hard faced strategist that Tony Tony had 
known. “We can’t meet up” he said, “Not if we’re being watched. I’ll have to lay 
low by myself. What did you say you were doing right now?” 

Tony Tony told him about the village, and how he had seen it burning and blamed 
himself. 

“Good” said Greg,”Stay and help out, I’ll find some way to contact you again if I 
need you again. And Tony Tony, the one really important thing I need you to 
remember is-“ 

Greg lurched as though he had been tackled, and the image faded. 

That was bad timing thought Tony Tony. 

 

Scene Fifty Two 

In which we get a chase scene 

 

Greg hit the ground hard; he hadn't been ready and hadn't braced himself at all. His 
head bounced off the cobble stone floor and he felt his broken leg jar slightly.  

"He's here, I don’t believe it Johnson, he's here!" said a voice above him. 

Greg didn't even wait for his vision to clear, he snapped his body around and felt his 
fist connect with something fleshy, and then he slapped the ground and ran. 

He could feel his feet pounding on the ground, and he could hear the sound of his 
heart beating in his ears. He dodged around a grey haired man who filled the 
doorway ahead of him, looking shocked.  

"Don’t let him get away!" said the first voice, which sounded as though it was 
chewing on a large plum. Greg moved automatically, up the stairs, down the 
corridor, through the kitchens.  

His thought started to return to him and he turned down the corridor that the 
experienced students liked to send the new ones through. He dodged, ducked, 
dipped, dived, and dodged, and suddenly he was on the other side.  

There was a cacophony of clanking armor behind him as his two pursuers had their 
progress impended by a lynch mob. Greg almost slowed down, but then he heard a 
thudding noise as one of the men made it through. That's insane, Greg thought, I've 
never seen someone that determined before.  
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He reached a stair well and ran down three steps before just jumping clear over the 
edge. There has to be one here, he thought; let’s see him get through this. He was in 
another corridor, and one door was open. 

There was the pentagram inside. Greg ran for it, his follower was about a second 
behind him. Greg crossed the circle, waving the basic protection runes in front of 
him. He made it to the other side without incident. Done it, he thought, pleased with 
himself. Then he turned around. 

While it is very hard to cross a pentagram if you don’t know the protection runes, 
that isn't to say that it’s impossible. Five students in black robes, and the Angel they 
were summoning all stared in amazement as Greg’s pursuer tried to push himself into 
the circle against the force of a modest hurricane.  

The barriers are there for the user’s protection. 

Greg didn't want to see how this ended. He ran took several shortcuts and then he 
was running out of the entrance hall. He realised that Crazy Sven was running with 
him, "Where did you come from?” he asked 

"Ah, Tis like you are, how you say? Bomb squad. You run, I run too" 

Something smashed out of the tower, riding a pillar of fire and screaming like a 
carnivorous chainsaw. "Run faster!" Greg yelled. 

Something short steped into their path. The dwarf pointed his axe at them. "Hello" it 
said, "My name is Ka'Ta'Ka'Ma'Ta'Ta'Ma'Ka'Ta'Ka, you killed my farther, prepare-"  

Wondering when his life had gotten so weird, Greg dodged the Dwarf and kept 
running. 

 

Scene Fifty Three 

In which something is lost. 

 

Charlotte was conflicted, and confused, and generally in two minds about 
everything. This was a fairly normal state for her, but this time was worse than usual. 
She had fallen for Tony Tony, there didn’t seem to be much point in lying to herself 
about that. She had fallen for Tony Tony, but she was still in love with Devlin, and she 
didn’t know what to do. 

The fact that she didn’t know where Devlin was made it all the more worse. She 
wished she could find him, but no matter how she looked, there didn’t seem to be 
any sign of him. He wasn’t responding to any kind of phone call, or anything else for 
that matter. 
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Men! Charlotte thought angrily. Then she corrected herself, Human men! I bet the 
world was all nice and simple before they showed up and made everything 
complicated. But angry thoughts didn’t solve anything.  

It was getting late; the sun was starting to set.  

Tony Tony would be going to bed soon, on that hard mattress, in a broken down 
house, in the middle of a coco farming village which was barely dignified with a 
name. He would want her to join him, she knew, and Gods knew that she wanted to, 
but she was afraid that if she was by his side tonight, then she wouldn’t be able to 
leave tomorrow. 

Paralyzed by indecision, Charlotte watched the sun go down. 

 

Scene Fifty Four 

In which a helicopter figures 

 

Clare was jerked violently out of sleep. She gazed around her tent, trying to force her 
blurry eyes to focus properly. It sounded like a helicopter, except louder, much 
louder. On second thought it sounded as though a helicopter was beating the air 
into submission around it. Malfunction, Clare thought, but no, there was more than 
one helicopter. Sabotage, she thought, but no, they were getting closer. Somehow 
whatever was making that noise was flying and closing in on them. 

When she realised that they could expect company Clare jumped out of bed like 
someone had just zapped her with an electric line. She darted around the tent, 
smoothing her hair with one hand, while pulling on yesterday’s clothes with the 
other. That done, she stumbled out of the tent and looked up. 

It was helicopters, and they did seem to be flying by beating the air into 
compliance. Clare looked for a crest, or some sort of marking, but there was 
nothing. The helicopters were a neutral white, but Clare doubted that their purpose 
was entirely peaceful. 

They came into land on the mess.  

The noise was incredible; Clare could feel her hair whipping her as it was blown 
back. The engines started to calm, and the blades started to slow, but before either 
had changed very much a man jumped out of the lead helicopter. 

He was a surprisingly tall man, and he had a ridiculous moustache. Clare knew the 
face. "Ernest Kanke" she said under her breath. She felt very nervous; she had never 
expected to meet the man in person.  
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Kanke was looking around the gathering crowd; he spotted her and their eyes 
locked. He looked perfectly turned out, as though he had been dressed by his 
personal barber before stepping out of the helicopter. If he had then it was definitely 
worth the effort; he radiated power. Clare was suddenly very aware that she hadn't 
brushed her teeth this morning. 

Kanke walked away from the helicopters and towards her. The crowd parted before 
him like the black sea before a cruise liner. Clare knew that all eyes were on her. 
They don’t know what to do, she realised, so they’re waiting for me to make the 
decision for them. She didn't know what to do either, but that wasn't right; because 
a leader has to always know what to do. Pick something! She spread her arms wide 
in a gesture of welcome. "Ernest Kanke" she said, "I’m glad to meet you" 

Kanke reached her. He didn't loom, he just stood a respectable distance back and 
smiled. "Clare Summers" he said, "Likewise" 

Then, just like that, the baseline had been set. Clare wondered just where this was 
going to lead. 

 

Scene Fifty Five 

In which a heist is planned. 

 

This is going to suck, Charlotte thought. Miss Alpha drove a very hard bargain; the 
people of the town seemed to love the statue.  

The town had suffered an almost direct hit from an air to air missile, and everything in 
the centre square had burned down, apart from the fireproof statue. It wasn't even 
a good statue, Charlotte thought, there is a limit on what even the finest sculptor 
can do with chocolate, and every single member of the family that the statue 
depicted was cross-eyed. But the people loved it, they brought wreaths of flowers 
and laid it at the base, it was their symbol of defiance against the world, and more 
specifically, the parts of it that would be willing to attack them.  

Charlotte felt a slightly calloused hand rest on her shoulder; she laid her own hand 
over it. "Hey Tony Tony" she said. 

Tony Tony sat down beside her. "It’s beautiful isn't it?" he said, he had a kind of Glow 
about him. 

Charlotte brow corrugated for a moment. He couldn't mean the statue surely, she 
thought, she let her eyes wander out at bit. "The buildings?" she guessed 

"Yeh" sighed Tony Tony, "they get knocked down, and three days later they’re going 
up again. This village is resilient" 
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Charalotte was a little more cynical, "Pity about it not being fireproof" she said 

Tony Tony made his thoughtful face, "You know I was talking to one of the village 
elders about that, apparently they're going to use the spaces between the walls to 
store water, this time round." 

Charlotte thought about this, "won’t that make it cold in the winter?" she asked 

"Hell’s yes" said Tony Tony, "It doesn’t seem to bother them much" 

Charlotte let herself rest against him, he smelled like sweat and charcoal. "Anyway" 
he was saying, "there is one part of the village which is fire proof." 

Charlotte took her head away and looked at him, she didn't like where this was 
going. "That statue" he clarified, mistaking her look for a question. "It's a really silly 
looking statue isn't it? But they've turned it into such a symbol. I was working on the 
new town hall and I asked one of the men where the foreman was, and he pointed 
at the statue! Everyone laughed of course, but I think we're all glad that the statue is 
here." 

Charlotte buried her head in his chest, fighting the urge to cry. It wasn't fair, she 
thought; if I don’t take the statue I turn back and have to leave, if I do take it 
everyone will be demoralised and I'll want to leave. She wrapped her arms around 
Tony Tony and tried to imagine holding him there forever. He wrapped his arms 
around her too, she hadn't cried, she was sure of that, but he seemed to 
understand. If she had been able to see his face she was sure he would look utterly 
befuddled. 

 

Scene Fifty Six 

In which a character returns to the best home he has known 

 

Devlin was in two minds about absolutely everything. This wasn't normal for him; he 
always saw dozens of alternatives beckoning him away from whatever task he had 
undertaken, but the way forward was always clear. The way was always to stick to 
the mission, to follow the goals. He was still thinking like that, but now he seemed to 
have two missions.  

The first was familiar, find Mr Greg, stop him from being present for the reading of his 
uncles will, win Charlotte's mother’s approval, and marry charlotte.  

The second mission was new, he thought it was new, it was pulling him along too 
and it was strong. It seemed to involve seeking out evildoers and smiting them, it 
didn't seem to come with a way to complete the mission; presumably he was just 
meant to keep doing it until he ran out of evildoers. 
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He could fly now as well; he wasn't sure when that had happened. He had a vague 
idea that this was something he had always done, but he didn't have any memories 
to support that idea. Devlin was confused, and tired, and he didn't know what had 
happened.  

There are certain instincts that all humans have, and the instinct to go home when 
we are hurt is one of the strongest. Devlin didn't really have a home; he felt 
absolutely no love for the house he had grown up in, but an image did form in his 
mind. He felt pressure between his shoulder blades, like someone giving him a 
friendly shove out the door, and the landscapes started to wizz past.  

There was the jet or the husk of it anyway. Devlin realised that he had never given 
the jet a name. That seemed like a real oversight now, a living thing deserves a 
name, and Devlin had thought about the jet as being alive. It was all too late now, 
he thought, it may have been alive, but now it very dead. 

He let himself fall towards it. As his feet touched the fuselage he felt a lot of the worry 
leave his mind; he was safe here. He sat down and felt the heat of the metal hull.  

Nature was already taking it back he saw, the joins where the wings had been were 
blossoming a furry coating of rust, and enterprising creeper plants were climbing 
over any place low enough to reach. Devlin didn't really want to stop it; the same 
thing would happen to him one day. 

"I knew you’d come here" someone said, "You took much longer than I thought you 
would." 

Devlin did bother to turn around, he had been wondering when he was going to see 
Johnson again. "What do you want?" he asked, he was feeling moody, and he 
wasn't sure whether he wanted to talk to Johnson or to be left alone. 

"You're my partner" said Johnson, "I felt it was my job to come and find you" 

That answer seemed very suspicious to Devlin, it sounded like it was tailored to his 
own thoughts. He wasn't really sure of his own thoughts anymore. "Well now you've 
found me" he said, he didn't say anything else. 

Johnson was still standing behind him, "Do you want to know what happened to you 
back at the tower?" he asked. 

Devlin thought this was a stupid question, he nodded glumly. 

"Apparently" said Johnson, "The students were trying to summon a cherub. They 
managed it, but then you broke into the circle and it possessed you" 

Devlin remembered the felling of hot lead being forced down his spine and didn't 
say anything. 
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"The Cherub has to leave voluntarily, and according to what they told me, once an 
angel has a toe hold in this world it won’t leave voluntarily. So there’s really no cure." 
Johnson watched for a reaction to this bad news. 

Devlin didn't respond at all, he didn't even move. 

"The Cherub should be affecting your mind apparently" Johnson pressed on, "Are 
you feeling more violent, and vengeful?" 

Devin moved his head slowly, he might have been nodding. 

Johnson sounded like he had given up. “I’ll be waiting inside the jet” he said, “in 
case you return from catatonia”  

He waited for a response, but when none came he walked away. 

Devlin sat where he was and felt the heat of the sun.  

 

Scene Fifty Seven 

In which there is a perfect photo opp 

 

Clare strided out of her tent. She was beaming; in her mind’s eye she saw herself, 
whipping hair framed against the sunset. This is an adventure, she thought, 
negotiating successfully with a borderline hostile opponent. Mr Kanke exited the tent 
after her, he was smiling slightly too, she thought that was a good sign; both of them 
were walking away happy. 

She walked with him back to the choppers, and was gratified to see all the pilots 
scrambling to get back before they did. Many people had just been waiting around 
for them to appear, and that mde her feel like a  rockstar; people were actually 
standing on each other’s shoulders to get a better look at her.  

Don’t let it go to your head, she warned herself, if this man thinks that he can take 
advantage of you then he will crush you like a bug. She kept herself alert, watching 
her companion for any sign of what he was thinking. She had watched him back in 
the tent as well; he had been looking for any sign of weakness from her, but then he 
had stopped. She didn’t think she had shown any weakness. 

Even while she was alert she was happy, she felt as though she had completed 
some kind of life’s goal, which she had never known she had. The sunset was golden 
and its light spilled over Mr. Kanke’s monstrous helicopters like molten gold. 

Mr. Kanke put his first foot on the rung of the helicopters stairs, and then he turned 
and extended his hand. Now Clare felt like a world leader. This place is filled with 
reporters, she thought, I hope someone takes a picture of this. She took his hand and 
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they shook, his hand was surprisingly soft. Then he was in the helicopter and was 
disappearing into the sunset. 

Clare watched until the helicopters had almost disappeared. Then she noticed 
Frankie and Andrew standing to either side of her, my loyal lieutenants, she thought. 
“Had a nice day boys?” she asked, the way she had used to in high school. 

“Yes Sah” said Frankie, “What are our new orders Sah?” 

Clare was amused that he had assumed that there would be new orders, there 
were of course, but she hadn’t given it away. 

“Collect everyone together” she said, “We’re going home. Oh and boys? Tell 
everyone to expect a huge bonus” 

 

Scene Fifty Eight 

In which a bad decision is made. 

 

Charlotte had excellent night vision. Even in the darkness of the cloud-covered night 
she could see the statue clearly in the middle of the square.  

She had spent the best part of a day trying to find some alternative to taking the 
statue, but she had thought of nothing. What it came down to in the end was this; 
she wanted to stay with Tony Tony, and that would mean taking some risks, she 
couldn’t let him see her in her normal form. 

No-one else was around. The village was still relying on candles for light, and it was a 
waste of candles to stay up late routinely. Everyone else was asleep; Charlotte had 
the village all to herself. 

She ran for the statue. No one could possibly have seen her, even if they were 
looking out the window at this moment. Still, she didn’t feel comfortable out in the 
open.  

She reached the statue and grabbed at it. It felt as though her arms were being 
wrenched out of their sockets. Ah, thought Charlotte, not my body, I’m not as strong 
as I’m used to. Charlotte let herself fall to a sitting position at the base of the statue. 
She had spent all her time wondering whether to steal the statue, and hadn’t really 
considered the actual mechanics of how.  

Now that she thought about it, Charlotte wasn’t sure that she could have taken the 
statue away even with her strength.  It was probably bolted to the ground, and she 
didn’t know how strong it was, she wouldn’t want to break it.  
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Charlotte wasn’t good at working to a goal, and she almost quit right there, but 
something made her keep going. It was a cold night, and she desperately wanted 
to snuggle in with Tony Tony, but she had to do this now. 

Charlotte stood back up, and looked around. I’ll need to make some sort of pulley, 
she thought. 

 

Scene Fifty Nine 

In which the loss is discovered. 

 

Tony Tony woke up late, he was doing that more and more he found.  

He didn't understand at first why he had woken up; he had woken up very suddenly 
and he was sure there should be a reason. He then became aware of a huge 
amount of noise around him; it was like the town had declared a party. He thought 
this was very rude of them; Tony Tony liked parties, but he generally liked them when 
he was awake and well rested. After all it was very early in the morning, and he had 
been having his favourite dream, the one about the bagpipe playing octopus.  

Far too slowly other important parts of his brain came back online. That wasn't a 
party outside, or at least it wasn't the kind of party that Tony Tony liked; the people 
sounded far too angry. 

Tony Tony staggered away from his mattress, pulling his shirt over him. The kitchen 
was deserted as he walked through it, and that was odd; old mother Granmas 
never left her kitchen. 

He got out of the front door, and got no further. He hadn't realised just how many 
people lived in the village, everyone was outside, and everyone was angry. At least 
they're not angry at me, he thought.  

He looked around for Alice, but he couldn't see her, and red hair should really stand 
out in the crowd. He knew that she had gone to sleep next to him. She must have 
gotten up first, he decided, while the mob was still forming. He hoped she would be 
all right, he didn't know how well she could look after herself. 

He looked around for what was powering the mob, but the people stretched 
around the corner, and out of sight. He nudged an old woman, who he vaguely 
recognised from the village's Coco forges. "What’s going on?" he asked.  

The old lady turned to him. She didn't seem as angry as the others, but there was 
something which Tony Tony found terrifying about her eyes. They were eyes that 
were already witnessing an execution. "They say it's the statue" she said, "They say 
that someone has taken it, or so they say." 
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Tony Tony was shocked, he said "What?", but he had heard he the first time round, 
and at any rate he didn't wait for an answer.  

He thought about how he could get to the front of the crowd. He couldn't push his 
way through; the people were standing far too close. He couldn't walk over the top 
of the people, even if they were dense enough, he still didn't think it was a good 
idea to antagonise these people right now. He thought about the advantage he 
had over the rest of the people here, and he rushed back inside. 

There was a thing in the kitchen which was a little too small to be a window, and a 
little too well framed to be a hole that someone had punched in the wall. Its primary 
purpose was to let smoke out, but Tony Tony guessed that he would fit through it if 
he wiggled a little bit.  

He propped himself up on the stove, being careful to avoid the hot cooking plate, 
and squeezed through the smoke hole. He was directly above the mob now and 
looking down on someone’s bald spot. He turned himself through a 180 degree turn, 
breathing in at the corners, and reached up to grab at the roof. He pulled himself 
up, willing the rather weak tiling not to break and send him falling. It didn't break, 
and panting slightly, Tony Tony pulled himself up on the roof. 

He got to his feet and looked. There were a few others on other roofs who had had 
the same idea he had had, but mostly he was alone, and he had an unobstructed 
view. 

The statue was really gone, and the mayor, or at least the man who wore a funny 
wig and liked to give orders, was standing on a podium and addressing the crowd. 
He was talking about putting together teams of search parties to comb the 
countryside until they found the statue. Tony Tony liked that idea; he thought he 
might have some ideas about where to start looking. 

 

Scene Sixty 

In which a mission is resumed. 

 

Johnson didn't like Charlotte. He thought that she was a manipulative and silly little 
girl.  

Nevertheless, there was no denying that his partner was in love with her, and 
Johnson was an old enough man to know the importance of admitting when you 
were in over your head. He had tried to communicate with Devlin again last night, 
and again this morning. As far he could tell, Devlin had not done as much as move 
a muscle in all that time. 
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He knew that he had met his match, and that was why he had brought out the 
organisational directory.  

Officially the organisational directory didn't exist, then again officially the 
organisation didn't exist. The reasoning was the same in both cases. In the case of 
the organisation it didn't exist because the ladyship didn't want it under government 
scrutiny. In the case of the organisational directory, it didn't exist because the 
people in the organisation didn't want her ladyship scrutinising their private 
communications. 

Johnson let his thumb scroll down the index until he found Charlotte’s secure 
telephone number. He typed her private number into his phone and then let his eyes 
rest on the screen for a moment while his thumb hovered above the final button. No 
other way, he thought, and then he pressed dial. 

The phone rang.  

Then it rang some more. 

It was continuing to ring, and Johnson was just considering stopping and dialling 
again, when suddenly the ringing stopped, and he heard Charlottes voice on the 
other end. "Hello?" it said. 

Johnson paused for a moment and considered the facts. Charlotte sounded out of 
breath, and he could clearly hear the sound of a stream behind her words. He filed 
these facts away for latter pursuit, and started to speak. "Devin has been possessed 
by an angel" he said. 

He could feel the panic blossoming on the other side of the phone, "Oh my gods!" 
said Charlotte, "is he okay?" 

"He's gone Catatonic" Johnson said, he didn't like having to ask for help from 
someone half his age. "He needs you here" then after a brief internal struggle he 
added, "I haven’t been able to talk him out." 

"I'll be there, I'll come, I'll help" spluttered Charlotte, "Just tell me where you are." 

Johnson feed her the coordinates; he could now hear a whooshing sound and the 
thudding of running feet. It's going to be a long trip if she is going to run the whole 
way, he thought.  

He remembered something important that he should have told her. "Listen, 
Charlotte" he said, "There's something important I've realised, I think that-" 

But he never got any further. A huge spark arced from the plane and earthed itself 
in his ear; he dropped the phone in shock. There were sparks leaping from every 
metal surface in the jet, they lit the cabin with an unpleasant light, and they made 
the air fizz.  
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Devlin walked into the cabin. He was crackling with electricity, and his eyes were 
glowing with a harsh white light. "We have delayed too long" he said, his voice was 
still human, but now it had the certainty of a man who knows that if the world does 
not conform to his will by itself, then he can simply force it to. "We are going to 
continue our mission to capture Mr. Greg" 

"Capture?” asked Johnson, who thought that this was a positive sign. 

"And then we shall judge him, the unholy shall be burned until they are pure" 

Johnson thought that this course of action would be likely to leave someone crisp, 
but not really pure. He attempted reason12, “We don’t know where Mr. Greg is" he 
pointed out. 

"We know where Mr. Tomson is." 

"That’s not exactly true, we know where the tracking device is, but that thing was 
heavy and unwieldy, he's probably dropped it somewhere by now" said Johnson, he 
was surprised by how calm he felt; maybe he didn't really expect to live through this. 

Devlin seemed unimpressed, Johnson tried reason one last time. "We can’t follow the 
signal" he said, "The jet won’t fly without any wings."  

Devlin was perfectly still, but the electricity never stopped. Just when he thought that 
Devlin had achieved a particularly energetic state of catatonia, Devlin lifted his right 
arm. He put his hand palm first against the wall of the jet.  

The sparks all around Johnson got a lot more intense; it was painful to touch 
anything, and he swore that the plane was glowing. He looked out of the 
windshield; the ground was getting further away. 

"Why are we finding Mr. Tomson?" he asked, mostly to himself, but Devlin answered 
anyway.  

"To extract the information we want" he said.  

Sparking like a malfunctioning bug zapper, and moving like a saucer would if you 
skipped it across the water, the jet flew into the sunset. 

 

Scene Sixty One 

In which someone in the know is worried. 

 

                                                 
12 This was a bit unwise on Johnson part, everyone tries reasoning with the monster first, 
despite no one being able to remember it ever working 
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Lord Greenbadger had a very impressive library. He didn't really like to read, but he 
liked information, he loved information. This wasn't the library that he let his guests 
see of course, he liked to keep his information private; after all it was his greatest 
edge. He kept a token library in his living room, and he invited his guests to read from 
it. it contained all the books that a gentleman of his standing was expected to 
possess, and as such it was very respectable, but if you knew where the secret catch 
was then behind it there were many, older books. 

He dragged the old wooden ladder along the shelves, there wasn't much room 
between the shelves and he had to hug it close. When he had reached the section 
that he wanted, he climbed up and pulled a single book out from the throng. He 
held it close to his chest; this was the book that he wanted. 

There was a single desk away from the shelves’ and there was a reading light on it. 
He laid the book on the desk and sat down on the chair. Then he turned the light on 
and studied the book.  

It was a heavy book, clearly old, and important since it had been bound in leather. 
The writing on the front had faded, but he could still make it out when he looked at it 
out of the corner of his eye. 

It read; 'Furious Angels, and how to avoid them'. 

 

Scene Sixty Two 

In which a celebration is interrupted 

 

The town was happy again, and Tony Tony was glad to see it. There was still talk 
about tracking down the people who had stolen the statue and stringing them up 
by the smallest available body part, but now it seemed good natured, like one 
might scold a child.  

It had been surprisingly easy to find the statue. That was a good thing; there had 
been talk of calling in mercenaries to join the search, and that had worried Tony 
Tony, who had dealt with mercenaries before and didn't think he had enough 
money to make them stop fighting afterwards.  

But there was no need to worry about that anymore; the thief had left the statue 
right out in the open, just sitting by a picturesque mountain stream. Tony Tony didn't 
quite know what to make of that, he thought that maybe the thief had realised 
what was coming after him, and decided to cut his losses. He didn't really think that 
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it was likely, but he couldn't help giggling whenever he imagined a shady man with 
a mask looking back at the pitchfork wielding mob and then running for his life13. 

He didn't know exactly where Alice was. He hadn't seen her since the 
disappearance of the statue, and he couldn't help but suspect that the two things 
were related. He worried that whoever had taken the statue had kidnapped her as 
well, but he dismissed his worries as groundless; it would be impossible to find anyone 
in the mob he was travelling in, everything was too disorganised, she probably was 
around and he just hadn’t seen her.  

Besides if the thief had dropped the statue then he would have certainly left behind 
a live human. Tony Tony had done a little smuggling in his time, and though he had 
never tried to move a protesting person, he felt sure that it would be far more 
difficult than moving even the heaviest statue. 

Of course a released person would tell your trackers where you were going and 
what you looked like. Unless they couldn't carry a tale. Dead men told no tales, they 
were proverbial for it.  

Before Tony Tony could pursue this new line of worrying someone clapped him on 
the back, and said something hearty in a language that Tony Tony didn't 
understand. 

This was their victory. This a victory which belonged to all of them, even if in this case 
they hadn't actually done much work. Word had spread and all the other search 
parties were joining them, like a dozen feeder streams, all leading into one great tide 
of humanity, which surged back towards the village.  

Someone seemed to have declared a party; a big one. Tony Tony was surprised and 
gratified, their village burns to the ground, he thought, and they celebrate anyway.  

Huge bottles of beer were being passed around, along with, surprisingly, slabs of 
chocolate. There were banners and streamers in dozens of bright colour, and 
someone had managed to collect together three dozen rusty saxophones, Tony 
Tony passed one on when it came his way, but the man next to him took up the 
challenge, and soon the mob was marching to music that was, if not very good, 
then at least upbeat and enthusiastic.  

People were getting into it as well.  

To Tony Tony's left a man old enough to be his father was turning cartwheels in time 
with the music. On his right a woman of the 'Sweet Old Grandma' mould was using 
the edge of a battle axe to lever the cork off of a beer bottle. A little in front and to 
the right a nubile young girl was looking backwards and giving, the look, in Tony 
Tony's direction. Tony Tony was gratified, and was about to give the look back, when 

                                                 
13 It really had been a pitchfork equipped mob. They had had flaming torches as well, and 
Tony Tony could have sworn that he had seen at least one person with a battle axe 
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he realised that her eyes were aimed at the cart wheeling man next to him. Tony 
Tony laughed out loud, and silently wished them the best of luck. 

Someone had pressed something clear in a bottle into his hands, and Tony Tony had 
been sipping it for a few minutes. So when he first saw the black pointy thing slipping 
across the sky like an escaping bar of soap, he put it down to high spirits and high 
Spirits. 

 

Scene Sixty Three 

In which a confrontation becomes inevitable 

 

Johnson looked down through the screen, it was flicking a little bit, but there was no 
mistaking what it showed. "He left it behind" he said, "It looks like some sort of army 
camp down there. There are lots of scorch marks around, so they probably 
evacuated fairly quickly."  

Devlin didn't say anything, or move at all, he didn't seem to move much anymore. 

Johnson pressed on. "He probably left his pack behind, it’s a newbie mistake, but 
then he was never a soldier. Or he might have taking it out to lighten his load, a 
decretive piece of melted metal isn't exactly the kind of thing that you would call a 
vital piece of equipment."   

Devlin didn't move now either, but Johnson thought that his eyes looked less intense 
than they had earlier, like his partner had checked out from behind them.  

Johnson was sweating a lot, he didn't really like electrically, or at least he didn't like it 
now. There weren't many views that Johnson clung to with real certainty, but he was 
on the verge of making the view that electricity’s place was inside wires or in kitchen 
appliances, one of them. Sparks were still leaping back and forth inside the cabin, 
and Johnson had been shocked so many times that he was almost used to it. 
Almost. 

He decided to press on, hoping the he could get his message across "Whether he 
left it deliberately or accidentally doesn’t really matter, the important information to 
take away here is that Mr. Tomson isn't here, and that we have no idea where he is" 

Devlin didn't respond to this either, his eyes still looked blank. 

"Would you like to land and look around?" Johnson asked, with more than a little 
disrespect in the tone, trying to communicate with Devlin was frustrating him. 



104 The Wolf’s Will                                                  
http://becomingabetterwriter.wordpress.com/ 

 

Devlin moved now, it was so slow that it wouldn't normally have warranted a 
reaction from Johnson, but after hours of stillness Johnson jumped at the movement, 
all the sparks flared up as well in apparent response. 

 Devlin walked to the windscreen and looked out, Johnson noticed that the eyes 
were harsh and alert again, like windows to an empty universe. He tried to see what 
Devlin was looking at, but he didn't see anything very noticeable. 

"There" said Devlin, "He is in the Parade. We will go there" 

Parade? Thought Johnson; he looked in the direction that Devlin was looking in. 
When he really started to focus Johnson could just make out a thin ribbon of colour 
hidden away in what looked like another mountain entirely. They were too far away 
for Johnson to even be sure that it was people, let alone a single person in the 
middle of a parade; he didn't really think it looked like people.  

But it didn't seem to matter what he thought, the jet was moving again, and 
whether he liked it or not, he was coming along for the ride. 

 

Scene Sixty Four 

In which a character runs into trouble with her boss. 

 

It had been a very long helicopter ride, and customs had been much too thorough 
for Clare’s liking.  

She had hoped that her visit to the office would be a brief one, purely to serve 
notice that she was back in the country and that she would be happy to come in to 
get some work done, after she had had some sleep.  

She wasn't so lucky though; almost before the lift doors opened Clare heard Sandra 
call out to her from the front desk "Rowind Said That He Wants To See You At Your 
Earliest Convenience."  

Clare still remembered how empathetically Sandra had stated her views on 
Abandoning Work, and she waited to hear the smug tone in her voice, but it wasn't 
there. That worried Clare, she wondered just how angry Rowind was if her 'friend 
through a steel door' was too concerned to gloat over something.  

She nodded and started to walk towards the corridor that held the editors office. 
Frankie and Andrew had followed her up in the lift. As she walked away to the right, 
Frankie walked to the left, rejoining the mass of reporters like he had never left. 
Andrew stood there looking scared and confused, which was his usual expression. 
Sandra jerked her head, and he darted gratefully behind the desk. Clare notice that 
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while he looked as scared as ever, his run was more measured and he kept his head 
held high. 

But there was no time to wonder about the change that had overtaken Andrew. 
Clare walked down the corridor and found the editors office. She opened the door 
and walked in, remembering to knock halfway through. The office looked almost 
exactly the same as when Greg had inhabited it, but now Rowind was sitting at the 
desk, in a huge leather executive chair that made Clare think of fighter jets. The 
chair had been the only piece of furniture that Rowind had brought with him, and 
Clare wondered why he was so attached to it.  

Rowind had also brought a pipe with him. Clare had never seen him smoke it, and 
neither had anyone else that he had talked to, apparently chewing on it just helped 
him think. He was chewing on it now, while glaring at Clare and not saying a word. 
Clare took the hint and sat down.  

"What kind of a stunt did you think you were pulling, Miss Summers?" Rowind opened. 

If Clare had been standing she would have taken a step back from the force of the 
rebuke. Rowind was short tempered and emotional, he was notorious for it, but he 
had never spoken to Clare like that before.  

Clare ran through several responses, most of them were rephrasing of 'Going to get 
a get story for the paper.' She spent too long deliberating, and Rowind cut in with a 
different question. "Do you have any idea what kind of a situation you've set off 
here?" 

"No?" said Clare by way of answering, she really had no idea what her editor could 
be talking about. 

With an irritable jerk of his hand Rowind sent a newspaper sliding in her direction 
across the table, he had clearly been keeping it close at hand.  

With a furrowed brow Clare picked up the paper, it was the USA Today, which was 
odd; she had agreed not to sell her information to anyone, the paper should have 
nothing to go on. 

She unfolded the paper. It had a giant picture of her on the front, looking very 
noble, and the caption read 'Lone Voice silenced, Is this too much?' 

 

Scene Sixty Five 

In which information is extracted. 
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Tony Tony felt the searing sensation press into him again; it was too much; his mind 
went blank.  

He knew that he was yelling again, his throat felt raw and ripped; he just hoped it 
was only swear words that he was yelling, rather than anything that could be used 
against him later. The pain stopped again, and Tony Tony could hear the sound of 
crackling meat. He reviewed the last few seconds of this life, and couldn't remember 
giving anything away 

There was a man standing not too far away, he was shivering slightly and had the 
look in his eyes that people get when they're watching a car crash. Tony Tony 
wondered why he wasn't helping him, although he supposed that the bystanders 
didn't always help out at car crashes either.  

The only other man there was the man who had tried to convince them that he was 
an FBI agent. Except that he wasn't the same as last time. Last time he hadn't been 
so blank, and ruthless, and Tony Tony couldn't help a mad little smile, so sparkly. The 
man spoke again, "Where is Mr. Greg" He asked. 

Tony Tony was silent. They first time the man had asked Tony Tony had brushed him 
off with what he had thought was a fairly witty remark. The times after that he had 
just screamed that he didn't know. Now he was just hoping that silence was the right 
answer, or at least not the wrong answer. It didn't work of course; the man pressed 
his hand into Tony Tony's face again. 

Tony Tony felt the searing again, it felt like having his face forced into a vat of 
burning petrol, which slipped through his eyes to the back of his throat, and then 
sunk to his centre where it spread out and consumed him. 

The pain seemed to go on for much longer this time, though it was hard to judge 
time from the inside. When it lifted Tony Tony realised to his shame that he could 
remember saying the words, 'Magic league' and 'The master' 

"No" he said, through a hoarse throat, wishing more than anything that he could 
take his last words back. The man said nothing; he just turned around, Tony Tony 
apparently not worth his attention anymore. As the jet began to move the sunset 
cast disturbing shadows on him. 

 

Scene Sixty Six 

In which apples should have been brought 
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Greg looked down the gorge. it was a sheer cliff going down a very long way, and 
at the bottom a fast moving river carved its way across the landscape, it had foam 
on it. Greg shook his head, fording the gorge just wasn't an option.  

He turned his attention back to Crazy Sven, who was still arguing with the troll. Greg 
had tried to explain that there was no point in arguing with a troll, but Crazy Sven 
seemed to see that as a challenge to yell louder. 

"LOOK TO ME YA BIG LITTLE GIRL" said Crazy Sven, "I AM NOT BEING, HOW YOU SAY? 
ARSEHOLE, THESE ARE BEING APPLES." 

Greg thought that that was stretching the truth a little bit; Crazy Sven was offering 
McDuffs apple pies to the troll, they were warm, a fact that Greg chose not to 
speculate on.  

Greg settled back against an old pillar which didn't seem to be supporting much. He 
knew that they were wasting time, but at this point they seemed to have an infinite 
amount of time to waste. He didn't think it could go on for much longer anyway; 
Crazy Sven had been yelling at the top of his lungs for the last half-hour, and his 
voice would surly break soon.  

Greg became aware of an old man walking along the edge of the gorge. He took 
a closer look at the man; wondering when his brain had decided that harmless 
looking old men were more interesting than a huge man of unclear nationality 
hurling abuse at a troll. 

 The man looked up and met his gaze. He was a dignified looking old man, like a 
county gentleman with his estate somewhere else at the moment, and his eye 
contact was steady, apparently the man also considered Greg more interesting 
than the altercation that was happening on the bridge, Greg wondered what sort of 
life he had led.  

The man pulled level with Greg and stopped. There was a long moment where the 
two just watched each other, neither willing to give anything away.  Then the man 
nodded, and leaned against the pillar next to the one that Greg was resting on, 
Greg made no move to stop him.  

"Goodday to you" said the man 

Greg nodded and said, "Goodday". Then he turned back to crazy Sven and the troll, 
the other man did the same. 

They stood like that four a small moment. Each just watching the scene in front of 
them, without apparently paying attention to the person next to them. Then finally 
the man spoke, "If I may ask, how did this happen?" he asked. 

Greg thought it was a reasonable question; after all it wasn't something you saw 
every day. He answered, "We were driving along this road and we came across this 
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bridge, we want to go to the other side, but the troll that’s guarding it wants his 
weight in apples before he will let us across." 

The man turned his head slightly to take in the taxi parked just before the bridge, 
and then he turned his head back to the troll.  

"So as a result your partner is trying to convince him that a McDuffs Apple pie is 
much the same thing?" 

"Yes" 

"I do believe that’s stretching the truth a bit" 

"Yes" 

A thought seemed to come to the man, "I was under the impression that Troll's ears 
are pitched too low to even hear human speech." 

Greg nodded slowly, his eyes still on the Bridge, "That’s right," he said, "And it works in 
reverse as well, the speech that trolls use to communicate is too low for humans to 
pick out. 

"And your partner is aware of this?" asked the man, his forehead creasing. 

"Yes" 

"Then why is he attempting to yell at it?" 

Greg shrugged "In the time it have known Crazy Sven I have come to realise that its 
often better not to ask questions that start with 'why'." 

The man nodded, "Perhaps so. Where were you attempting to get to?" he asked 

Greg thought that this was a rather personal question, but something told him that 
he could trust this man. "There’s a town not too far from here" he said, "Founded by 
Lord Redfox, I was planning on heading in that direction." 

The man nodded, "Foxvision. I've been there once or twice, a nice place I thought. 
But now you have found yourself stuck because you cannot cross this bridge?" 

"Yes" 

The man seemed about to say something, but then another thought seemed to 
drive the first out of his mind, "If you can’t communicate with him then how do you 
know what he desires as a toll?" 

Greg indicated towards a large sign sitting in front of the bridge. It had large letters 
painted on it which looked like they had been painted on by someone who couldn't 
really write, but who were copying the letters from another piece of paper. The sign 
read, "Toll for Troll, One Troll Weight in APPLES"  
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The man looked at the sign in confusion, and then he hopped down from the pillar 
and walked up to it. He stopped in front of the sign and looked at it in confusion. 
Then he walked around to the back of the sign in confusion. Then, without much 
confusion, he started to wrench the sign out of the ground.  

Greg thought that the dissonance was hurting his brain; the man looked to Greg like 
a grandpa of the 'Dignified but kind' mould, suited to giving gentle encouragement 
and advice to his grandchildren, or maybe just sitting on his deck with a glass of fine 
champagne, and admiring his rose garden; heavy physical labour simply didn’t suit 
him.  

The sign was rammed hard into the earth, and Greg could see the sweat beading 
on the man’s forehead while he wrenched at it. Greg didn't really think that the sign 
would be parting with the earth for anything less than heavy earth moving 
equipment, but to his great surprise the dignified looking man gave a huge grunt, 
and the sign came away. 

Greg wondered what was going to happen next. He watched as the man turned 
the sign around and planted it back in the ground, rather more gently than it had 
been before. Greg forgot himself and stared.  

There was writing on the other side of the sign as well; it read, in rather neater writing 
"We are pleased to inform you of the opening of a new toll less bridge to ease travel 
through this region, you will find it approximately one kilometre to the left of this sign 
along the gorge. Many thanks and a safe journey,  Gileppi the bridge builder." 

 

Scene Sixty Seven 

In which a character becomes too famous for her own taste. 

 

Clare woke up late. Her house was a mess, and smelled slightly of unwashed dishes. 
She had a groggy feeling in her head and an uneasy feeling in the pit of her 
stomach, but at least I'm not tired anymore, she thought.  

There had been a full debrief for Rowind last night. He had been very upset about a 
lot of the things that she had done. He wouldn't fire her, she was sure of that, mostly 
sure of that, though he had kept coming back to the thought that the difference 
between Genius and Hubris is success, and success is an unreliable thing.  

Anyway he had gotten a bit better when she had pointed out the papers share of 
the payout which was now in their accounts, but only a little bit better; Rowind was 
one of those people who believed strongly in journalistic ethics. 
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Clare got a glass of water from the sink and gargled with it, before spitting it away. 
Rowind had suggested that it might be a good idea not to come into work today, 
and that if at all possible she should prevent the other news outlets from knowing 
that she was back in the country. Clare thought that he was just being paranoid, 
and she decided that she would definitely be in for work today, although she had 
every intention of being in a little late, owing to her need to 'recover from her 
stressful expedition.  

Clare smiled to herself and pushed her hair around, she could feel that it was a 
tangled mess, but it didn't really matter, she had known that she would have to 
wash it since she had come back from the Amazon. 

Before she did anything else she wanted to get a look at today’s paper, to see if 
they had forgotten about her already.  

She walked to her door, wearing nothing but an unwashed pair of pants and a tight 
grey tee-shirt that she had really grown out of when puberty had kicked into high 
gear. She opened her door and took the paper off her door step.  

This was when the whole thing went a little bit nuts.  

Reporters came from everywhere, jumping out of vans or out of bushes, or simply 
jumping. There were so many cameras going off that Clare felt like she was in the 
middle of a fireworks factory. And absolutely everyone and everything was 
collapsing on to her, like water rushing to fill a hole in the ocean.  

Clare didn't have the hard won survival instincts of Tony Tony, and so she just stood 
there, mouth gaping. When, at the last possible moment, she slammed the door, she 
could hear the sounds of several people running head first into it. 

Then there was only the sound of their questions; so many questions that it sounded 
like a particularly aggressive brook. Clare sunk to her knees, her legs apparently 
checking out for the day, and she listened with numb horror to the sound cutting 
through her walls and spreading through her whole house. 

Then her instincts finally caught up with her. She moved quickly back into the house, 
making sure to duck under windows. She made it back to her bedroom and pulled 
on a baggy jumper. Before pulling her phone down from her bedside table and 
calling the one person that she thought might be able to help her now. 

The phone crackled and spat, and then a voice sounded down the line 

"Hello?" it said 

Clare was so relieved to find that she recognised this voice, "Sandra" she said 
clinging to the voice like a lifeline. "Sandra" 



111 The Wolf’s Will                                                  
http://becomingabetterwriter.wordpress.com/ 

 

"Clare, Is That You?" asked Sandra, "Do You Have Any Idea What You've Unleashed 
Girl? I've Been Fielding Calls About You All Morning, I Think I Might Have A World 
Leader On Hold" 

Clare sank against her bedside cabinet, "Sandra," she managed to say, "I think that 
I've gotten in way over my head." 

Sandra laughed, and Clare was reassured to notice the gleeful edge to her tone. 
"Damn Right You Have Girl, But Don’t Worry; Mama Sandra Is Going To Make This All 
Better, And Maybe Next Time You'll Follow My Advice." 

 

Scene Sixty Eight   

In which a timely warning results in an otherwise sane woman talking to cats. 

 

You say he's coming back. 

... 

Why? 

... 

How can you be sure? 

... 

Very well, what else do you have to tell me? 

... 

I see, I’ll see what I can do 

... 

Goodbye 

... 

 

Louise dropped the phone back into the cradle clumsily; she was not used to using 
phones, the tower had its own methods of communications.  She sat back in her 
chair and rubbed her temples, it was enormously unfair being to only sane woman in 
a virtual asylum; it meant that she was the go to girl if anything actually needed to 
be accomplished. 
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Apparently now there was an angel lining up to attack her tower14. That was sheer 
arrogance she thought, an angel; a mere lesser cherub thought that it could attack 
The E.M.L. Well it would soon find that even if mages didn't make the best soldiers, 
they still made dangerous opponents if they were given the right motivation. 

She walked out of her office and swept a hand behind the door, coming up holding 
a small yellow cat, which blinked at her, too shocked to react in any other way. She 
held the cat by the scruff of its neck, and pulled it closer to her face.  

"I'm sure you heard all of that" she said, "Contact the rat kings, and have them use 
their subjects to pass on the message to all the students, Tell them that the student 
who successfully destroys the angel will have unlimited free Peanut oil for the 
remainder of the year15". The cat almost looked as though it nodded, Louise put it on 
the ground, and it darted away.  

Louise walked away in the opposite direction to the one the cat had taken; there 
were other preparations to be made. As she walked she whispered things to the 
door knobs and the fire places, which stood up and saluted her. 

 

Scene Sixty Nine 

In which a character turns into a cloud of bats 

 

Charlotte was angry, angry and confused; which made her even angrier. She had 
gotten Johnson's call and had immediately rushed out to help Devlin, only to find 
that the coordinates she had been given lead to a scorched crater in the ground, 
and nothing else.  

She had left the statue undefended to get out here in time; didn't that old man 
understand how important that was? Well of course he couldn't, but that was hardly 
the point.  

She had taken a room in an old village inn, staffed entirely by dirty old men, who 
kept leering at her unpleasantly. She almost wished that one of them would try 
something; she could use the exercise.  

She was sitting like this, feeling sorry for herself when her phone rang. She checked 
the number first this time, if it was Johnson again then he could just sweat it out. But it 
wasn't Johnson; it wasn't even a number she recognised. Confused, she answered it. 

                                                 
14 She was surprised to find that she thought of it as her tower; she wasn't surprised to find that 
the word school never occurred to her. 
15 Peanut oil being heavily used in the magical equivalent of dynamite, and in some 
delicious Thai dishes 
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Hello 

.... 

Yes of course 

... 

He's where?! 

... 

Why?! 

... 

Right, and what do you want me to do about it? 

... 

Give me one good reason why I should go do that. He should have known what he 
was getting himself into, hanging around that place. 

... 

Of course I still love him, what kind of question is that. 

... 

Fine, I'll go. Who are you anyway? 

.. 

Hello? Hello? Whatever. 

Charlotte put her phone away. She realised, a little too late, that that conversation 
would have looked extremely odd to someone who only caught one side of it.  

She looked around, but all the old men were leering at her the in the same way that 
they always did. Though she thought that the bar’s only other costumer; a Dwarf 
with his axe leaning against the bar, was less attentive on his drink than he had been 
a moment ago. 

She walked outside; it was a clear sunny day, which she felt was inappropriate. I'm 
going into battle, she thought, I better be remembered in songs for this. She ground 
the sole of her shoe into the ground, closed her eyes, and was gone. 

Back in the inn, the Dwarf removed his ear piece and smiled. 
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Scene Seventy 

In which a village is sighted. 

 

Greg had expected the old man to look uncomfortable when he woke up, but to 
his surprise the man slept like an angel. Greg was a little put out by this; he had been 
beginning to think that his ability to sleep in car seats was the result of some inner 
tough man ability. He supposed that this could still be the case; after all he still didn't 
know what kind of life the old man had led.  

He could see a faint glow on the horizon, his first thought was that they were getting 
close to Foxvision, but that couldn't possibly be right, the sun was up. Mages, the 
answer came to him, mages doing some kind of explosion test, as they tended to 
do. He grabbed Crazy Sven by the shoulder, "we have to avoid that bright spot" he 
said 

"What and why would we. Being the Crazy Sven, run from little Girly Crotch light?" 

"Its mages," said Greg, "It's got to be mages" he felt that this would be sufficient 

"So?" said Crazy Sven, "I am finding that the CrotchRobes are How you say? More 
fun than barrels through a monkey"  

It occurred to Greg that he had no Idea what Crazy Sven had done while they had 
been in the E.M.L, "I think they're doing explosive testing up ahead" he said, realising 
as he said it that it was probably the wrong card to play. 

To his surprise Crazy Sven’s reply went the unexpected route, "What other kinds of 
testing do they do?" he asked. Greg noticed that he had managed to get his 
grammar mostly right this time; he was wondering if this was a freak accident when 
Crazy Sven cut him off again, "anyway" he said, "fun!" and with that he wrenched 
the steering wheel and took the cab off road. 

The lurching started again immediately, Greg had gotten too accustomed to driving 
on roads, so he jarred his hip against the door handle on the first bump. He heard 
someone voice behind him, "Oh dear me" it said, "Are we built to travel off road?" 

Greg wedged himself in the smallest cranny he could find, "I don’t think it matters" he 
said, “It’s what we’re doing." 

"Ah" Said the man, who to Greg’s mild annoyance was sitting in a perfectly regal 
manner in the back seat, Greg couldn't work out how he was remaining stationary. 
"Do we know the origin of that strange light up ahead?" 

"I think its Mages" said Greg, he was making sure that he used the word ‘think’, he 
was beginning to think that given the kind of life he lead it was a bad idea to say 
anything that might be quoted back to him.  
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"Oh indeed", said the man, who seemed quite at peace with the news. Greg stared; 
he was beginning to think that the man wasn't normal. "Doesn’t that worry you?" he 
asked, "I mean mages do have a reputation of being dangerous people to be 
around" 

The man smiled and nodded, "Indeed" he said, "but if you are not doing anything to 
prevent it then either you are managing the risk, or you don’t have any control over 
where we are going. Either way there's little need for me to worry about it" 

Greg tried to find a flaw in thins logic, but none was apparent. 

"Incidentally" the man continued, "Are you aware that there is a canyon in-between 
us and the light?" 

Greg kept his face blank, bit significant parts of his brain went 'Wha!?' to each other. 
He turned around just in time to feel the bumping stop and to see the cab starting to 
angle downwards. 

 

Scene Seventy One 

In which a plan is discussed. 

 

Clare was grateful to be out of her house; and she was very grateful that she had 
got out of her house without anyone outside it knowing. However she was very put 
out that when the realtor had sold her her house, he had failed to mention that 
there were secret passageways leading into it. The knowledge now didn't really 
make her feel safe, and she decided that she would be blocking off the tunnels as 
soon as she got home again, when this all blew over. 

She was in Sandra's apartment, she had slept there last night; something she only 
seemed to end up doing when she was in serious trouble.  

She could hear Sandra's voice from the kitchen, "Do You Want Orange Juice?" She 
asked. Clare was on the verge of saying no, she didn't like imposing on hospitality, 
especially when the host is likely to remember at a later date, but some part of her 
was very aware that it hadn't eaten dinner last night, "Yes" she said. 

Sandra walked in with two tall glasses of the fruity tasting stuff that people tended to 
buy at supermarkets. She gave one to Clare, who had wrapped herself in a blanket 
in the corner, and then sat in an old leather chair herself. "Frankie Should Be Here 
Soon" she said, "And He Should Be Bringing Andrew With Him. I Don’t Think That Ants 
Was Very Keen On Helping Us, But I Threatened To Mess With His Internet 
Connection, So He Should Be Here In Some Form Or Another. When We're All Here 
We Can Start." 
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Clare nodded, she was still thinking about the tunnels leading out of her house. "How 
did Frankie know how to get me?" she asked Sandra 

Sandra looked surprised and, Clare thought, a little annoyed that she was still 
thinking about that, "They Were Just The Old Steam Tunnels" she said, "Frankie Used 
To Use Them In His Army Days. Besides, Andrew Guessed They Were There As Well, 
Apparently He Used To Explore Them Around His Old College." 

Clare nodded, it all seemed really anticlimactic in a way, her house was an old one, 
and its steam pipes had needed a specialised maintenance tunnel, they weren’t 
really secret, they were just redundant and ignored by everyone who had known 
that they were there at all. Still, it was a tunnel leading directly into her house, and 
Clare didn't like that, it didn't make her feel safe. 

There was a knock at the door and Sandra went to open it.  

Frankie filled the doorway like a huge British refrigerator.  He walked in, Clare noticed 
that Sandra careful slid around him, and took her seat again before he had a 
chance. Andrew bobbed along behind him like a little boat caught in the wake of a 
much larger, fast moving continent; all the chairs in the small lounge were taken, so 
he just sort of squatted down on an available area of floor.  

Sandra didn't have a very large apartment, and particularly with Frankie here there 
wasn't a lot of room for anyone else. She wondered where Ants was going to sit 
when he arrived, knowing him she thought, he'll probably hook his legs over the 
kitchen counter and hang down from there.   

Frankie put something small and expensive looking on the kitchen counter. He 
flicked it on, and what was clearly a screen flashed to life, There were the sounds of 
a small war from the other side, someone was yelling orders and the sound of gun 
fire filled the room.  

Clare's eyes caught up with her brain, she saw Ants lying upside down on a couch 
somewhere; he had a controller in his hand and he was wearing a headset 
microphone, like the one that she was used to Sandra wearing. Ants flicked his eyes 
at them, and thumbed a button on his controller. The sound died down to a 
reasonable level, but kept going anyway. "Let me know when you need something" 
he said, his eyes turning back to whatever he had been looking at. 

Sandra seemed to take this in her stride, "Well" she said, "Now That We're All Here" she 
glanced at the screen here, and gave at a significant look that Clare was sure that 
Ants couldn't see. "We Should Go Over Our Plan" 

All eyes turned to her, apart from Ants, whose ears picked up a little bit. "You Can’t 
Stay Here" Sandra said, "Another Day And The Press Will Start Speculating On Your 
Untimely Death. The Key Here Is That We Have To Make You Boring" 

"Boring?" repeated Clare 
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"Yes, You Have To Avoid Doing Anything Interesting. If You Do That For A Week Or 
Two Then Everyone Will Get Bored And Leave You Alone." 

Clare thought about the moment when the sheer press of the diving Press had 
threatened to swallow her alive. Being left alone sounded absolutely great right 
now. "How do we do that?" she asked. 

"The Important Thing For You To Do Is To Keep Your Normal Routine Going, You’re 
Going To Go Into Work Today And Everyday For The Next Few Weeks At Most." 

Clare thought of crowds of reporters outside the daily soapbox, "Will Rowind like 
that?" She asked. 

Sandra, seemed to defer to Frankie on this one. Frankie looked at Sandra, and then 
back at Clare before answering. "Rowind believes strongly in the rights of the 
reporter" he said "But he trained with our editor and he dose appreciate that the 
newspaper is a business, he'll probably ask you to do a series of articles on what’s 
happened since you've gotten back" 

"Which You Are Going To Do" said Sandra, "But They Are Going To Be Written Like A 
Puritans Guide To Sex; Dull And Uninvolved." 

Clare felt that she could get behind this plan, "Ok" she said "I'll play my part" For the 
first time since yesterday she was starting to feel good about the future. 

"Good" Said Sandra, "Now For The Rest Of Us. Ants!" The figure on the screen made a 
small grunting noise. "I Need You To Get Sockpuppets Going On All The Major 
Forums, The Key Message Is 'She's boring and I wish the news would show something 
else.' Got That?" Ants made another grunting noise, at a slightly higher pitch than the 
last one. "Good" said Sandra. 

"Frankie Will Be Your partner for the series of articles" She continued, "He Is A Good 
Judge Of People, And He's Big Enough To Discourage Any Rough Business" Frankie 
looked at Clare and smiled gently. 

"I’ll be Coordinating The Whole Thing" Sandra went on, "And Smoothing Everything 
Over At The Paper." She looked absolutely gleeful at the thought of the whole thing. 

She stopped there and didn't seem to have anything more to say. Clare noticed the 
missing player "What about Andrew?" She prompted, "What is he doing here?" 
Sandra looked rather thoughtful; as though she had never really thought about the 
answer to that question, she looked at Andrew. Everyone else did as well16. 

Andrew looked very uncomfortable under all the scrutiny. He drew little circles on 
the carpet with his finger tip. "Wanted to help" he muttered with his eyes facing 
down. 

                                                 
16 Apart from Ants, who was, from the sound of it, saving hostages at that point 
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Clare knew she should feel some pity, but then she realised that it was one of the 
most coherent sentences she had ever heard Andrew form. Then the pity came of 
course, but it had to wait until the shock died down. "Do you remember how to get 
into that old steam tunnel?" she asked 

Andrew looked up and nodded, making something very close to eye contact. 

"In my bedroom", she said, "At the bottom of my wardrobe is a cardboard box with 
‘Mom's Christmas Jumpers’ written on the side. Could you sneak in and get that for 
me? I think I'm going to be dressing down for a while." 

 

Scene Seventy Two 

In which the sun rises 

 

The air was chill on the battlements, but Louise didn’t mind it. It put her in mind of 
great stories from the past, epic dragon charges and so forth, and that was the 
frame of mind she was in. She could see herself in line with the great leaders of the 
past; Queen Hectoberum stood on one side of her today, Nigel the fork twister on 
the other.  

It looked like almost all of the students in the school had answered her call. The 
windows and walls of the tower bristled with glowing people, who periodically 
exploded humorously.  

Everyone was waiting for the battle to begin17, they were all very eager to throw the 
latest thing that they had made explosive in the direction of the squishy angel. 
Mages might make bad soldiers, Louise thought with a small smile, but they were 
damn terrifying opponents anyway. 

The E.M.L tower was a very tall one, and Louise could see clear to the horizon. The 
sun was starting to rise; it was like an extremely enthusiastic fireworks display, or 
maybe a giant glowing egg, or possibly a nuclear furnace with enough power to 
melt the earth into a blob of impure iron. There was something about the sunrise 
which always made Louise feel poetic.  

The sunrise also helped Louise see more clearly, at this point she saw the black 
sparking thing advancing on the tower, with the attitude of something which has 
been traveling all night, and intends to reach its destination come hell or high water. 

                                                 
17 Apart from a small, bored group down near the base of the tower, they seemed to be 
seeing if they could make pigeons unstable enough to explode in a chain reaction. She left 
them to it, partially because she felt sure that they would find some way to use a chain of 
exploding pigeons in battle, but mostly because she felt absolutely sure that she would never 
be able to stop them. 
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Louise closed her eyes and let the calls of the birds around her enter her mind; she 
wanted to see what they thought about the intruder. They birdsong entered through 
her ears and filled her, she let the chirps and calls take on their true form. Ya, bugger 
off, The birds called, Bugger off, ya bugger.Louise opened her eyes, good she 
thought, we know exactly where it is and that it isn’t an illusion.  

She spread her feet a little further apart, and flexed her knees. The sparky thing was 
getting closer; it now looked like a jet with its wings ripped off.   

She started to think about what kind of strategy would be effective, they need a live 
host, she remembered, well that’s easy to work with.  

She thought about the forces that she had managed to assemble, we should mob it 
, she thought, we should let it get closer and then all jump on it at once, this will be 
an easy battle if we can stay coordinated. 

The jet was starting to get very close now. Another ten seconds, she thought, and 
then we can cut loose. She spread her arms out as though she intended to catch 
the jet herself.  

 A dragon soared past her and dived at the jet, its rider was playing on a guitar 
which was flinging lightning bolts around in a semi random manner. Oh that’s right, 
she remembered, I have absolutely no control over what’s going on here. 

 

Scene Seventy Three 

In which well groomed rats attempt to leave a sinking ship. 

 

Tony Tony’s legs were starting to regain mobility, or maybe it was just him regaining 
his will to move. It was hard to really tell. All he knew was that he had spent 
yesterday propped in a corner of the jet, and now he could finally move again.  

The sparky man, who he thought was looking wilder than the last time he had seen 
him, was standing at the front of the jet and flicking his arms around like a man 
attacking a troublesome fly.  

When Tony Tony looked out of the windows he saw something very strange; he saw 
dragons in a variety of colors being swatted out of the sky in front of them, 
sometimes they tried to breathe fire, but always it somehow it always seemed to 
miss.  

Once he had digested this he started to notice everything that his mind had been 
letting him build up to.  
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There were flying toasters, someone was attacking them from the back of a giant 
creeper vine, there were flocks of tropical birds which kept dive-bombing them and 
exploding, and then there was the noise. Over the squawks and the roars and the 
many, many explosions there was the sound of heroic background music. At least 
twenty different pieces of heroic background music in fact, all playing against one 
another, and all getting louder as their players realized that they had a completion 
going. 

Tony Tony tore his eyes away from the window, and then wished that he could do 
the same thing with his ears. the sound was getting louder than he had thought was 
possible, soon it wouldn’t matter if the dragons and housecats18 kept missing them; a 
man couldn’t possibly keep a jet supported in mid air after his head had imploded 
from sound pressure. 

The one lesson that Tony Tony had taken from his high school English study was that 
there are two important skills in business and in life, knowing when to get in, and 
knowing when to get out. Tony Tony definitely wanted out of this jet, preferably 
yesterday, before the attacks started, but since that wasn’t possible he was very 
willing to just launch himself into the air and hope that he landed on something 
airborne, and not too far down.  

He stretched one of his legs out in front of him and levered himself up. Someone had 
set invisible pink unicorns on the jet and the light beams hurt Tony Tony’s eyes as he 
sneaked out of the cockpit.  

He walked as quietly as he could backwards, trying to keep his breathing as silent as 
possible. He almost ruined the whole thing when he tripped over something half way 
to the giant hole in the side of the plane where the wings used to be. 

Biting down on his tongue he looked back to see what he had tripped over. It was 
the other man; the one who had looked like he was watching a car crash. He 
looked worst than Tony Tony had ever seen anyone look; he was curled up on the 
ground and shivering, and didn’t even seem to notice that someone had tripped 
over him.  

There are certain aspects to a person’s personality which are indelible; Tony Tony 
went back to help. 

He grabbed the man under his shoulders and moved him like a giant sack of flour; 
he didn’t think that the man would be in a position to help any time soon, and time 
was really critical here. He kept expecting to look up and see those crazy harsh eyes 
staring into his. 

                                                 
18 There were of course giant flying catapults launching housecats at the jet. Mages have a 
good sense for puns even if their taste in animal treatment is somewhat lacking. 
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The man was heavier than he looked, and Tony Tony was as old as he looked. It was 
taking everything he had to move the man and the plane wasn’t getting any 
shorter. 

He felt something like an itch at the back of his brain, and then the plane suddenly 
got a lot shorter. 

Tony Tony saw a flash of something that had too many mouths, before something 
like a bolt of concussive lightning slammed into the one part of the thing’s face 
which seemed to contain an eye. Tony Tony looked up, the itch in his brain getting 
stronger, and empty white pits stared back at him. 

Tony Tony started to move backwards again, yanking as hard as he could on the 
man he was pulling. He was trying to fight it, but the terror was threatening to 
consume him. There was now a nice big hole really close, if only he could reach it in 
time. 

The man strode towards them, his hand raised. All manner of strange creatures were 
driven back past Tony Tony; the sky was filled with things out of a Chick Tract, and 
they were all dead or dying. 

The man grabbed Tony Tony by the front of the shirt, and lifted him as easily as if he 
was a rag doll. Tony Tony couldn’t see any mercy in those eyes, and he knew it was 
over.  

* 

There is an old saying about how the prospect of being hanged in the morning 
focuses the mind beautifully. It really doesn’t actually. What it does do is send the 
mind freewheeling, looking desperately for anything, anything that might possibly 
hold a way out.  

This is why, when Tony Tony finally faced a situation that he really couldn’t think of a 
way out of, his mind started to focus on the strangest things.  

He remembered that he really liked the big lollipops that they used to give out at 
liquor stores; they were like a three course banquet to a young boy.  

He remembered that it was one of his daughter’s birthdays exactly three weeks from 
now, he supposed that he wouldn’t get to see her again.  

He finally paid attention to that weird itch at the back of his brain, and heard 
through the mental equivalent of heavy static “Put the crystal on Devlin”. Tony Tony 
didn’t know who Devlin was, but the crystal was something he hadn’t considered 
before. 

* 
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 The man raised his hand and put it on Tony Tony’s face, Tony Tony slammed the 
crystal around the man’s neck, the man’s eyes flickered like a bad projector, and he 
started screaming.  

Then adrenaline flooded back into him, and he realized that the man’s grip was 
slackening. By the time he realized this he had already leapt into mid air, and was 
descending rapidly. 

 

Scene Seventy Four 

Which is like an intervention, but more extreme. 

 

Professor Green’s lab, with all the pretty blinking lights, disappeared, and suddenly 
Charlotte was in a much stranger place. It is very unpleasant to tour someone else’s 
mind; you don’t know your way around, and no one is motivated to give you any 
directions. 

It is also very difficult to tell what you are looking at inside of someone’s head, 
except in the broadest of strokes. The fact that there are two minds in one head is a 
pretty broad stroke for instance and is quite hard to miss.  

Charlotte could see, or maybe feel, there didn’t seem to be much difference in 
here, that the minds weren’t really fighting, they were both focused on the same 
task like two children sitting on the same couch and playing the same video game, 
and like two children they occasionally slapped each other out of annoyance or 
boredom. 

One of these minds had to be Devlin’s. Charlotte made the mental equivalent of 
crossing herself and dived into the closest one. 

It was warm inside, and the pale gold light showed up thoughts, all neatly lined up 
like coffins. This was Devlin’s, Charlotte was sure. She reached out with her mind and 
imagined stroking his hand again. 

The dust motes in the sun beams started swirling like a little glowing tornados. They 
formed a giant face in the sky. The face broke apart and giant letters formed, they 
said WHO!?. 

“It’s me” said Charlotte 

The letters formed again WHY!? They said. 

Charlotte swallowed, “Do you know what you’re doing out there?” she asked 

The letters reappeared; they were much solider this time. They said STICKING TO THE 
GOAL, COMPLETING THE MISSION. 
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“You’re killing people out there, Devlin. You never killed people before, remember?” 
Charlotte hated herself for trying to manipulate him like this, but then she was 
already inside his head, so maybe it didn’t really matter very much anymore. 

Apparently it didn’t matter at all. The words formed again, solid and inarguable. 
STICK TO THE GOAL, EVEN IF SUFFERING COMES. 

Charlotte sighed; she knew how this had to end. “What is the Goal?” she asked 

YOU ARE! The letters appeared immediately this time, like a child at school who is 
pleased to know the answer to a question 

Charlotte could feel a grabbing sensation in her upper chest, “I don’t know if I want 
to marry someone who’s killed people” she said. She probably should have phrased 
it stronger, but it would be enough. 

The letters took a long time to appear this time, and when they did they were weak 
and tentative, like hairline cracks in the light. You Don’t Know? They asked. 

Charlotte decided that it was time she started being decisive. She steeled herself 
and stuck her chest out. “I don’t want to marry someone who’s killed someone” she 
said, the words even hurt her. 

There was a long pause, and Charlotte was worried that she had crossed the line. 
Then she felt the whole mind start moving around her, it was the feeling of a mind 
changing direction. 

Charlotte felt herself being carried along, like a woman caught in a massive swelling 
of the ocean. The letters formed in front of her. I WILL FIND A WAY, they said, A 
BETTER WAY TO ACHIVE THE GOAL! 

Charlotte couldn’t remember feeling so happy before, she could feel tears starting 
to sparkle on her cheeks.  

Then the mind lurched, and Charlotte found herself outside again. The other mind 
was holding on, it wouldn’t let go of Devlin’s mind no matter how he struggled. 
Charlotte felt the tension grow, it was like being outside just before a thunder storm 
hits. Then the two minds fell on each other like wild dogs, there was a huge explosion 
and Charlotte was blown clear out of the mindscape. 

She felt her mind contract, as though it were being forced through a rubber hose. 
Then there was darkness. 

 

Scene Seventy Five 

In which Goodbyes are said 
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“That had to be the longest fireworks display that I have ever sat through”, said Greg 
still staring upwards. 

“Indeed? Then why didn’t you leave?” 

“Was I complaining about the length? Did anyone hear me complaining about the 
length?” 

“I suppose I did not.” said the man, smiling. 

Greg looked around, most of Foxvision had come out to see the traveling mages19 
fireworks show, but they were all heading back now, and that meant that he had to 
decide where they were going next. “I suppose we’ll get an inn tonight” he said, 
“And we can talk about our plans tomorrow.” 

The man coughed, “I am sorry” he said, “But I’m afraid I really must decline. I’ve 
been invited to travel with some old friends for a small while, and I have accepted” 

“Oh” said Greg, a little put out; he had started to think of the man as part of his 
traveling group. “Does that mean that you’re leaving tonight?” 

“Yes, I’m afraid it does. I really do have to start walking soon if I’m going to make it 
to the pickup point in time” 

“Then this is goodbye?” 

“For now, I’m afraid so” 

Greg walked silently for a moment, he wasn’t good at goodbyes. He turned to the 
man and extended his hand, which the man took. “Goodbye,” he began, and then 
stumbled as he realized that he had yet to ask the man’s name.  

He felt extremely awkward, but luckily the man seemed to understand, and came to 
his rescue. “Gileppi” he said. 

Something clicked together in Greg’s memory. “Oh!” he said, “Are you Gileppi the-” 

“Bridgebuilder” the man cut in, “The one from the sign, yes indeed I am.” 

“Right, but I was going to ask if you were Gileppi-” 

“The Bridgebuilder” 

Greg’s head finally caught up with his mouth. “Right” he said, sheepishly shaking the 
man’s hand. “Gileppi the Bridgebuilder” 

 

                                                 
19 Traveling mages tended to have much greater control over their ability than the normal 
ones, that or they could just be really good at outrunning pitchfork waving mobs, either way 
it’s fun for the whole family 
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Scene Seventy Six 

In which we find a character in the middle of a smoking crater. 

 

In the middle of a forest so black that the trees have personalities and deserts 
named after them, there is a smoking crater. Even though it smokes the crater isn’t 
hot, there is a cold wind cutting through this place which chills so deeply that the 
people walking in it wonder if they’ll ever be warm again. 

There is a man in the center of the crater. His clothes are torn, his hair is a mess, and 
he has the kind of beard that people get when they normally shave but haven’t 
been able to for slightly too long. This man lies with face down in the dirt, he rocks 
back and forth a little, and he alternates light sobbing and muttering to himself.  

If you listen really closely you can even make out the things he is saying. 

 

Some other way       

No other way 

Some different lead      

Only one lead  

“I have another lead” said a voice 

The man in the crater looked up. There was a Dwarf watching him, leaning casually 
on his axe. “My name is Ka’Ta’Ka’Ma’Ta’Ta’Ma’Ka’Ta’Ka” said the Dwarf, “And I 
think we can help each other.” 

 

Scene Seventy Seven 

In which we catch up with a division of characters 

 

Greg watched the sunrise from a park bench, simply for the sheer novelty of being 
able to watch the sunrise without someone attacking him. The light spread 
beautifully over the town, showing all the buildings to the fresh morning.  

Foxvison had changed a lot since his youth. He could remember standing next to his 
uncle after they had started leveling the ground, and telling him that a 
interspeciated town could never work. Greg looked around and had to admit that 
he had been wrong on that count; it was a real shame that he would never get to 
tell his uncle that, and an even greater shame that he hadn’t realized it himself years 



126 The Wolf’s Will                                                  
http://becomingabetterwriter.wordpress.com/ 

 

ago; he was sure that there was some way to exploit the concept of interspeciated 
towns for profit. 

He walked down a convenient alleyway to take a more direct route back to the inn. 
There was a plump cat cleaning itself on top of the wall, it looked up as he passed, 
but otherwise ignored him.  

Greg knew that he couldn’t stay here, it was far too obvious a place for him to go; 
the town founded by his Uncle. Hell, he thought, we were never meant to come 
here in the first place. He had meant to lay a trail towards the town and then veer 
off into the wilderness, but then they had picked Gileppi and he hadn’t been able 
to talk with Crazy Sven, and then there had been the cliff. 

Greg shook his head, rubbing his temples with his fingertips. Crazy Sven, now there 
was another issue altogether. The taxi simply wasn’t going to run again, Greg wasn’t 
a mechanic but that much was obvious.  

He wasn’t much of a people person either, but even he could see that Crazy Sven 
had adopted a bedside manner towards his car which would be appropriate for a 
sick child. Crazy Sven wouldn’t leave, no matter how much he wanted to stay with 
Greg. 

Greg found himself hoping that something would attack them, purely so he would 
be able to leave without having to say goodbye, he wondered just when he had 
become so emotional, and why; it really hurt.  

There was something else too; Greg’s reasonable mind wasn’t entirely dulled. Crazy 
Sven couldn’t do stealth; Greg didn’t think he would even have to ask. The man was 
the polar opposite of lying low, laying low with him would be like walking around 
with a four Kilometer wide target pinned to the top of his head.  

For the first time since the man had splinted his broken leg at the bottom of a 
mountain he had stopped being an asset and had turned into a huge liability; and 
for the first time in his life, Greg hated himself for thinking in those terms. 

When this is over, thought Greg, and I am rich beyond the majority of my dreams, I’ll 
pay Crazy Sven back somehow. I mean it’s not like the taxi is entirely unfixable, we 
just need to replace the suspension, and the wheels, and the gear box, and the 
chassis. 

Greg shook his head again, I’m doing that a lot, he realized, I hope I don’t end up 
wrinkled from all this worrying. Then he smiled, wrinkles were a really stupid thing to 
be worrying about. 

I’ll have to tell him, Greg decided, I’ll have to say goodbye properly. But maybe not 
today; this village is comfortable, and there will be time tomorrow. 
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Scene Seventy Eight 

In which we catch up with some of the other characters 

 

Tony Tony woke up like a man who really wishes that he was still asleep, exactly like 
that actually. He had slept in his clothes and the dressing on his shoulder had been 
drenched in sweat overnight, it was starting to smell. Tony Tony pushed his hands 
against the bed under him, and forced himself into a kind of sitting position. The 
duvet was heavy over his legs, like it was trying to push him back down; he wished 
he could go back to sleep, but he knew that it was too late in the day. 

He pushed himself out of the bed. Even through though his socks the cobblestone 
floor was cold. Tony Tony smiled; it was a genuine cobblestone floor; inside and god 
knows how many stories up. Yesterday he had been kidnapped by an angel, and 
the day before that he had been working to rebuild a burned town. Life was a weird 
thing, Tony Tony thought. 

He turned his mind back to the issue at hand. Food, he thought, breakfast, maybe 
two breakfasts, followed by a tasteful ten course banquet. Shower too; maybe 
shower first actually. He reached the door and put his hand on the door knob, but 
then something stopped him.  

The dead dorm, the helpful lady had called it, where magic couldn’t touch you.  
Tony Tony took his hand off the knob; she hadn’t told him how to get food though, 
maybe that was something that he was meant to figure out on his own.  He would 
have to face the magic eventually. 

Tony Tony looked back into the dorm; the only other inhabitant was the man who 
Tony Tony had rescued from the sparkly jet. Tony Tony didn’t think he would make 
good company; he had fallen asleep as soon as he had stopped shivering and was 
now lying in the bed, stiff as a corpse. Tony Tony decided not to wake him; he 
looked like he could use all the sleep he could get. 

He turned back to the door and rested his hand on the door knob again. It was a 
perfectly normal doorknob, it wasn’t even shaped like some sort of magical 
creature, it was just a simple metal door handle. 

Tony Tony took a deep breath, reached inside himself, squared his shoulders, 
breathed out because he had been holding his breath for a while, took another 
deep breath, and opened the door. 

 

Scene Seventy Nine 

In which we check up on one of our other characters 
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Clare opened the office doors with a smile. She had spent hours in front of the mirror 
practicing that smile; it was pleasant but not news worthy; just another office drone 
going home after a long day.  

The sun was getting low in the sky so it was kind of hard to tell, but she thought that 
there might be fewer reporters on the front steps than there were normally. The idea 
cheered her up and added another edge to her smile, got to get that under 
control, she thought. 

Out of the corner of her eye she saw Frankie leaving a discreet distance behind her. 
She didn’t see how he was meant to intimidate the reporters from such a long way 
back, but it felt good to know that he was there.  

There were other people around her of course, Sandra had been clear on the fact 
that she should try to leave every day in a loose group, so she had waited in the 
entrance hall until a suitably large group had appeared, and then she had just 
mingled with them.  

She found that mingling wasn’t as fun as it used to be; it seemed like everyone in the 
building seemed to have an opinion on her new fame; which ranged from hearty 
congratulations to muttering and mutinous looks. So far though everyone had kept 
their feelings on the slow burn, she just hoped that they stayed that way until all the 
reporters left. 

All the reporters fell into step with her, and started asking questions, but they were 
the same questions that they had asked yesterday; they really didn’t have anything 
else to go on. She had given them nothing to work with, and she could see on their 
faces that the great pluralities of reporters were getting bored with her. It was like her 
first boyfriends all over again, except now she was doing it on purpose. 

Clare was still staying in her house, although she now kept a panic switch on her 
bedside cabinet. She had even used the tunnel to sneak back into her house again 
after reporters had bombarded her that first morning; as far as they knew she had 
just stayed inside all day and they gone to work late the day after.  

Opening the door again and facing the reporters properly for the first time was one 
of the most difficult things that Clare had ever had to do; it had taken three hours 
and several calls to Sandra to work up the courage, but she had done it.  

Looking back now she wished the plan had involved using the press somehow, she 
knew it was playing with fire, but she was almost certain she wouldn’t get burnt. 
Maybe next time, she thought, I bet there is a huge adventure here, just waiting for 
someone to get onboard. 

Then she had the image of the press pouncing on her again. Too much, she thought, 
next time will have lower stakes. 
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When she rounded the corner she had a pleasant jolt of surprise.  There had been 
people literally camping on her lawn before; there had been reporters in issue tents, 
news crews in their vans, bystanders in multicolored monstrosities, but now it was all 
gone, even the bystanders. The only thing that marked her house out as being 
different was that she recognized it. For the first time in a few days it really felt like it 
was her house, rather than some sort of communal property. 

She opened her front door and walked in, making sure that she locked the door 
behind her, then she walked through all the rooms at a quick pace; letting her eyes 
and ears explore; she didn’t hear or see anything odd.  

She opened the door to the basement; there was a cobweb covered hole at one of 
the corners, or rather there wasn’t; there was a board with about fifty cinder blocks 
piled on top in one of the corners. Let’s see anyone climb up through that, she 
thought. She closed the door and kept walking; letting her gaze fall on the small 
objects she had stacked around the place; they were all where she had left them. 

Once she was sure that her house was empty, Clare smiled. Dinner now, she 
thought, then bed; I’m very tired. 

 

Scene Eighty 

In which goodbyes are said 

 

Foxvision, for some reason, had a garage adjoining the inn. Greg wasn’t sure why 
this was necessary, maybe, he thought, it was for the benefit of travelers who broke 
down in the village.  

Whatever it was doing there, it was very convenient. What was left of Crazy Sven’s 
taxi was spread out along the floor, along with all manners of tools and, with his 
head under something large and metallic, Crazy Sven himself. 

Greg walked in, ducking his head to avoid low hanging cables. The air had the 
earthy smell of grease and ingrained sweat. His foot hit something metallic, which 
rolled away with a tinkling noise. Crazy Sven heard the sound and poked his head 
up with a confused expression. His expression turned to a wide grin when he saw 
who his visitor was. “Girly Man!” he said, “How are you being?” 

Greg smiled, not really able to think of a response, he leaned lightly on a big 
wheeled tool box, feeling it shift a little under his wait. “How’s the car?” he asked, 
trying to remember if Tony Tony had ever given him advice on saying goodbye to 
friends. 
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“Is going good!” said Crazy Sven, grinning like a man back from his first skydiving trip, 
“I am thinking that it should be ready to drive us away soon!” 

Greg looked at the cab again; it seemed to have been mostly striped down and 
spread over every available surface, everything that was left looked like a piece of 
modern art. Greg didn’t have high hopes of it ever moving again. “About that…” he 
said. But words caught in his mouth. 

“Ya!” said Crazy Sven, head down in something that Greg didn’t really know the use 
of. “I know there is hurry, but it will need little time to work out body work.” 

“Right” said Greg, thinking he might have finally found something to latch on to. 
“About the time problem.” 

Crazy Sven stood up, wiping his hands on a much more oily rag. It struck Greg for the 
first time that Crazy Sven was a lot taller than he was. Crazy Sven put his hand on 
Greg’s shoulder in a manner that Greg found he could easily think of as fatherly. 
“You don’t need worry, Girly man” said Crazy Sven sincerely, “Crazy Sven, modern 
day superhero, gives you his word, His Word! That the cab will be fixed in time, to 
give you help.” 

Greg felt completely wrong footed, he gaped slightly and nodded; he couldn’t 
think of anything else to do. 

Crazy Sven nodded back, and went back to fixing something that looked like it 
involved really high voltages.  Greg walked outside numbly. It shouldn’t be this hard! 
He thought. Back at the newspaper he had had to fire people on an almost monthly 
bases; he hadn’t liked doing it, but he had done it, and it had never been this hard. 
Surely firing someone should be harder than saying goodbye to a friend, hell he had 
even done that before, and it had never been this difficult. 

Greg didn’t know what had happened to him in the last month, but he wasn’t sure 
that it was worth the downsides; he wasn’t even sure that he would be able to do his 
job when he got back home.  

He knew that he should walk back in there and just say what had to be said, but 
somehow his legs didn’t move. I need to settle my nerves, thought Greg, it’s 
probably just stress. Besides he’s working right now, I probably shouldn’t disturb him. 
I’ll tell him at lunch, he thought, it’ll be easier then. 

 

Scene Eighty one 

No goodbyes are said here either.  
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When Tony Tony came back from the breakfast table, pile of toast in one hand, jug 
of orange juice in the other, sweeping away skeleton dogs in suits of armor with his 
legs, he found Johnson at the end of the corridor to their rooms, looking out of the 
window. 

Tony Tony, thought this was odd; he hadn’t seen Johnson get out of bed all day 
yesterday, but here he was out of bed and looking healthier than ever. By the smell 
of it he had even found time to take Tony Tony’s advice on visiting the shower.  

Johnson saw Tony Tony coming and greeted him with a smile. Tony Tony took this as 
a good sign, he hadn’t been able to make conversation with the man yesterday; 
the man had more or less just stared at the ceiling all day long, occasional muttering 
a little bit, or giving one word answers to everything that Tony Tony had asked, until 
Tony Tony had decided to disembark the question train and stop talking. 

 Tony Tony propped himself up on the wall next to him and handed him the toast, he 
had been bringing it back for him anyway. Johnson accepted it gratefully, and 
turned back to the window. “You know” he said, in a peaceful voice, “until I saw the 
view I didn’t really believe it, but we really are back in the E.M.L aren’t we?” 

Tony Tony was glad that it he would finally be able to have a conversation with 
Johnson, “That’s what they tell me” he said, “They also tell me that we must be the 
two luckiest men anywhere near here. Apparently we landed on a giant flying 
marshmallow.” 

“Really?” said Johnson, surprised, “I don’t remember that” 

“Me neither; but for me everything is a bit of a blur after I jumped, and you weren’t 
really all there for the most part”  

Johnson shivered, “No” he said, “No I really wasn’t” Then something like confusion 
crossed his face, “Wait” he said, “Why did they think that a giant flying marshmallow 
would be a good thing to deploy to a battlefield?” 

Tony Tony smiled; it didn’t really matter how you looked at it, it was still a downright 
terrible idea. “I did some exploring” he said, “Yesterday, while you were still holed up 
in bed, and the lesson I really took away from what I saw is that this isn’t a place 
where the word ‘why’ is used a lot” 

“Ah” said Johnson, Nodding sagely “Instead of ‘Why’ it’s ‘Why not’?” 

“I don’t think so” said Tony Tony, chuckling, “It’s more like, instead of ‘Why’ it’s ‘Let’s 
do that again. With Dynamite!’” 

Johnson frowned, “This is a very odd place” he said. 

“Yes!” said Tony Tony, ”but that was why this place was built wasn’t it? So that 
everyone who wanted to learn magic could be safely quarantined?” 
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Johnson nodded, and let a small smile play across his lips. “So” he said, “It was Tony 
Tony right? What happens to us now, Tony Tony?” 

“The woman who brought us in is calling a meeting for later today, she asked for me 
to be there, and you; if you’re up to it” 

“Ah” said Johnson, who looked like he was planning ahead “A debriefing?” 

Tony Tony thought of Professor Green, “I can only hope.” He said, “But I don’t think 
so. She didn’t really seem interested in what had happened to me when I talked to 
her yesterday. I guess maybe she has some magical way of knowing? I don’t know; 
she’s a hard woman to figure out.” 

Johnson seemed confused to hear this, “Then why does she want to talk to us?” he 
asked 

“I don’t know” said Tony Tony, “The way she said it, it sounded almost like she had a 
job for us.” 

 

Scene Eighty two 

In which goodbyes are finally said, this time I promise 

 

Someone had put up Chinese lanterns in the dining room of the Inn; at least Greg 
thought that they were probably Chinese lanterns, it was very hard to tell in Foxvison. 
There were so many different cultures interacting within the town that it was 
important to watch your step. 

Greg had tried to take a shortcut on his walk earlier in the morning, and had 
received a stern dressing down from an irate Dryad. This Dryad had had no difficulty 
with speaking English, and when Greg had said his first words in halting French in an 
attempt to divert her, she had just switched to fluent French rage, leaving Greg 
even more lost than he had been before. 

Regardless of whose culture the lanterns had come from, they did a good job of 
lighting the dining room. It was full of people. Trolls loomed in a group in the center 
of the room, talking in tones so low that Greg could feel it in the pit of his stomach.  

There was a Goatman sitting at the bar, it seemed to be trying to pick up a Dryad, 
Greg thought of Clare and wished them the best, out of sheer curiosity as much as 
anything else.  

Over in what was nearly the corner sat Crazy Sven, he was eating from three plates, 
all of which seemed to contain foods that humans shouldn’t be able to take 
nourishment from. 
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Crazy Sven saw him and waved him over. Greg picked his way across the room, 
starting to feel that sickly feeling he had started to feel over the last few months, 
which inevitably meant that he was about to turn coward and chicken out. He 
steeled himself, not this time, he thought, not this time. 

Crazy Sven was clearly happy about something, and he started talking as soon as 
Greg sat down. “Good news for everybody; I found a guy to give us parts, named 
Honest John, name you can trust Ya? With that we’ll-” 

 “We need to split up” 

Neither of them said anything. Ok, Greg thought, bridge crossed, bridge burned, 
press on. “I’m sorry” he said, “I am very grateful for everything that you’ve done for 
me, but at this point on my travels I really need to just lay low, and avoid having 
anyone knowing where I am. That’s just, a lot easier to pull off, with only one person” 

Crazy Sven looked at the ground and grunted slightly. He looked like a child who has 
just been told off, and Greg felt as awkward as a man balancing on top of a 
skyscraper tower. “I’m sorry” he said again. 

At that point the room came alive. Sparks started crackling off of everything, and all 
the lights were suddenly far too harsh.  

“HEAR ME!” boomed a voice, which Greg thought was a little unnecessary; the 
voice was so loud that it was shaking the lanterns; the trick would have been not 
hearing it. “I AM ONLY HERE FOR ONE MAN! IF YOU REMAIN SEATED AND CALM THEN 
YOU WILL NOT BE HARMED!” 

There was a long pause while the room absorbed this new information. Then, as one 
man, the whole room leapt to their feet and started screaming and throwing things. 

Typical, thought Greg, who was sure that this had something to do with him, would it 
have killed them to do this five minutes ago? 

 

Scene Eighty Three 

In which old friends meet up again 

 

Tony Tony and Johnson were late to the meeting. They were also very wet. They had 
opened a wrong door on the way down and had spent several minutes trying to 
close it again against the weight of a sizable ocean.  

Eventually they had given up and left the water blasting into the corridor, from what 
they had seen eventually someone would either turn it off, or declare it a tradition to 
have the bottom three floors filled with water.  
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Tony Tony had a daring story prepared, involving pirates, but to his disappointment 
Professor Green didn’t seem to find anything odd about their appearance, and only 
indicated to empty seats. 

Tony Tony sat and looked around. Apart from himself, Johnson, and Professor Green 
there seemed to have only been one person invited to this meeting. She was a slim 
girl with dull silver hair, Tony Tony thought that she looked very familiar, but he 
couldn’t place her face. She was avoiding his eyes, so an Ex-girlfriend perhaps? He 
guessed that he must have enough to fill a small island at this point. Tony Tony was 
momentarily distracted by the thought of an island populated entirely by his ex’s; he 
had generally parted on good terms, so it might be a nice place for a holiday.  

Tony Tony brought himself back to the present, he still couldn’t place the girl, but 
Professor Green had started talking. 

She was talking about the attack and the man behind it.  

Greg listened with mild interest, the man was called Devlin, he learned, so 
apparently he had done the right thing by putting the scrying crystal around 
Sparky’s neck. Tony Tony was glad to hear it, he had been a little upset about losing 
the crystal; at least it had done some good. 

Devlin was also apparently possessed by an angel, which Tony Tony thought 
sounded like the plot to a bad soap opera, although it really did explain a few 
things.  

Professor Green was apparently interested in getting the angel back, on the grounds 
that if she knew where it was then it couldn’t attack them by force.  

She said that once she had it back she would start looking for ways to remove 
possessing angels. She said that she didn’t want to see Devlin get hurt, but Tony Tony 
noticed that she looked at the woman when she said it, and Tony Tony was sure that 
killing Devlin was plan B if dispossessing him didn’t work out. Whether she had missed 
the subtext or he had just imagined it, Tony Tony couldn’t tell, but the woman was 
visibly relieved. Tony Tony thought that there was something very familiar about the 
woman’s smile, and the way she moved, Tony Tony just couldn’t place it. 

Professor Green was explaining the plan now. It involved, apparently, the three of 
them going out after Devlin while wearing special scying crystals and trying to force 
DevlinAngel into enough conflict with himself that it made him easy to capture.  

Tony Tony could see a few flaws with this plan, not the least of which was the fact 
that she didn’t really seem forthcoming on just how the actual capturing would 
work.  

He took in the other’s reactions to see what they thought about this, and saw only 
grim determination on their faces. He made a mental note to ask them both later 
exactly what their connection to Devlin was. 
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Then Professor Green asked them all whether they were in or out, and to his surprise 
Tony Tony found himself nodding along with the others. After all, he rationalized, the 
man did torture me; it will be nice to mess with his head a little bit. 

Professor Green stood up, and motioned for the others to do the same.  

She led them out of the room and down a corridor, while making introductions. She 
introduced Johnson first; apparently he had been Devlin’s partner at some point in 
the past. Johnson looked surprised and disturbed to hear himself introduced like 
that; he hadn’t mentioned anything about it to Tony Tony, so perhaps he had been 
under the impression that it was a secret. Before he could think too much about it, 
Professor Green was introducing the girl. 

She said that her name was Charlotte, and she was Devlin’s fiancée. Tony Tony was 
surprised by this, and took another look at her, and this time he caught her looking 
at him as well, and their eyes met for the first time. “I knew I knew you!” he 
exclaimed, stopping dead in his tracks. Charlotte looked shocked, and blushed to a 
shade that Tony Tony remembered quite well. “You were the stewardess on that 
flight in Australia!” 

 

Scene Eighty Four 

In which Knives are thrown 

 

Greg watched what was happening with interest. There seemed to be some sort of 
force field over the doors; it didn’t matter how much the other patrons hammered, 
or yelled, or threw things, there was always the wall of electricity which kept 
throwing them back. 

It was general bedlam within the inn, everyone was yelling, or kicking, a couple 
people seemed to have acquired weapons. Greg realized that he was the only 
man still sitting; even Crazy Sven seemed to have run off somewhere.  

Greg was so busy checking what all the loud people were doing that he never even 
saw the Dwarf coming. The first he knew was that someone had kicked the legs of 
his seat forward, sending him sprawling to the ground. He opened his eyes, his head 
spinning and looked down the shaft of a battle axe. “Hello” said the Dwarf holding 
it; watching Greg out of the corner of his eye, in the way that movie antiheroes are 
apt to do, “My name is-” 

Greg’s foot slammed into the Dwarf’s face. 

Then Greg was away. Oh good, he thought, the cold panic is still here. He could feel 
his feet hitting the ground like hammers on anvils.  
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Upstairs, he thought, and starting dodging up the stairs. He looked behind him and 
saw the Dwarf following him at speed. Let’s see you jump, he thought to himself. He 
dived from the top of the stairs, clearing the banister, and feeling the table creak as 
he landed on it. 

Kitchen, he thought, vaulting over two large trolls. He made it through the door; the 
kitchen was nearly empty. He found what he was looking for, and turned to face the 
charging Dwarf. 

It takes a ridiculous level of skill to actually use a thrown knife as a weapon. For most 
people this means that if they try to replicate their favorite movie scene in an actual 
fight they simply enrage their opponent, and give them a weapon. Greg was not 
‘Most people’, he was a vampire, with the ability to telekinetically influence small 
objects. 

As the Dwarf sprinted into the kitchen the knife buried itself in several of his internal 
organs. He staggered backwards and collapsed against a wall. Greg didn’t want to 
wait around to see whether he got back up. He ran, though the kitchen, though the 
store room, into the force field around the back door. 

Ah, thought Greg, sitting up and rubbing his nose, I’d forgotten all about that. 

 

Scene Eighty Five 

In which contact is made 

Tony Tony leaned against the wall outside the crystal laboratory. He wasn’t entirely 
happy; he had been thinking things over while eying Johnson up. The man was 
meant to have been Devlin’s partner was he? Well there had been no one else on 
that jet.  

Tony Tony resolved to be very careful about keeping everything he knew about 
Greg from him; then it occurred to him that he had already blurted out everything 
he had known under torture. He resolved to be careful anyway. 

He wished he had been able to stay in the crystal laboratory, but the blinking lights 
and flashing colors had gotten to him, and he had needed to come out side for air. 
He had hoped that he would be able to keep listening to what was going on, but 
the door was solid aged oak. 

Tony Tony wasn’t entirely clear on what they were trying to accomplish in the lab. 
But from what Professor Green had told him they were going to use the Crystal that 
he had put on Devlin to make contact with him. He didn’t understand why, but then 
a lot of his life had become difficult to understand recently.  
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Tony Tony realized that he was being bitter about not being able to stay in the lab. 
He focused on the emotion; trying to make it go away. It didn’t, but he felt better for 
trying. He wondered how Greg did it; the man just never seemed to suffer from his 
emotions. Tony Tony felt jealous about this, but then he imagined himself as Greg, 
and decided that it might not be worth the downside. 

He thought about going back inside, but then thought of those awful lights and 
decided against it. He did open the door a crack though.  

Charlotte was the one making the connection of course.  Tony Tony wondered just 
what it would be like to have your fiancé pop into your mind when you were in the 
middle of some other job. 

 

Scene Eighty Six 

In which a motorbike is stolen 

 

With a snapping noise the white lightning-wall over the back door vanished. Greg 
slapped the ground with his palms, and launched himself out the door in case it 
reappeared. He ran out of the inn, and down the alleyway that wrapped around 
the back.  

He kept his eyes on the sky while he did this; any man who chose to speak in all 
Caps would also certainly choose to observe events from the sky. 

It took a moment for Greg’s eyes to find him, but he was there. He didn’t have a 
helicopter, or any other means of keeping himself aloft; he was just standing there, in 
blatant disregard for the laws of physics.  

Greg couldn’t make out his face; the light was starting to fade, and the man was 
too far away anyway, but he didn’t think that the man had seen him. 

There was something very familiar about all this. 

Greg shook off all the other thoughts. He had to move, and he had to move now, 
while something was distracting the man behind the force field.  

He saw a motorcycle in front of inn. It was low slung; maybe designed for lying on, 
and it looked like it had been built for endurance riding across country. More 
important than either of these facts though was the fact that the owner had left the 
keys in. 

Greg didn’t even hesitate; he leapt at the bike and swung himself on. Then with a 
roar of the motor he was away. He got onto the major road, and set about leaving 
town as fast as he was able.  
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It occurred to him that Foxvison had had very enviable crime rates, and he thought 
it was a pity that he was staining the town’s good name now. He reached the edge 
of town and turned off the road to travel cross-country. 

He set his eyes on the horizon and turned the throttle as far as it would go. Eventually 
it got dark. 

 

Scene Eighty Seven 

In which things get better then worse 

 

This was the first time since she had got back that Clare had been able to walk to 
work without what she thought of as her honor guard. She hadn’t been able to 
believe her eyes when she had opened her door and not seen anyone there. 

If she had to be honest with herself then she would have to say that she really missed 
it; as terrifying as it had been, she had kind of enjoyed being the center of attention. 

Still, loss or no, she walked with a new spring in her step as she walked down the 
snow frosted path.  

Frankie couldn’t be her escort in the mornings. She hadn’t been too happy about 
that, but Sandra had convinced her eventually; risk or no it was just too noticeable if 
she was waiting every morning for a man to walk past her house. 

She was in that strange part of town which isn’t quite the suburbs, and isn’t really the 
center, the part that no-one ever really has need to go to. Clare hadn’t known that 
this part of town even existed until her car had broken down four years ago, and she 
had taken to walking everywhere she had to go; after all, it wasn’t like she lived too 
far from work. 

She had just passed the odd dairy which always smelled of egg fried rice when she 
realized that someone was running up to her, or towards her anyway. 

Clare turned her head so that it was pointing resolutely in front of her, and walked a 
little bit faster, holding her hand bag closer. 

The man chasing after her stepped roughly into her path, and halted her with a 
palm thrust out in front of him. His other hand reached into his pocket, her hand 
slipped into her handbag. The man drew his hand out holding a recorder. Clare 
stayed on her guard outwardly, but inwardly she relaxed a little; it was just another 
reporter. 
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The man clicked the record button, and started speaking in a rough aggressive 
voice. “Tell us, Clare Summers” he said, “Why you are choosing to ignore the wanton 
destruction of Dryads, your people?” 

Clare thought that the question was far more accusative than was really necessary; 
she had only vaguely alluded to the possibility of Dryads living in the Amazon.  

Besides she had never actually met her paternal grandmother, and while her 
background made in easier for her to amass contacts in the wider Dryad 
community, she had never really thought of herself as being part of it. 

She gave the standard answer she had drilled to be as boring as possible. “I don’t 
really want to talk about that” she said, stepping around him. 

The man grabbed her shoulder. “Well I want to talk about it” he said, “I think you’re 
being an evasive bitch” 

Clare didn’t feel safe. Her hand was still in her handbag. “Let me go” she said. 

The man tightened his grip and leaned in uncomfortably close. “No” he said. 

Clare whipped the pepper spray out of her bag, swung it round in a wide arc, and 
brought it down with a crunching noise on the side of the man’s head. 

 

Scene Eighty Eight 

In which lunch is brought. 

 

Tony Tony was leaning against the car, chatting with Charlotte; they were in a truck 
stop somewhere in the wilderness.  

Tony Tony was still a little put out that Professor Green hadn’t given them a better 
form of transport; he could completely understand why she wouldn’t want to risk 
using magic, but a jet would have been nice, or a better car, hell even an all week 
bus pass.  

Although when he thought about it even a Citroën 2CV was better than an all day 
bus pass; just.  

He didn’t know what they were going to do If Devlin turned out to be somewhere off 
road, he didn’t think that the poor car would be able to handle it. He mentioned this 
worry to Charlotte, and she laughed at him, she had a nice laugh. “We were always 
going to have to go up to him on foot” she said. 

“Why?” Tony Tony asked, genuinely curious 
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“We can’t risk threatening him, he would see a car as a target; hopefully he will be 
less likely to attack us” 

Greg thought of searing pain “Ah, Charlotte” he said, “I don’t know what Professor 
Green told you, but Devlin and I have a perfectly good reason to not get along.” 

“I know” she said, rubbing his hand, “You poor thing; it must have been terrible for 
you in there.” 

Tony Tony couldn’t think of an answer which didn’t seem like bragging or fishing for 
sympathy; so he sort of bobbed up and down, making affirmative noises in his 
throat. Charlotte made a sympathetic noise and hugged his arm. Feeling guilty20 
Tony Tony looked for a way to change the subject. “Are we getting close?” he 
asked. 

Charlotte looked up, and touched the crystal that Professor Green had given her; it 
was a yellow one, like the one that Tony Tony himself had put around Devlin’s neck. 
Tony Tony had been given a new one, and so had Johnson, who was inside the only 
building on the gravel parking lot, buying the three of them lunch. Charlotte’s eyes 
fluttered for a moment, and then she lowered her hand again. 

“We’re much closer” she said, “We should be there by tomorrow” 

“Assuming he doesn’t run away again.” 

“That’s right” 

“I wish you would tell me how you do that, I think it’s kind of a neat trick” 

Charlotte giggled like a schoolgirl, “I’d tell you” she said, “But I don’t have the 
slightest Idea” 

“Oh” said Tony Tony, surprised, “I thought Professor Green went through it with you in 
the Crystal lab?” 

“Well yeah” said Charlotte, “But she kept using phrases like, magical harmonics, or 
interseven layers; I don’t think I was really meant to understand.” 

“Ah” said Tony Tony, nodding, but something didn’t seem right about that, the 
impression he had gotten of Professor Green, was of a woman who didn’t beat 
around the bush; if she hadn’t wanted Charlotte to understand, then she would 
have just told her so. Tony Tony hoped Charlotte hadn’t missed anything important 
about the operation of the Crystal around her neck. 

There was a rhythmic sound of crunching gravel, which announced the return of 
Johnson. He was carrying three brown paper bags and a carton of chips. The three 
of them piled back into the 2CV, Charlotte taking up the back seat, and distributed 

                                                 
20 And wondering when he had started feeling guilty about being tortured 
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the food amongst themselves. That done they drove the car back onto the road, 
and followed the guidance of the crystals. 

 

Scene Eighty Nine 

In which Dinner is prepared 

 

The family of deer was grazing by the side of the lake. They were very peaceful.  

Their reflections showed in the mirror smooth surface of the lake, and the sweet 
honeydew scent of flowers drifted over the scene.  

The wasn’t really any sound, even the birds couldn’t manage more than a vague 
chirp every now and then, but perhaps the deer heard something; one of them 
raised its head suddenly to look in a direction away from its family. It kept watching 
for a long time, but apparently it didn’t see anything, as it put its head down again 
and kept eating. 

A rock sailed gracefully through the air; no one noticed it until it crashed into a bush 
on the other side of the clearing. The deer bolted like four tight springs and they had 
almost exited the clearing when something like a small whirlwind jumped on them, 
rock in hand. 

Several minutes later Greg was walking away, a freshly killed deer over his shoulders. 
Well that’s today’s dinner taken care of, he thought, probably tomorrows as well.  

He wished he had been carrying his pack when he had run from the inn, but then he 
supposed that that was what years of training were meant to knock into elite military 
units; always take your food with you.  

He wasn’t sure how he was going to cook a freshly killed dear. For a moment he 
considered eating it raw, but the thought of intestinal parasites put him of that idea.  

He would have to build a fire, he thought, that would be hard; Greg had never 
been an outdoorsy type. He had a feeling that you got fire by rubbing two sticks 
together or maybe with a magnifying glass; rubbing two sticks against a magnifying 
glass. 

He tried to remember his brief training as a mage; if there was any part of his life 
which had prepared him to set things on fire, then that would be it. But it didn’t seem 
to matter how hard he focused, the memories wouldn’t come back.  

Greg realized that he really didn’t learn too well while ducking exploding pigeons. 
Peanut oil is what he kept coming back to, peanut oil; he had had peanut oil in his 
pack when he left it at the inn. 
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Greg sighed, and dumped the carcass outside the crude hut that he had spent all 
of the morning building.  

When it comes down to it, he realized, I don’t know how to clean or prepare a deer 
carcass either. Greg had never tested, or wanted to test, the limits of his vampiric 
immortality, but he had a feeling that that was about to change. 

Smiling a grim smile, Greg picked up two rocks, and started knocking them together. 

 

Scene Ninety 

In which we recap 

 

Lord Greenbadger’s control over his cousin’s communication system was perfect. 
One of the advantages of having perfect control is that he was privy to a great 
many conversations that the conversers had thought were totally private. 

For instance, he knew that his cousin was, irritated, by Charlotte’s decision to 
abandon her mission to go and help Devlin.  

 Lord Greenbadger smiled and drained the glass of fruit juice he had been holding. 
His cousin’s organization was falling apart. Mr Greg was being tailed by a furious 
angel. That blue bulldog had a level of stress hormone concentration so high that 
was causing his teeth to crumble from calcium problems.  

Things were looking up. 

 

Scene ninety one 

In which people stand around tents. 

 

The sun rose far too slowly for Charlotte’s taste.  

As it rose it spread little slivers of rainbows across the dew covered grass. But 
Charlotte hardly noticed; she had been up since before dawn, and she was 
seriously considering kicking the other two tents until the two men got up. 

Charlotte was not by nature a decisive woman; she hated knowing that if she were 
to pick option A then that would mean giving up on options B through E.  

Recent events though were forcing Charlotte to make decisions that she had hoped 
to never have to make. So she had screwed her courage to the sticking place and 
Chosen. She had chosen Devlin, even though she still had some interesting dreams 
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about Tony Tony, and she had chosen Devlin over her aunt’s orders, even though 
her fingers were itching to pick up her phone and beg forgiveness.  

Charlotte didn’t know how this was all going to turn out, but she just wanted it to be 
over now so she could find out for herself. 

She could hear and feel Tony Tony moving in his own tent, but Johnson hadn’t even 
stirred yet, she wished that both of them would hurry up; she didn’t know how long 
she could keep strong on the decisions she had made. 

In frustration and loneliness she took her crystal in her hands again. She had found 
that the feelings were getting easier to feel through it, whether this was down to her 
increasing skill or Professor Green modifying the system at her end she didn’t know.  

She could feel Devlin’s mind through the link; he wasn’t as scared as he had been 
before, or as angry, and that made her feel better.  

She could feel the distinct minds; that was new; before she had only been able to 
make out the one mind; the resolution was improving.  

The two minds were fighting with each other, but it was a low yield kind of fighting; 
and they seemed to have reached the compromise of sitting and waiting for them; 
only waiting; not seeking them out, but at least it was progress. 

Clare couldn’t focus on the angels mind; it was too hot and harsh, so she focused on 
Devlin’s mind instead; she could see into his mind now; better than ever, and she 
had spent most of yesterday in the back seat of the 2CV trying to see inside his mind.  

This should be part of marriage therapy, she thought. It was the same mind as she 
had been inside during the attack on the tower, but now it knew she was there, and 
it welcomed her. She willed herself further in, so much so that she was leaning 
forward in the real world, and the mind embraced her, took her in and warmed her. 
It was like being in the womb, although not as wet. 

She felt someone touch her shoulder; and felt the urge to jump spread though her 
body. She didn’t jump though; somehow her body seemed completely numb.  She 
felt herself drift back to consciousness; it was like pushing through stacked layers of 
pillows, and it seemed to take a surprising amount of effort. 

She fluttered her eyelids; and suddenly she was back in the cold, while facing the 
sun. Charlotte felt like going back, she didn’t really like the world at the moment.  

Tony Tony had been the one who had brought her back. She realized that he had 
said something, but she didn’t have the slightest idea what it could be. “Sorry” she 
said, “I missed that” 

“Well I asked you if you were all right?” said Tony Tony, “You looked a bit dazed 
there for a moment.” He was carefully searching her face; she didn’t know why. 
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“I’m fine” she said, “I was just daydreaming a little bit” 

Tony Tony didn’t look like he believed her, but he didn’t ask any more questions. 
“That’s alright” he said, “Can you tell how close we are to our man?” 

Charlotte brushed her fingers over her crystal, letting herself dip lightly into Devlin’s 
mind. She wished she could go deeper. “We’re close” she said, “And he’s waiting 
for us” 

“Oh” said Tony Tony, who didn’t look surprised, but was wearing the kind of 
expression that dairy owners wear when they see a suspicious man walk in. “Is that 
something we have to worry about?” 

Charlotte smiled and shook her head. She studied Tony Tony’s face, and wished that 
she could see inside his mind. 

 

Scene Ninety Two 

In which alternative sleeping arrangements are found 

 

Clare was sleeping at the office now.  

This wasn’t as bad as it sounded; the office was well equipped to handle workers 
sleeping overnight; the papers overtime rate was really very good.  

Clare knew of one man in the mail room who had switched to a polyphasic sleeping 
pattern, and had been on overtime for the last seven years.  

Rowind was stunned when she walked into her personal office thirty minutes late 
anyway. “How did you manage that?” he asked “You live a two minute walk from 
here now” 

Clare settled into her office chair, muttering something about forgetting to set her 
alarm, and having a busy day yesterday. No-one could claim that not to be true. 
“Was there something I can help you with?” she asked, in a somewhat firmer voice. 

“Damn right there is!” Rowind yelled, “You can put together a team and get the hell 
out of my country!” 

Clare blinked, it almost sounded like she was being fired, except she was being sent 
off with thousands of dollars of company equipment. “Sir?” she asked, extending the 
question to cover absolutely everything she found odd about the order. 

“You can’t write anymore articles for a while.” Rowind stated. Clare thought that this 
was a bit harsh, after all she was here right now; in front of her computer, and she 
didn’t see any reason why she couldn’t start writing right away.  
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“And that pack of mongrels that you’ve got skulking around outside are intimidating 
all my other workers” Rowind continued. Clare couldn’t argue with that; she had 
seen them out the window too; the ones who were enough of a liability that their 
employers just left them where they were, and tried to forget about them. 

“I want you visibly on an away mission” Rowind went on, his voice was softer now. 
“You did well on the last job; even if it got out of hand. You made the paper quite a 
lot of money, and brought us a lot of publicity; we can afford to keep you for a little 
while.” 

His voice got harder again, “But while you’re here you’re a thorn in my side. Choose 
your team, choose your job, and get the hell out of my country.” He stalked out of 
her office. 

There was complete silence. Clare was sure that the people walking past had heard 
what had happened, and were keeping quiet for her benefit. She wished they 
would stop, it made her feel awkward. 

Clare spun around a few times on her swivel chair. When she was a little girl it was 
something her mother had strictly prohibited, and she had sworn to spend her entire 
adult life doing it. Now it helped her think.  

You couldn’t force an adventure! She thought. Who did Rowind think he was?  

For an adventure you needed certain things; like a direction to start with. It didn’t 
have to be where you ended up, but you needed something to drive you; 
something you were curious about. When she had gone out last she had intended 
on catching up with Greg and Tony Tony, and following their adventure; but then 
she had stumbled on her own adventure, and that was fine; you didn’t know where 
the adventure would end. 

She started to wonder about what had happened to those two. They had been 
taken to meet the top man of a huge logging enterprise, and then billions of dollars 
worth of equipment had been destroyed. What had happened then? Were they 
responsible somehow? Why where they even there? And then she thought about 
the first question again; it really bit into her, they were in the middle of the Amazon 
rainforest without anywhere near enough supplies; what had happened then? 

Suddenly Clare felt curious again. 

 

Scene Ninety Three 

In which negotiations go nowhere. 
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The party found him sitting on a little rock outcrop. They all experienced different 
emotions upon seeing him; or at least Tony Tony did; looking at the faces of the 
other two he didn’t think that their major emotion was annoyance at having to take 
a twelve kilometer cross country walk21.  

Tony Tony was suprised to find that he didn’t feel any fear; after all the last time he 
had seen Devlin the man had tortured him; but now that he saw him again… 

 The man was hunched up on the rock, his back to them. He looked like a brooding 
teenager, and Tony Tony had to fight the urge to laugh. 

That didn’t mean that Tony Tony was crazy enough to be the one to go talk to him 
of course. The fact that Devlin looked like he would be at home composing morose 
poetry didn’t change the fact that he currently wielded enough power to rip parts 
of the landscape apart.  

Tony Tony looked at Charlotte to see what she was going to do. Unless Tony Tony 
had misjudged the meaning of the term ‘Partner’ Charlotte was the best choice of 
the three to start off the negotiations.  

Charlotte fixed her eyes on Devlin; Tony Tony saw that she seemed to be fighting 
some great internal battle. Then she closed her eyes and, like a man stepping off the 
edge of a diving board, took the first step towards Devlin, and then the second.  

Tony Tony watched her as she walked the whole way, looking like she was fighting 
for every step. At one point she stopped, it all apparently growing too much for her, 
he saw he hold her crystal like a good luck charm, and then start walking again.  

It occurred to Tony Tony that it wasn’t right for her to have to face something like this 
all by herself; he thought that he should go and help her, but somehow his feet 
didn’t want to move. 

Charlotte reached Devlin and stopped behind him. The man gave no indication 
that he knew there was anyone behind him.  

After a very long pause Charlotte reached out, like a woman who really doesn’t 
want to, and touched his shoulder. She tensed up, but Devlin didn’t flinch, and after 
a moment Charlotte relaxed as well.  

She sat down next to him, and started rubbing his hand; Tony Tony knew that that 
was relaxing.  

The two of them were talking together. Tony Tony couldn’t make out what they were 
saying; they were almost whispering to each other; but he saw that they were 
talking together like lovers. As he watched, Devlin lowered his head to rest on her 
shoulder.  

                                                 
21 Once again, didn’t Professor Green have anything other than a 2CV? 
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Tony Tony smiled, that was it, he thought, mission accomplished, that’s the power of 
love. He clapped Johnson on the back, who was smiling as well. Tony Tony realized 
that it was a bit silly of them of be congratulating each other when they hadn’t 
actually done anything, but he couldn’t help smiling anyway; they had expected to 
have to fight a demigod, and now it looked like Charlotte had convinced him to 
come quietly. 

Devlin stood up and took Charlotte’s hand. That’s odd, thought Tony Tony, is he 
proposing? No wait he’s already done that; besides he should be the one kneeling 
for that.  

Devlin said his next words in a clear enough voice that Tony Tony could make it out 
clearly. He said, “I’m sorry Charlotte, but even with everything, I still gave my word 
that I would complete my mission.” Then there was a harsh white light, and a huge 
surge of wind, and Devlin was gone. 

“Damn!”, exclaimed Tony Tony, using a favorite curse of his grandmother’s, “Damn, 
Damnation, Hellfire, and Fuck!” 

 

Scene Ninety Four 

In which a priceless porcelain vase becomes involved in the plot 

 

It was slightly before dawn, and Tony Tony and Johnson were already standing 
outside their tents. Neither of them had slept very well last night; they both had had 
too much on their minds.  

They were watching the spreading light on the horizon; eventually they would have 
to look away, but for now they were transfixed.  

“God I wish we’d brought some coffee” said Johnson. 

“Would you trust anything the mages handed you?” asked Tony Tony; raising his 
eyebrows while keeping his eyes on the horizon. 

Johnson considered this, “I might” he said, “If it hadn’t exploded by now. Anyway 
we trusted the car, and I imagine there is a lot more mischief they could have done 
on that” 

Tony Tony looked around; the car wasn’t there of course; it was several kilometers 
away on the road where they had left it, but it is a natural instinct to turn when 
someone says something like that. Tony Tony realized that he had never been 
suspicious of the car; the idea never occurred to him; it was like there was something 
about a 2CV which seemed like it should repel magic. 
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Tony Tony shrugged; his old instincts were attaching themselves to the 2CV, and 
telling him that there was probably a tracking device in it. They were also telling him 
that he didn’t have the mechanical experience to tell the difference between a 
tracking device and a normal part of the car. He looked at Johnson, “I don’t 
suppose you know about cars do you?” he asked 

Johnson shrugged, “Not a lot; I was trained for jet aircraft.” He said. 

Tony Tony smiled to himself; he was imagining a 2CV with a jet engine.  

He snapped back to reality as the first rays of sunrise struck him and hurt his eyes. 
Both men turned to the side and rested their backs on the same rocky outcrop that 
Devlin had been on yesterday. 

Tony Tony looked at Charlotte’s tent; it didn’t look like she had stirred yet. “Is she 
going to be alright?” he asked; indicating at the still tent. 

Johnson didn’t look as concerned as Tony Tony had expected him to be. “You’ve 
known her almost as long as I have” he said, “Your guess is as good as mine” 

Tony Tony raised his eyebrows, “If she was your partner’s fiancée, then why didn’t 
you know her better?” He asked; He still wasn’t sure that he could trust Johnson, and 
he was trying to catch him out. 

“I always felt that it was my partners business” he said, “I never really liked dealing 
with her.” It was, Tony Tony thought, a very good answer. He realized that this did 
imply that Johnson had been Devlin’s partner recently, and that added weight to his 
suspicion that he had been his partner in the Amazon. 

He kept pushing forward; after all he really was worried about Charlotte. “She went 
straight into her tent yesterday” he said, “She didn’t even come out for dinner.” 

Johnson nodded, “I think that’s reasonable” he said, “That whole experience can’t 
have been fun for her. I imagine she’s feeling very confused right now.” 

Tony Tony gave a small nod, he could agree with that assessment. He felt it was time 
to brooch the subject of what was really worrying him. “What now?” he asked, he 
didn’t elaborate; in a situation like this he didn’t have to. 

“Hmm?” inquired Johnson 

“What I mean” Tony Tony elaborated, “Is that our situation is very bad at this point. 
Devlin won’t come in willingly until he has completed his mission, and I don’t think 
we have the power to force him; no matter what Professor Green says. So how do 
we proceed from here?” 

Johnson was silent for a long moment; he seemed to find something extremely 
interesting on the horizon. When he finally spoke it sounded like he was examining 
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the words behind his eyes before sending them out into the world. “We have to take 
him in.” said Johnson, “But we can’t do that until he completes his mission”. 

Tony Tony didn’t say anything; he was trying to remember if he had said anything to 
Johnson about his relationship with Greg; and guess how much the man knew on his 
own. He decided to play it safe. “Doesn’t his mission involve killing a lot of people?” 
he asked 

Johnson pushed himself off the outcropping, and walked a few steps away from it. 
Tony Tony kept his eyes pinned on him. Johnson stood with his back to Tony Tony, his 
hands held behind him in the ‘at ease’ position. “I’m sorry, Tony Tony” he said, 
without looking back. 

Tony Tony felt something shatter over his head; and then unconsciousness took him 
in its warm embrace. 

 

Scene Ninety Five 

In which things get worse 

 

Greg woke up to find an axe directed at his face. It wasn’t really a positive 
experience. 

“I’m glad you’re awake” said the Dwarf holding the axe, “It wouldn’t be satisfying to 
kill you while you were asleep”. 

Greg nodded, and jerked his leg violently. Then he realized that his leg was tied 
down tightly enough that that he couldn’t really move it. This is what finally caused 
him to start worrying. 

The Dwarf smiled, but he didn’t really look amused. “You will find that I don’t repeat 
my mistakes” he said. “You won’t be escaping from your rightful fate today.” 

Greg tried to move his other limbs experimentally; they were all bound tightly as well.  
He checked around him, as widely as his eyes could see; there was something 
moving in the shadows; at lot of something’s.  Greg was beginning to really regret 
not killing the Dwarf at the inn; if he had had any Idea that he would turn out to be 
this competent, then he would definitely have gone back to make sure that his knife 
had done its job. 

The Dwarf brought his axe a little closer; Greg felt it bit into the top of his skin. “Now” 
said the Dwarf, “My name is Ka’Ta’Ka’Ma’Ta’Ta’Ma’Ka’Ta’Ka, you killed my father, 
and almost killed me, and stole my motorbike, and insulted me by ignoring me; 
prepare to die” 



150 The Wolf’s Will                                                  
http://becomingabetterwriter.wordpress.com/ 

 

Greg could feel the blood dripping down his face from where the axe had cut it. He 
let his mind freewheel; trying to pick up any hint that there might be a way out.  

He had bound his head, Greg realized, but hadn’t gagged him. Greg almost smiled, 
and then he did smile; after all smiling might unnerve Ka’Ten…Dwarf; what Greg 
could see quite clearly now was that he was dealing with a classic villain type; the 
kind of person who wanted to hear you beg; wanted to hear you talk.  

“I don’t know who you are” said Greg, “I’ve only ever killed one person and I’ll bet 
that he wasn’t your father; I think you’ve got the wrong guy.” He knew that he 
sounded sincere; after all it was the truth. 

“Well think you’re lying” said the Dwarf; he lowered the blade of his axe until it was 
resting on Greg’s throat, “I think you are a filthy human liar” 

Oh dear, thought Greg, this is starting to sound familiar. “I think I’m beginning to see” 
he said, trying to hold his throat still, “I take it I am addressing the leader of the 
Dek’Tak?” 

“TAK’DEK!” bellowed the Dwarf. His hand shook at the words; leaving a scattering of 
blooded lines all down Greg’s throat. Greg felt the fresh blood trickle down his neck, 
and mix with the soil underneath him. That’s okay; he thought to himself, head 
injuries always bleed a lot. 

“I stand corrected” he said; fighting to stay calm; he knew that if he gave any 
indication of fear then the Dwarf would get excited and kill him where he lay; he 
had to keep him unsatisfied. He hated not being able to move; he wanted to run 
away so badly.  “However I maintain that I didn’t kill your father; he was still alive 
when I left the-” 

“SILENCE!” bellowed the Dwarf; luckily this time round he had pulled back on his axe 
slightly. He brought his axe down to Greg’s chest, and used it to flick up the thing he 
had hanging there. Greg looked down, rotating his eyes to the full extent of their 
travel.  

Then he felt rather stupid, he had been wearing it for so long that he had forgotten it 
was there; suspended around his neck by a length of Crazy Sven’s ‘Surgical string’; 
the horn from the helmet of the Dwarf leader. In hindsight taking it wasn’t the wisest 
thing he had ever done. 

“Ah” said Greg, mentally trying out several variations of ‘It’s not what it looks like’, 
and then remembering that taking a Dwarf’s helmet was a death penalty anyway. 
“You see” he said; improvising wildly, “I didn’t really-” 

“I do not want to hear your pathetic excuse, human” growled the Dwarf. Greg was 
happy to hear it; he had no idea what his excuse was going to be. 
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The Dwarf raised his axe like a man chopping wood. Greg’s heart was skipping in his 
chest, “Wait!” he called. 

“No” said the Dwarf; and he swung the axe down. 

Something furry tackled the Dwarf before he finished his swing.  

Greg couldn’t move his head; so he couldn’t see what happened after they hit the 
ground, but whatever it was it involved a lot of flying intestines.  

Then there was screaming; it started out being battle screams, but then he started 
hearing an increasing amount of pain screams.  

The pain screams were getting closer, and Greg really wished that he could turn his 
head. Something tall stood above him, there was a flash of metal, and suddenly 
Greg could move again. He sat up as fast as he could manage, and got a look at 
his savior, “Free Flower?!” he exclaimed.  

Without even bothering to nod, Free Flower turned to rejoin the battle. Greg rubbed 
his wrists where he had been bound; he didn’t want to touch his neck. Now that he 
could move again he could feel himself starting to calm down, so he look around to 
see what was happening. 

 It wasn’t really a battle; it was a massacre. It was Free Flower against what looked 
like fifty or sixty Dwarfs. Greg shook his head, this was a really unfair situation; the 
Dwarfs didn’t even have guns this time. 

Free Flower seemed to have the battle in hand, so Greg turned back to whatever 
had hit the Dwarf who had tried to give him an axe wound.  

A very familiar face rose up to meet him; she had a red ring around her mouth, as 
though she had been eating pasta in a particularly messy way. “Hey there, little 
sister!” said Reddrummer; looking delighted, “I had a feeling it would be you.” 

 

Scene Ninety Six 

In which a character wakes up inside a helicopter 

 

Tony Tony made a smooth transition back to consciousness; must be all the practice, 
he thought. He kept himself total still, and resisted the urge to open his eyes.  

The air smelled of oil, and it thrummed with the sound of a helicopter blade. That 
was odd, thought Tony Tony, why would Johnson and Charlotte knock him out 
before putting him on a helicopter? He would have stepped on under his own 
power if they had told him they had one.  
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Tony Tony focused on his surroundings again; now that he thought about it, he didn’t 
seem to have handcuffs on, or a blind fold; Tony Tony didn’t think that was normal if 
you were kidnapping someone. 

He focused on his hearing again; trying to pick out voices, but apart from the blade 
above him, there was no real sound.  

Tony Tony tried to let his eyes relax slightly open. He could make out someone’s 
knees in front of him; he couldn’t see the face from his head’s position so he focused 
on the knees instead. They were wearing some kind of business trousers; that 
probably ruled Charlotte out, and they were skinny; very skinny; knobby even; so not 
Johnson either. An accomplice maybe? But then why leave someone so skinny to 
guard an unrestrained prisoner? 

He took advantage of the rocking of the helicopters to roll his head upwards. He 
closed his eyes a little bit more, but he could still make out a blurred head above 
him. There didn’t seem to be anyone behind his guard.  

Tony Tony considered; it would only be a matter of time before his guard noticed 
that his eyes were open a crack, so the real question that needed answering was 
whether the person above him was more likely to be friend or foe. It had been a 
rather unpleasant month so far, and Tony Tony settled on foe. 

He cracked his body like a whip; flinging himself into midair. His feet stuck into the 
ground and he drove himself forward. His crossed arms caught the man under his 
chin, and Tony Tony forced him throat first into the wall of the helicopter. Then his 
eyes opened. 

“Andrew?” he said, his arms loosening from around his neck. Tony Tony recognized 
him as the new boy on the front desk; though he had no idea how he had ended 
up in another country.  

Andrew looked like he was halfway through exploding; every feature on his face 
seemed to be shaking. But then, right in front of his eyes, Andrew seemed to solidify. 

“Yes Sir! It’s me sir” he said, pressing him back into the stretcher he had been laying 
on. Tony Tony felt like his whole body was numb; he had never heard Andrew use a 
complete sentence before.  

“Andrew…” begin Tony Tony, but the sheer number of questions fused together 
behind his mouth, and wouldn’t sort themselves out. Then he asked the only 
question big enough to defuse most of them, “What’s going on?” he asked. 

“I’ll be happy to clue you in, Tony Tony” came a voice with a smile on it from Tony 
Tony’s left. “But first I have a few questions for you” Tony Tony turned to find Clare 
looking at him. She looked, somehow older and more impressive than Tony Tony 
remembered her being. She was also carrying a tape recorder, which really wasn’t 
a minor detail either. 
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Scene Ninety Seven 

In which fortunes change 

 

Life was a weird thing, Greg thought; yesterday he had been suffering food 
poisoning out in the wilds, and today he was marching at the head of his cousins’ 
army.  

Reddrummer was marching with a spring in her step, Greg got the impression that 
this was a victory march of some kind; and he decided to ask. 

“Absolutely, little sister” said Reddrummer, “we’re all celebrating; that little posse you 
pulled together was the last of the Tak’Dek; they’re only a memory now” 

Greg thought that his cousin was being a little optimistic; as long as their memory 
remained he was sure that the Tak’Dek weren’t gone for good. He was going to 
mention this to Reddrummer, but then she took him by the shoulder, and spun him 
around so that he was walking backwards.  

“Look at them” she said, “They’ve been fighting for years, and now in the course of 
a month they’ve finished, their job is done, and they are all free to go home now.”  

Greg did look at them; they were all species, he saw Goatmen, and Dryads, and 
even a few Dwarfs, and what really hit him was that they all looked relived.  He 
found that he simply couldn’t bring himself to say what he thought.  

He turned and walked forward again. “What happened to their guns?” he asked, 
“The last time I met the Tak’Dek they had modern weaponry”   

Reddrummer smiled and called back over her shoulder, “Hey, my cousin here wants 
to know what happened to the Tak’Dek guns!”  

All the soldiers behind her raised their guns into the air and gave a cheer. 
Reddrummer turned forward again, chuckling. ”Seriously though” she said, “We 
have no idea. Their supply just dried up a couple weeks ago, so I guess whoever was 
bankrolling them ran into some financial problems” 

Greg nodded; he decided that when he got the money owed to him he would use 
some of it to track down whoever had bankrolled the Tak’Dek. 

 

Scene Ninety Eight 

In which the possibility of a fireball throwing mountain is considered. 
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Andrew and Frankie had managed to get an impressive fire going; and they were 
off collecting and firewood, which meant that the only people around it at the 
moment were Clare and Tony Tony.  

Clare seemed to have finally stopped asking questions, and Tony Tony was glad; he 
had relayed everything he could remember and he didn't really want to do it again.  

He looked at the fire and thought about it; it really didn't seem necessary, even this 
high in the mountains it was still warm enough during the day, in fact the sun strike 
combined with the fire was making him downright uncomfortable.  

"I don’t think we really need a fire" he said; it was the first thing he had said so far 
which wasn't in response to a question.  

"No" said Clare, "we really don’t" 

"Then why are the other two collecting fire wood?" 

"Because when we landed I asked them to. Tony Tony, what is leadership?" 

Tony Tony felt surprised, he hadn't been expecting a question like that; he tried to 
answer anyway. "I think," He said, "I think it’s being someone that your followers can 
trust." 

Clare nodded and looked into the fire, "What if the leader isn't someone who the 
followers can trust?" 

"Then they better be very good at pretending they are" 

Clare nodded again, but didn't ask anything else. 

Tony Tony left the silence for a moment, but then he felt that he had to fill it. "I hardly 
ever know what I'm doing" he said, quietly. 

Clare looked up at this; resting her elbows on her knees. She didn't say anything but 
it looked like she was paying attention. 

"I think the best way to lead" said Tony Tony, "Is to try to do your best for your 
followers, and never let on that you're worried" 

Clare nodded again; something seemed to be amusing her. The two of them looked 
back at the fire; they were silent again, but it was a good kind of silent. Finally Tony 
Tony decided it was time to think about the more practical matters at hand. "You've 
heard my story" he said, "What do you make of the latest plot twist?" 

Clare looked thoughtful, "I think you're right" she said, "I would make sense if they 
were connected to Devlin, so they are probably going to help him." 
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"Right" said Tony Tony, "It was stupid of me not to think about Charlotte; it just makes 
sense that she would want to help her Fiancée; I should have kept an eye on her." 

"But you didn't" said Clare, "and now it's too late to do anything about it" Tony Tony 
jumped; it was a very 'Greg' thing to say. 

"Right" he said, "What we need to do now is track down either them or Devlin and 
throw a wrench in the works" 

"Wrench" asked Clare; raising one eyebrow. 

"I mean we have to stop them" he clarified, "Or protect Greg" 

Clare considered this, "The quickest way of helping to protect Greg would be to 
warn him" she pointed out. "So if it's possible then we should be focusing on him over 
the others." 

"Alright" Tony Tony agreed, "So we have four people we need to find the location of; 
Greg, Charlotte, Johnson, and Devlin" 

Clare nodded and threw another stick into the fire, "Let's focus on Greg first" she said, 
"Would the cell phone trick work?" 

"No" sighed Tony Tony, "His phone hasn't worked since Australia; that's why he called 
you on my phone; and even if his phone was still working we both know that he 
would never make it that easy. He wanted to go underground; that’s what he told 
me through the crystal." 

"So if we are trying to find him then he will be actively working against us. That won’t 
be an easy job." 

"No; it really won’t be" 

"Did he tell you how that crystal trick worked?" 

"No; he didn't seem to really know himself. Ah, I see what you mean; you’re hoping 
that we can use that somehow." 

"Yep." 

"I don’t really know. He said that it was being done by an expert at the E.M.L" 

"Okay" smiled Clare, "So we have a lead if nothing else pans out" 

"We could probably move it higher on the list of options than that" 

"I don’t trust that place" she said, "you were only there for a few days after all; there 
was probably a lot of dangerous things that you didn't see." 

Tony Tony didn't argue, partly because Clare was his ride at the moment, and partly 
because he was sure she was right about the E.M.L. having more dangerous things 
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than the things he had seen; there are many things that a school should ideally 
have, and a monthly mortality count up isn't one of them. 

"Okay" said, "So we have some way of contacting Greg; maybe. Who's next up?" 

"Devlin" said Clare right away, "If we could pinpoint his location them we could just 
slap him with a surface to air missile" 

"Clare" Tony Tony said, "I've seen the man slap dragons out of the sky like paper 
planes; I don’t think it’s going to be that easy" 

"Yeh, but" said Clare "Even if we can't think of a way to hit him right now, eventually 
we'll come up with something, and then, if we know where he is, we can just hit him 
then. Charlotte and Johnson aren't interested in hunting Greg themselves, right?" 

Tony Tony thought about this, "I think so" he said, "They’re only interested in helping 
Devlin complete his mission so that he can forget about it and come with them." 

Clare spread her arms widely, "Then that's settled" she said, "Devlin is the most 
important. We only need only need to lock down the other two if it really gets out of 
hand, and Devlin’s already found Greg." 

Tony Tony drew idle circles on the ground with a stick, "Alright" he said, "I agree with 
you, so how do we track Devlin down?" 

"Do you think; the phone trick?" Clare asked; she was smiling and Tony Tony was 
fairly sure she was making a joke. 

"You do remember what I told you about lighting arcing whenever he was around?" 
he asked, giving her the smile back. 

Clare chortled, and shook her head, "Alright" she said; turning back to him, "Lets 
brainstorm, how do you track what is effectively a god? Actually before we do that, 
can you do that thing that Charlotte could do? The thing with her Crystal?" 

Tony Tony hadn't thought of that. He held his crystal in his hands the way she had 
done and focused on it as hard as he could. He could see the inside of his hands 
now, just like with a normal crystal, but now it felt like there was something behind his 
head; it felt like unusually chunky mist. He focused on the mist feeling, but it was like 
trying to see a 'magic eye' picture which was too big for you, Tony Tony hit the limit 
of what he could see, and he couldn't seem to get any deeper. "Sorry" he said, 
opening his eyes. 

"That's all right" Clare said, "It was a long shot anyway. So; brainstorming." 

"Right" said Tony Tony, "We can probably assume that he will be flying, and he will 
probably be moving very fast." 
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"Arcing lightning the whole way" Clare added, "Glowing like a second sun too if 
we're lucky" 

"Human body's not a great shape for absorbing radar" said Tony Tony, "It's fairly 
obvious; so he might think to block it, but if he doesn’t then he will show up like a 
fighter jet on radar." 

"You think he can block radar?" 

"I'm not going to put anything past him at this point. If he isn't blocking it then he will 
be really easy to find; Air traffic control would have been calling him franticly for the 
last few days, trying to get him to stop flying so low and fast." 

"You're expecting to turn on the T.V. and find him there" 

"If I'm right, then he would have almost started a war by this point" 

"I think you're wrong." said Clare, flicking her finger at him on the last word 

Tony Tony faltered, "What? Why?" he asked 

"We're pretty close to the E.M.L right?" 

"Not really, but I see what you mean. He would have appeared on their screens 
somewhere around their tower." 

"Exactly, they would've just decided that it was more mage nonsense, and just 
hoped it would go away" 

Tony Tony's brow furrowed, "Suddenly I feel sorry for the Air traffic control around the 
tower. Actually I feel sorry for anyone who works around the tower; or anywhere 
near the tower for that matter." 

"It's out in the middle of the wilderness for a reason, and I'll bet that Planes treat it like 
a mountain and try to avoid it." 

Tony Tony smiled; he was thinking of a mountain with the ability to shoot fireballs. 
"What was that thing you were saying about the lightning following him?" he asked 

"Well I was just thinking; something like that is bound to leave a trail of disturbed 
weather" she said, "If we got the weather maps for the last few days, and checked 
the locations and times where we know he was, then we could probably get some 
kind of signature to track him by" 

Tony Tony looked at Clare with a new respect, "That’s clever," he said, "He would 
never think to block that, even if he could." 

"Thanks" said Clare, who was smiling, "So we have three leads, the radar, the 
weather and the E.M.L. If it's all the same to you I would like to check radar and the 
weather first"  
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Tony Tony nodded; he was looking around for Andrew. The sun was starting to get 
low, so he must be getting back soon. Tony Tony grinned, they had a plan again, 
once they got their orders back to Ants they would have a lot more information to 
work with, everything seemed better with a plan. Everything was looking up. 

 

Scene Ninety Nine 

In which a character submerges his head in order to drink faster 

 

Greg sat up slowly. The makeshift camp spun around him. Greg put his hand to his 
head and imagined ripping it off; that might stop it hurting quite so much.  

Water, he thought, I need water. He stumbled across the camp; trying to remember 
the location of the water barrel be had seen earlier. They were still partying, he 
realised. He supposed the Dryads must have a lot to celebrate; they were drinking 
and dancing and singing22, over the unconscious bodies of all the Trolls and Dwarves 
in the Camp. 

He found the Water barrel about where he remembered it being. He bent down 
and started scooping water into his mouth, and then he realised that that was 
taking too long; and just dunked his head in instead. 

Contrary to public opinion, dunking your head in cold water is not an effective 
hangover cure. It is however an effective way of drinking a great deal of water in a 
short space of time. Greg pulled his head back out; water dripping off his hair and 
beard. His stomach appeared to be angled a few degrees short of the comfortable 
position, and his head felt tight; but the water had helped a little. 

Greg noticed then something that he really should have noticed before; namely 
that his cousin was propped up against the side of the water barrel. Feeling a little 
embarrassed; Greg turned to face her, and borrowed an expression of Tony Tony's. 
"Great party" he said 

Reddrummer nodded; Greg noticed that she didn't seem to want to move her head 
much. "Glad you liked it little sister, I just wish I knew where your girlfriend got too" 

Greg didn't bother correcting her; she had been trying to wind him up since they 
were both children, but she did a raise an interesting point; Free Flower hadn't been 
at the party as far as he had been able to tell. He looked around him, but not too 
fast; he could swear he was sloshing a bit "She's over on the ridge" he said, "Running 
sword drills as far as I can tell" 

                                                 
22 Imagine Death's personal maraca; if it was a 'pack a day' smoker 
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Reddrummer chuckled, "Yeah, she's always doing that. Then again she's also easily 
winning every fight I've seen her in, so yeah, suits her" 

Greg nodded, he had seen Free Flower finishing up the fight yesterday; it had been 
like someone making a giant armour plated kebab. "Wait" he said, "Didn't you say 
your army had a sword master?" 

"Damn right! One of the best; that's how I convinced her to stay after I saw what she 
could do against the Tak'Dek" 

"Then where is he?" asked Greg 

Reddrummer pointed to the side of a tent; where what at first glance looked like a 
conscious short man turned out to be a unconscious Dwarf propped up standing 
against the tent, with a bottle of red wine in his left hand, and a bottle of 'Oh my 
gods, your head exploded!' humorous party liquor in his right hand. 

"Ah" said Greg 

Reddrumer smiled and patted the ground beside her. "As long as we've got a free 
moment, little sister, I want to talk about what you're doing travelling." 

Greg sat down; being careful to keep any questions he might have on the inside for 
now. 

"Now" said Reddrummer, "it's fairly obvious that you are trying to get home for Uncle's 
will" 

"Really" said Greg; who didn't think it was obvious at all, "I wasn't even sure you knew 
about that, since you were dispersing your army" 

"Hah! You expected me to march up to the door of Redhall with an army backing 
me up" 

"Well you would be a long way from the first; all you would have to do is get your 
timing right" 

"Yeah, remember Granduncle Reddrake?" 

"Well I remember the stories; he was the one who showed up so early that his 
enemies managed to arrange a coup in the time they were waiting." 

"Oh yeah, Man that would of sucked. But yeah, I'm really not interested in being part 
of the whole sorry thing" 

Greg thought about this, "But you lead an army" he said, "If anyone could used extra 
money it would be you" 
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"Well yeah, but little sister, Uncle’s will is going to come with most of his titles, even if 
he didn't actually write them down, people will remember. I don't want to end up as 
Alpha, little sister" 

Greg opened his mouth and spread his arms wide in the international gesture for 
'Look around you', "You're leading an army here! Why would you be afraid of 
leadership now?" 

Reddrummer smiled and stretched her back against the water barrel, "Well yeah, 
little sister, but leading an army is different" 

"How?" 

"It's a lot more fun for a start. Can you imagine me managing a trade dispute?" 

Greg thought about their childhood fights about who got to play with the favourite 
toy23, and he had to admit that he could see it; vividly.  

"Okay, so that a bad idea" he said, "but even if they do pick you out as the next 
Alpha out of how many other people, it's not like there is a law forcing you to 
accept." 

Reddrummer stretched her arms out in front of her, "Why are you trying to convince 
me to come with you?" she asked, "Another person along will just make more 
competition for you" 

"Well that's true, but I think this is something that family should stick together on. I 
mean blood is thicker than water and-" 

"You want an armed escort" 

"I want an armed escort" Greg agreed, "You said it yourself, the key to the whole 
'Walk an army to the front door' thing is to make sure that your enemies don’t have 
enough time to try something" 

Reddrummer stretched like a kitten, "I don’t care about the will" she said, "But I'm 
going to Redhall anyway, some of my army are going back to their homes there. 
You can come along" 

"Wait" said Greg, "So you claim that you're not interested, and then you come along 
with an army anyway" 

"Yeah, that sounds about right, after all I want to be there for Uncle's funeral24" said 
Reddrummer. "We have about four days left to get back for the reading of the will 
right?" 

                                                 
23 Which is to say, the toy that the other one was playing with 
24 Werewolf funerals are held after the reading of the will; so that there are people around to 
attend, and they will be the ones who actually want to attend. 
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"Right, but how did you know that anyway? It seems like you're pretty cut off around 
here"  

"Immediate family's right to know, remember? The man marched right up to me to 
yell the message into my ear half way through a battle; I got to talk to him after, 
apparently he had to fight alligators to get to me" 

"There shouldn't be any alligators up here" said Greg, "They would be way outside 
their normal territory" 

"Hark, hear the vampire speak" 

"That's low, cousin" 

"Sorry" she said; and she really did look sorry. 

"That's all right" he murmured. They sat in silence for a moment, "I think you're lying to 
me anyway" 

"About what?" 

"About just wanting to get to Redhall for Uncle's funeral. I bet at the last possible 
moment you're going to say 'Oh I've changed my mind' and turn your army around 
so that you can march right in that front door" 

"Oh yeah? And why would I spend all that time avoiding it then?" 

"Misdirection; it's all about timing. If you've got everyone, including me, convinced 
that you're not a competitor, then no one is going to try and stop you" 

Reddrummer gave him a weird little smile, "If that was true little sister then it seems to 
me that I would be the last person to tell you about it."  

"Right" said Greg 

"We can march the distance easily in four days," she said, "Hell we could stumble the 
distance in three days." she looked around, with a smile on her face, "And we might 
have to. We'll get started as soon as everyone can stand" 

 

Scene One Hundred 

In which a character runs twisties stained fingers through his hair 

 

Ants ran his fingers thought his hair, scratched his scalp with both hands, and gave 
the ceiling a complaining groan. He was tired, and he was angry; he wasn’t a man 
who took losing well, and that was definitely what was happening now. He wasn’t a 
meteorologist though, so that was an excuse; damn poor excuse though. 
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Damn it! He picked up a Plush penguin off the top of his computer, as though he 
was considering strangling it. How was he meant to tell the difference between 
normal and abnormal cloud?  

He put the penguin down, he was tired, but at least he could report something on 
the radar front; even if it actually wasn’t that helpful. 

Ants kept his head arranged like a computer. He sat back and searched through 
everyone he knew again; searching for meteorologists; he drew a blank, but then 
that’s what he had been expecting. 

His eyes felt heavy. There was no stalling anymore, he couldn’t give them the 
information they wanted, but he could give them the information he had. It 
wouldn’t be enough, but then he could get some sleep. 

He prepared a transmission to the effect of “He had a radar signature at first, but 
now it looks like he’s blocking it. ‘Air traffic control’ are calling it mage nonsense, and 
are hoping it went away. I have no good news for you today.” 

 

Scene One hundred and One 

In which a Character blushes 

 

Tony Tony leaned his back against a convenient cliff and drummed his fingers 
against his knees. He hadn’t opened his eyes yet but he could feel the sun was rising; 
and that annoyed him. He had wanted to set off last night; when they had received 
Ants's message, but Clare had pointed out that Frankie was their only helicopter 
pilot, and he had been flying all day. So because there was no other choice, 
everyone had just gone to bed.  

Tony Tony could hear the others packing up their equipment, but he left them to it; 
their tents were small and it wouldn't be much faster if there was another person 
there getting in the way.  

He had already packed his tent up; he had been up before dawn. That was a rather 
unpleasant habit, he thought, he hoped he would be able to break it after all this 
was over. 

He heard Frankie’s heavy footsteps walking past him, but he stayed sitting with his 
eyes closed; he was trying to control himself after all, and running up now wouldn't 
help him.  

He waited until he heard the helicopter motor starting to spool up, and then, with 
enforced calmness, he rose and walked with a carefully measured pace into the 
helicopter. 
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Clare jumped in immediately behind him. She put her hand on his shoulder in a 
motherly way. "You okay?" she asked. 

Tony Tony nodded; he found that he did feel better actually. It was the sense of 
movement that did it; he didn't feel right just standing around. 

 Clare swung out the door with one hand on the safety bar; she caught Andrews 
hand and helped him up. Tony Tony noticed Andrew stammering and blushing, of 
course that was fairly standard for him, but this time it did seem a little different. Tony 
Tony made a mental note to find out what had been happening while he was away 
when he got back to the office. 

The helicopter rose its juddering way into the sky, and set about finding a needle 
piecing the sun. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Two 

In which guns are concealed underneath a dress 

 

The good Lady Greenroe toured her walk in closet. Something simple, she thought, 
something not too heavy, something you can conceal knifes in.  

She held up a slinky blue number; she could vaguely remember wearing it many 
years ago when she met the Russian ambassador. It was far too tight for her now 
though; far too short as well, a dress designed for a younger woman. No, if they 
were lucky this whole thing would be a dignified affair, and it should be carried out 
with dignity. 

She wondered if dignity would be carried out, and whether she would be remiss in 
setting up another division of snipers. It probably wouldn't be needed, she thought, 
her idiot cousin knew the importance of appearances, and that idiot at Redhall now 
would never dare try anything. She picked up something elegant that swept to the 
floor. Something like this, she thought, something that can conceal a leg holster, but 
in blue, it'll suit me better. 

She wasn't really worried about her niece and her borderline betrayal. Lady 
Greenroe thought that she might have been a bit harsh on the girl, after all you 
can't simply expect a girl to walk away from her fiancée, and it all might work out in 
her favour if she was helping Devlin to take Mr Greg out. If he managed to remove 
that headache then she would gladly give her blessing to the couple. 

She found the dress she wanted, "perfect" she said; she could speak out aloud as 
much as she wanted here; the Closet was her room, and she had had it carefully 
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bug proofed. It had cost her a large fortune, but it had been worth it to have one 
room in her house which was unquestionably hers.  

She moved to her weaponry draws. I'll be there as a guest, she thought, they won’t 
search me. She pulled out two lightweight revolvers and strapped them around her 
legs. Of course, she thought, a guest doesn't shoot other guests; she picked out two 
silencers and a telescopic sight which she concealed in the folds of her dress. If Mr 
Greg did get away from Devlin then she would have to shoot him before he 
reached the table, the silencers were mostly there to give the whole affair a more 
genteel feel.  

She stood up straight and looked at herself in the mirror. Not bad, she thought, trying 
various poses, with makeup on that should carry off the effect nicely. She smiled to 
herself, it was the smile that chess players get when they are in a clear winning 
position; the way she saw it she was the clear front runner at the moment. "Three 
more days" she said "and then, endgame" 

 

Scene One hundred and Three 

In which our heroes power walk 

 

The E.M.L didn't have a helipad, which was a serious planning flaw in a modern 
university, and Frankie wasn't willing to take the helicopter any closer to the tower 
than what he described as 'in range,  Sah’, so Tony Tony found himself power 
walking the last half kilometre.  

Tony Tony was power walking because it was the fastest speed the people behind 
him were willing to move at. They were willing to keep up with him as long as he was 
walking, but they dropped back the instant he started running. It was all very 
irritating. 

As worked up as he was, Tony Tony still took it slowly through the entrance hall; 
stopping frequently to explain the next danger to the people behind him. To his 
surprise someone had changed the crotch-kicking statue so that it now turned your 
tongue black and white with green spots; Tony Tony hoped it was a temporary 
effect. 

He led them up the stairs, down the hallway, and into Professor Green's office; she 
didn't look as surprised to see them as she should have done. 

"No" she said, before they had explained why they were here. 

"What?"  

"You want me to stop Devlin, putting aside that I can't do that, the answer is no." 
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"We don’t need you to stop him, just tell us where he is." 

"Mr Tomson, if I had that kind of information don’t you think that I would have given it 
to you when you went away with Miss Roe and Mr Johnson?" 

Tony Tony faltered, that was kind of obvious in hindsight. "Okay, so can you tell me 
where Charlotte is?" 

Professor Green looked up and looked directly into his eyes, "Me instead of us?" 

"What? Oh I suppose; us." 

Professor Green was still holding his gaze; it was making him uncomfortable. Finally 
she lowered her head again. “Greg is in no danger” she said “and you will make the 
situation worse if you try to help him. You are welcome to stay in the tower for as 
long as you wish, but I will not help you like this. Goodnight Mr. Tomson” 

Tony Tony felt utterly betrayed. He lined up numerous obscenities behind his eyes, 
lined them all up and paired them with the points he wished to make, mostly about 
the impossibility of Greg being safe while there was an angel out for his blood, that 
done he loaded them all up and got ready to fire them at her in a high impact 
barrage. Clare put her hand on his shoulder, and he stopped.  

The words were still buzzing around his head like a swarm of angry hornets, but they 
were starting to die back. Be like Greg, Tony Tony thought; having to mentally 
scream the words to overpower the things he wanted to say, Greg could always 
control himself. Gradually the swarm got smaller, and smaller, and then it was gone. 

Tony Tony, opened his eyes again, preparing to be civil, but they he realised he was 
looking at the inside of a corridor. “What?” he said. 

“I got you out of there” said Clare, who was pushing and steering him, “It seemed 
like the right thing to do” 

Tony Tony could still feel a vein pulsing on his head, “Good call”, he said, “You got a 
plan?” 

“Why don’t you show us where the visitors sleep around here” she said, “And then 
we all can sit down and discuss it.” 

 

Scene One Hundred and Four 

In which the length of shadows is commented on 
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The sun was rising. Tony Tony watched it from the same window he had stood next to 
with Johnson a few days ago. “Our real problem” he was saying, “Is that we don’t 
know Professor Green’s motives” 

“Yes Sah!” agreed Frankie 

Tony Tony sighed and leaned with his back against the wall. He wished that he 
could talk to Clare, or even Andrew, talking to Frankie was exhausting. 

“What I mean” he went on, “Is that if we could find out why she doesn’t want us to 
help Greg then we would be at an advantage” 

“Yes Sah!” 

Tony Tony rubbed his head. He wondered if Clare had woken up yet, or Andrew had 
decided that getting a radio to work inside the tower was a lost cause. 

He threw his hands down, and asked, “What do you think we should do?” hoping for 
any answer which wouldn’t take him around in another circle. 

“Sah,” said Frankie, “Professor Green will not change her mind, if you cannot steal 
the service you need then we are wasting time and should leave, Sah!.” 

Tony Tony blinked and turned back to the window. Good answer he thought; 
suddenly glad that he had Frankie along. “Tell me Frankie, where should we leave 
to?” 

“Sah, I do not know, Sah!” 

Tony Tony nodded; he actually hadn’t expected an answer on that.  

Others joined him at the window and joined in the discussion, but none of them had 
any ideas strong enough to carry weight. Eventually the shadows got shorter, and 
then longer again. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Five 

In which we jump ahead to dinner 

 

The dining room was a huge building; it looked like it had once been a cathedral, 
right down to a line of stained glass windows running along the top.  

One of the windows was shattered, but had remained in its frame. The sunlight 
scattered as it travelled through it, and the confused light beams got about half 
way to the floor before turning into exploding pigeons.  



167 The Wolf’s Will                                                  
http://becomingabetterwriter.wordpress.com/ 

 

The light from the pigeons lit up a small table at the end of the hall were four people 
were eating dinner. One of them didn’t look like he was paying attention. 

Tony Tony put his finger out. He caught Andrew’s spoon half way to his mouth. 
Andrew looked at him “What?” he said. 

Tony Tony glanced at the spoon. Andrew looked as well. “Right” he said; flicking his 
spoonful of tomato sauce back into its pot and moving his plate into what he clearly 
thought was a more natural position. 

“What are you reading anyway?” Asked Tony Tony, the semiconscious version of 
Andrew was starting to annoy him. 

Andrew lifted the cover of the book so that Tony Tony could see it, but otherwise he 
gave no indication that he had even heard him. Tony Tony read the cover, “A study 
of the effect of magic on communication equipment, you haven’t given up on that 
radio yet have you?” 

Andrew didn’t say anything for a long moment; he just kept his eyes on the page. 
Then he jerked like he had been shocked, “What, sorry, what?” 

Tony Tony turned back to his dinner, “Don’t worry about it,” he said. He didn’t have 
much faith in it being possible to get the radio working, but if Andrew could do it 
then it would be a huge advantage. 

Andrew turned back to the book, and eventually he stopped giving off any sign that 
he was aware of the outside world. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Six 

In which we find an enchanted window 

 

Tony Tony was really coming to like the window down the corridor that led to the 
dead dorm; It seemed like it had been subject to the E.M.L ‘s ‘Sure why not?’ 
attitude to spell casting. No matter what all the other windows showed, the window 
in front of the corridor was always perfectly angled to catch the sun. Right now Tony 
Tony was watching the sun as it sunk below the horizon. 

Two days, Greg, he thought, I don’t know if I can help you, but you have two days 
left.  

He eased himself off the windowsill and ambled down the corridor. This whole thing 
had turned into a bit of a mess, he thought, it still might make a good story though, 
even if it is a bit confusing and it had no moral. Tony Tony grinned; the world was a 
funny place, who could possibly know where he would be in two days? 
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Frankie was already dozing when Tony Tony walked into the dorm. Andrew wasn’t in 
his bed, but Tony Tony’s eyes naturally found the corner where Andrew had set up 
his work beach; he was there still playing with the radio. Tony Tony left him to it. He 
was a little worried about Andrew not getting any sleep, but he supposed that was 
his lookout.  He couldn’t see Clare from where he was, but the curtain they had put 
up over one end of the dorm had an ‘occupied’ feeling about it. 

Tony Tony pulled himself into his bed. Someone had cleaned his sheets, he didn’t 
know who it could have been; magic wouldn’t work in the dead dorm and the 
mages didn’t seem like they would be good housekeepers. Tony Tony shrugged it 
off; if there was anything he had noticed recently it was his life was a hard thing to 
understand. He lay down in bed and closed his eyes. 

He was just beginning to feel that warm absent feeling which always comes before 
sleeping when something heavy dropped onto his bed. “I got it!” squeaked Andrew, 
“I got Ants and he says that he’s figured out the weather patterning!” 

 

Scene One Hundred and Seven 

In which we replay the tortoise and the hare 

 

The back seat of a helicopter is an incredibly unpleasant place to sleep. What with 
the vibrations, and the noise; it’s a wonder that anyone ever manages it. Tony Tony 
had managed a light doze in the back until the first rays of sunlight hit him and 
made further sleep impossible. He wasn’t really tired, Clare had agreed on the 
compromise of getting half a night’s sleep and then leaving before dawn. 

Tony Tony looked around and took stock of his troops. Clare and Andrew both 
looked like he did, if there did turn out to be fighting when they caught up with 
Devlin then the three of them wouldn’t be very much use. Frankie would be worse 
though; it is not easy to fly a helicopter and Frankie had been doing it for the last few 
hours on what really wasn’t enough sleep; he could push on through, but he was 
going to be shattered when they reached their destination. 

Tony checked the readout that Ants had sent him again; it not only gave Devlin’s 
current position, it also marked out where he had been.  

By the looks of it, after Devlin had left them at that rock outcrop, he had just spent 
the last few days flying around in a spiral; presumably he would have searched the 
whole world if that was what it would have taken, but now Tony Tony noticed that 
the pattern had changed since the last time he had looked; a couple hours ago 
Devlin had broken off his spiral and was now moving in one direction in a straight 
line. Oh bugger, thought Tony Tony, there is no way that could be good news. 
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Tony Tony focused his eyes on the back of Frankie’s head; he was not tactless 
enough to actually ask, but he was trying to will thoughts of speed into the huge 
man. Nothing happened and Tony Tony was actually glad of that; Frankie must 
have picked this speed for a reason.  

He turned back to the readout and tried to estimate Devlin’s speed. That didn’t 
make sense; Devlin only looked like he was moving at walking pace. What could 
that mean? Perhaps he hadn’t actually spotted Greg, perhaps he had chosen to 
break his spiral for some other reason, or perhaps he had already got him and didn’t 
feel the need to rush anymore.  

Tony Tony shook his head. We have to think we can help, he thought, we’ll keep 
going. Devlin must just be flying slowly for his own reasons.  

He looked back at the readout again; it looked as though he was flying almost 
directly away from the helicopter. So it was a race then; Devlin was slower, but the 
smart money said that he was almost where he needed to be.  The helicopter had a 
lot more ground to cover, but it was covering ground quite a bit faster. Tortoise and 
the hare, he thought, edited for realism. 

He settled back into his seat, feeling the now familiar vibrations thudding into him. 
On reflection, he thought, it’s a stupid idea to keep this information from the rest of 
my team; after all we are flying into a life or death situation, and this information 
might turn out to be vital. “Everyone” he called, “I think you need to see this” 

 

Scene One Hundred and Eight 

In which she has a headache 

 

Charlotte had a headache; it was so bad that even Johnson had noticed. “What’s 
the matter?” he asked. 

Charlotte shook her head and indicated for him to drive faster.   

“It’s a 2CV” he said, “It won’t go any faster.” 

Charlotte held her head and indicated for him to just keep driving. 

Johnson kept driving. “You know” he said, “You could probably just fly there; it would 
be quicker than this” 

Charlotte shook her head again. Johnson kept driving in silence for a few moments. 

“You still got his bearing?” he asked, trying a different tack. 
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Charlotte kept her right hand on her head and pointed directly ahead with her left 
hand. Otherwise the car was completely silent. 

“It’s dipping into his mind isn’t it?” he said, “To find where he is, it’s tiring you” 

Charlotte didn’t move for a long moment, but then she slowly shook her head. “It’s 
his mind.” she said, “He’s at war with himself. It doesn’t tire me out, but it hurts me a 
lot.” 

Johnson tried to imagine having to see inside a fiancée’s head while he was like this; 
it depressed him so he stopped. “Without looking again” he said, “How close are 
we?” 

“Not far” she murmured, her eyes towards the floor of the car, “He can’t fly very fast 
while he’s like this” 

“So we’re closing on him?” 

“Yes” 

“How much time do we have?” 

“Before we get to him?” 

Johnson nodded. 

Charlotte groaned and reached for her crystal again. 

“Without looking” he stopped her; he didn’t want the girl to be broken when they 
caught up with Devlin; after all she would probably have to be the one who talked 
him down again. 

Charlotte rubbed her temples, “about half an hour” She said, making swirly motions 
in the air with her hand. 

That was good, Johnson thought. They were on the road, and on the way; hopefully 
by the end of the day this would all be over. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Nine 

In which everything starts coming together. 

 

There was an agreeable country, and through this country ran an agreeable 
country road; the kind that age old farmers laid with big, heavy stones so their carts 
could rattle along quicker. 
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On this road there was a young man, skinny and a little pale. He was talking to a tall 
and striking woman who seemed to have wolf ears. They were being tailed by a 
boisterous group of people who seemed to be pulling a cart full of alcohol behind 
them. They were travelling at ambling pace, without a care in the world. 

A little way back, but not really far enough, there was a man with untidy black hair 
and eyes that shone with harsh light. He was holding his head, and occasionally he 
thrashed around as though he were being flogged. He was airborne, but he was still 
following the line of the road, and he was moving faster than the people ahead 
him.  

Quite a way further down the road, but gaining fast, there was a little car which 
must have gone out of fashion at the same time as two-toned shoes. One of the 
car’s occupants appeared to be in pain; the other one looked grimly determined. 
They had a much longer trip, but the little engine was whining, and they were rolling 
forward with the inevitability of a rather large boulder. 

Finally, a very long way back, at what was basically the start of the road, a 
helicopter was flying. It had a longer trip than all of the others combined, but it also 
was moving a lot faster than all the others combined. Everyone inside had their eyes 
locked on the horizon, and they only took them off to take their guns as they were 
handed around. 

They were all closing the distance, and it would be too close to call. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Ten 

In which eyes make good mirrors 

 

Free Flower had very good eyes, and she had been watching the skies for most of 
her life. She couldn’t have told you how she had picked up what was wrong, even if 
she had been inclined to, but she had had the feeling that something was wrong, 
and she was carefully scanning the sky when she saw him first. 

He was a dot in the sky at first, and the only thing that tipped her off was the fact 
that he looked the wrong shape to be a bird. She narrowed her eyes against a sun 
which was getting lower in the sky, and kept a watch on him. 

Gradually he got bigger, and bigger until eventually there could be no doubt of 
what she was seeing; a man flying unaided through the sky. She had walked 
backward another few kilometres before she could be sure of anything else, and by 
that point the others were taking interest as well. 
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The man seemed to be in pain, he was thrashing around and holding his head, Free 
Flower was sure that if she could hear his thoughts then he would be screaming.  

She looked to the others to try and gauge what they thought. Most of them looked 
confused, or interested, or fearful; the normal range of emotion, but there was 
something different on the face of the skinny one; Free Flower saw recognition 
reflected in his eyes.  

Then she saw lightning reflected in his eyes. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Eleven 

In which the sound of firecrackers is ruined forever. 

 

Greg saw the man lift his hand. He seemed to be holding a pillar of lightning in his 
palm. Then before he knew what he was doing, his legs were moving, and he was 
off the road and through a hedge. The man let the bottom of the pillar slip out of his 
hand; it hit the road and collapsed.  

From the foetal position that he had curled into Greg could hear a sound like a 
thousand fire crackers going off. Then he was back on his feet; he didn’t know what 
was driving him, but he decided to go with it.  

Greg could see that the road was lined with bodies; the Dwarfish sword master was 
one of them.  Greg rolled and grabbed a rifle from one of the bodies; a woman with 
blond roots, no time for mourning, he thought. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Twelve 

In which we learn that a character is really bad at identifying canines 

 

Devlin was in hell. He could see Greg; he was crouched right there on the road, 
shooting at him, but he couldn’t get to him. It wasn’t the bullets; the bullets were just 
annoying. It was a woman and a dog.  

They weren’t using weapons at all; the woman seemed to be using a rapier for some 
reason, but they were fast; much faster than he was. When he attacked them, they 
dodged and attacked him. When he tried to attack Greg, they attacked him and 
broke his concentration. 

They couldn’t really hurt him; which is to say they could hurt him a lot, but they 
couldn’t injure him on a long term basis. It didn’t matter how many holes they poked 
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in him, or how many times they ripped his jaw off; he could repair the damage 
instantly. But it infuriated him to be so close and to not be able to get any closer. 

One part of him was telling him to just nuke the whole countryside, and Devlin was 
finding he was starting to agree with it. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Thirteen 

In which good peaceful things happen; elsewhere in the world 

 

The man appeared to be losing control. Free Flower could see that he was getting 
angry, and that he seemed to be having more and more trouble focusing his 
attacks. That was good, she thought, as she ducked under a wall of lighting and 
drove her rapier through both his eyes.  

The man screamed and flung lightning bolts left and right. His attack was random 
and he wasn’t healing as fast as he had been a moment ago. Good, she thought, 
as she slipped through a hole in his barrage and rammed her rapier through his 
heart, he wasn’t flagging yet, but she knew that if he kept throwing energy around 
like that then he would exhaust himself soon. No energy source is infinite. 

The wolf woman leapt at him and ripped his jaw off; she seemed to have a thing 
about doing that. The man made the throat-noise of a scream and started to draw 
energy into himself. Free Flower darted forward and cut several important tendons; 
the man slumped and the energy exploded out of him. Free Flower wound into a 
ball, felt the explosion fly over her, then unwound and slashed him across the eyes 
again. 

Out of the corner of her eye she saw a little car approaching. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Fourteen 

In which another gunman appears 

 

Greg saw the two newcomers hurry out of the car. One of them; a young woman 
who Greg thought he recognised, dashed behind the car, the other; an old man 
who Greg was sure he had never seen before, dived flat to the ground so that he 
was mostly behind the car as well.  

Greg realised that he had trained the rifle on the old man, he stopped his hand 
before he got any further; after all he didn’t even know if the old man was hostile 
yet.  
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The man opened fire with his own gun; he seemed to be aiming for Greg 
specifically. My mistake, Greg thought, as he dived back into the bushes, control’s 
yours. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Fifteen 

In which a little mid-battle psychology is tried 

 

The inside of Devlin’s head was a terrifying place. As Charlotte travelled through it, it 
frothed and foamed like a mad horse. She reached out with her mind; she was 
better at that now. There was so much rage there, blinding him even when he still 
had eyes.  

There was the power too; he wasn’t even trying to hold it back. It was infinite, she 
could see that now, but he wasn’t. She could feel his body starting to break down 
under the strain. She could see what they were doing; they were making him as 
mad as they could, because if they did that long enough then he would eventually 
stop healing. 

She reached out farther; trying to fill his body. She imagined taking him into her arms 
and stroking his hand. She imagined him calm. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Sixteen 

In which Gourmet eating is discussed 

 

Reddrummer felt wild. It was always like this when she was the wolf; the sheer 
exhilaration of fighting driving her.  

It seemed to be getting harder again, though. It was hard to think in the wolf state, 
putting aside adrenalin; the brain isn’t really built for it. She leapt for him again; 
aiming for his jaw; she liked jaws, but this time he swung nimbly out of the way and 
brought his hand up to meet her. She twisted under it, and it passed over her with a 
sound like ripping paper. 

She hit the ground and scuttled away. When she looked back she thought he 
looked a lot more focused than he had before. He swept away Free Flower’s thrust, 
and narrowly missed on his counter attack. He had his eyes on Greg. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Seventeen 
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In which a new challenger arrives 

 

The man in front of Greg dropped from a clean head shot, and Greg realised that 
they were losing. It had looked good for a moment there, but now they were losing. 
He switched his firing position to the ‘flat on the ground’ one that the old man was 
using. Counting him there had only been three gunmen who survived the man’s first 
attack, now there was just him and another man he didn’t really know across the 
road. 

He wondered where the other two had come from, he wondered why the man had 
suddenly become so calm and competent, and he wondered if that approaching 
helicopter was friendly. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Eighteen 

In which a great pose for a movie poster is carried out 

 

Tony Tony hung out one side of the helicopter, and Clare hung out the other. It 
probably wasn’t necessary, or helpful, or safe, and he doubted he could fire a gun 
accurately with one hand, but he had to see something before he attacked. 

That was Johnson and Charlotte down there; he had truly hoped that they would 
have been held up, or something else would have gone wrong which would stop 
them from being there. But no such luck.  

Be decisive, Tony Tony, said the voice in his head, decide where your loyalties lie. He 
brought his gun to bear on Charlotte. War is hell, said the voice, sympathetically, as 
he pulled the trigger. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Nineteen 

Something wicked this way comes 

 

Something pulled Charlotte back to her body. She had been sitting cross legged, 
and now her legs felt stiff. She looked down and saw lots of little holes in her legs, like 
pimples after you pop them. Bullet holes, she realised. One of the holes was spurting 
something that she refused to recognize as her blood. 
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She looked over at Johnson. He had been lying on the ground and his back was 
covered in red stains. He was still looking ahead, with his eyes firmly fixed on Greg, 
but he was twitching a lot, and it almost looked like he wanted to curl up into a ball. 

Devlin had seen what had happened. His eyes grew wide and he bellowed 
obscenities while jumping back into battle. He lost all his focus all over again, and 
Charlotte saw him being ripped into pieces. She reached for her Crystal again, but 
something in her couldn’t do it anymore. 

The helicopter had swung around and was coming in for another sweep. To her 
horror she saw Tony Tony hanging out the side. She tied to split into bats and fly 
away, but the pain she felt was so bad that she couldn’t do it; she had never tried to 
split while injured before.  

He brought his gun around, and his time she thought he had a clearer shot. In 
desperation she invoked the name of the only god which had ever been even 
remotely helpful to her. “Miss Alpha!” she cried, “Please help me!” 

 

Scene One Hundred and Twenty 

In which the tide turns 

 

The air suddenly filled with bats. Greg didn’t know where they had come from; it was 
like looking at a velvet black mist. His confusion turned to horror when he saw the 
bats swat Clare’s chopper out of the sky. 

All the bats collapsed together into the middle of the fight. They collapsed into the 
form of Lucy (Lucy?!). Free Flower spun around and caught her cleanly through the 
chest. But Lucy wavered like a mirage, and suddenly she was standing on top of the 
sword. She aimed a clumsy kick at Free Flower’s face, which sent her flying off the 
road. Reddrummer leapt on her, but Lucy swung her arm around and, despite not 
actually touching her, broke everything along Reddrummer’s left side; including the 
skull. 

Greg watched all of this with a brain which had turned completely numb, but that 
confusion ended when he realised that Devlin had seized his chance. He tried to 
dive out of the way, but it was too late. Devlin’s fist punched through him, and he 
distinctly felt his spine shatter, right before his legs went numb. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Twenty One 

In which something is said which, on the face of things, doesn’t make a lot of sense. 
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Tony Tony had hit his head when the helicopter had crashed, and his vision was 
blurring in and out. He saw Devlin punch cleanly through Greg, and then take off 
into the sunset, with Greg still hanging off his arm; crowing like a rooster. 

Things gradually dimmed, and Tony Tony started to feel cold. He realised that 
someone was touching his face, and he wearily opened his eyes again. Lucy 
(Lucy?!) was blocking the light of the sunset. “Don’t worry, Sir” she said, “You’re 
gonna be just fine” 

 

Scene One Hundred and Twenty Two 

In which there is a disgusting image of a popped lung. 

 

There was a timeless moment of nothingness, and then a timed moment of 
nothingness. Then the pain came.  

Greg had been warned about the pain, but this was the first time he had ever 
experienced it. It felt as though a thousand diseased rats were clawing through his 
face.  

His head was splitting because he couldn’t breathe, and it only seemed to get 
worse. He realised that time was passing again, and that made it worse because 
now he could suffer every second; he would have cried out but he didn’t seem to 
be able to move. 

Then there was the noise. It was a rushing noise, like a river made of slipping ice, and 
it was driving directly into his skull. He could feel a weird twitching feeling in his chest; 
he didn’t like it and he wanted it to stop; then he realised that his heart was beating 
again. Okay, he thought, and then he stopped; because it hurt to think. 

He realised that his head was hurting so badly because he hadn’t taken a breath 
yet. He tried to take a breath, but then realised that he didn’t remember how.  
Damn it! He thought, and stopped again when the second spike of pain torn 
through him. He cleared his mind and let the image of breathing form.  

Then, like a dam breaking open, he took a deep, shuddering swallow of air. His chest 
wheezed unpleasantly and he felt one of his lungs flopping around like a popped 
balloon, but some air got into his other lung, and that helped his head. 

He breathed as deeply as he could; over and over again. Okay, he thought, I’m 
back, now where am I? He traced his last memories; looking for clues, he 
remembered Devlin shattering his spine; he didn’t think he would ever forget that. 
Broken spine, he focused on his skin, trying to imagine the feelings along it, there 
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wasn’t much sensation anywhere, apart from the pain of course. He was having a 
lot of trouble trying to locate the sensations on a map of his body, but when he 
thought about it there didn’t seem to be any sensation below a certain point. Oh 
no, he thought, bones took forever to heal. 

He thought again about where he was; he tried to look through his eyes, but it was 
like there was a mist covering them. He tried to reach up and touch his eyes; so he 
could see how bad the damage was, but he didn’t seem to be able to move his 
arms. He focused as hard as he could, feeling the willpower on his arm mount higher 
and higher, but it wouldn’t move.  

He went back to looking though his eyes, and realised that he could see patches of 
light and shadow. He was looking at a sunrise, or maybe a sunset; he hoped it was a 
sunrise; if it was a sunset then he was too late already.  

Maybe it was a sunrise and he was too late anyway; how long had he been dead 
for? He had no way of knowing, resurrection takes everyone differently, and the 
most pressing question was still on him mind.  

Where the hell am I! He thought. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Twenty Three 

In which a character hides in a tiny place in the back of his mind 

 

Tony Tony sat in darkness. He wasn’t in pain, but he wasn’t thinking either, and it 
didn’t bother him at all. He would be quite happy to sit there forever, but then he 
reached out his hand, and gave form to the void. 

Shapes and abstractions flowed past him. At first just one or two of them, but more 
and more came and soon it was like he was in the middle of a motorway with silent, 
abstract cars slipping past him. 

He sat there. He didn’t really have a face anymore, but if he had had one then it 
would have been wearing a blank smile. Soon he started to recognise some of the 
shapes; there was his first wife, and his second daughter, the kitten he had had as a 
child. 

He reached out again and asked, “Who am I?” and the figures streaming past 
whispered their answers to him. Tony Tony took it all in and thought about it. 

Eventually he asked another question, “What happens now?”And again they all 
answered him. He became aware that the ground he was standing on wasn’t solid; 
it was like it was the surface of a great dark lake, and he didn’t know what was 
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waiting for him at the bottom of the lake, but he knew that he couldn’t stay on top 
forever; now that he was aware of the lake his little bubble looked ridiculously small. 

He looked down; he didn’t have any light to see by, but he knew that any light he 
had would have been swallowed anyway. “Do I have to go down?” he asked. One 
of the voices whispered something behind him which made Tony Tony smile.  

He held his nose, and let himself drop. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Twenty Four 

In which the problem with young people is touched upon 

 

Greg had gotten his arms to work again, and his eyes were seeing a bit better now; 
of course what they were seeing right now was badly focused grass. 

 He was pulling himself up the hill he had woken up next to; which was hard work 
given that his legs weren’t moving, and he could feel it taking its toll on him, but he 
welcomed it; the sweat pouring down his face was great because he could feel it, 
and after the searing pain of those few minutes after rebirth, the ache in his arms just 
reminded him that he had made it back. I made the right choice, he thought to 
himself. Immortality is awesome. 

He managed to pull himself to the very crest of the hill, and tried to focus his eyes on 
the horizon. After a little while he realised that this was a waste of time; his eyes 
didn’t seem to be able to focus on anything further than arms length away. He let 
himself fall back on the ground, and he realised that he could make out something. 
It was a flower; it was bright blue and it had gold stripes running through it. What the 
hell, he thought, am I even in Europe anymore? 

He rolled over onto the grass. He was fighting the urge to start crying; something he 
hadn’t done since he had been a child. There was nothing he could do, for one of 
the first time in his life there was absolutely nothing he could do. Greg felt like a 
newborn baby, not even able to lift his own head. He started thinking of all the 
people he had admired over the years, and thought about what they would have 
done; not started crying, is what he came up with; it wasn’t really very helpful. 

Then he thought about Tony Tony; what would he have done? He would have 
gotten help from someone stronger, he thought. Greg pointed his face at the sky he 
couldn’t see. “Help” he called, “Help!” 

With a thudding noise something pulled up right next to his head. A hard voice 
sounded from somewhere above him, “You call for help” it said, “And I come. I am 
Crazy Sven, modern day Super Hero” 
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Greg knew he should be grateful, but he was actually just shocked. “Crazy Sven?!” 

“Ya!” 

“Your car’s fixed?!” 

“Ya!” 

“How!?” 

“Ha! Little man, I promised it would be fixed when you needed it” 

Greg thought about the car as he had last seen it. “What does that have to do with 
it?” he asked 

Crazy Sven chuckled and opened his door. “Da problem with you youngens” he 
said; picking Greg up and throwing him into the back of the car. “Iz dat, you don’t 
take your promises seriously” 

 

Scene One hundred and Twenty Five 

In which time spent in the library pays dividends 

 

Louise Green poked her head out of the fort she had accidently built in the middle 
of the library.  

It had taken her days to find the book she had been looking for, if she hadn’t known 
that it was there somewhere; then she would have given up a long time ago. Note 
to self, she thought, get library on Dewey decimal system, and make the other 
mages go along with it. 

She slapped the book down on the reading desk. She had come across it as a 
student, and she knew that the information she wanted was inside. The cover of the 
book read in faded letters “Furious angels and how to avoid them.” 

She opened the book; brushing off the accumulated dust as she did so25, there was 
a diagram halfway through the book. “Greater Cherub” she said, wrapping her 
mouth around the strange words.  

The diagram showed four wings arranged like the petals of a flower. In the centre 
there were four heads, and they all looked angry. 

 

                                                 
25 Any book you find in a mage library will be dusty and old; they have spells put on them to 
that effect. 
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Scene One hundred and Twenty Six 

In which good advice is handed out for anyone who comes across something 
important which they don’t understand. 

 

Tony Tony sunk back into his own body, his head felt numb and fuzzy. He reached up 
and put his hand against the fuzzy part, but he didn’t seem to be able to push his 
hand any closer than an inch away; it was like pushing against a hard wind. 

He took a look around. He seemed to be only one conscious; there were people all 
around him, and all of them seemed to have a have a fuzzy orange glow over some 
part of their body. The one who seemed to have gotten off best was Andrew; he 
was propped against a tree with the glow over the top of his head. There was a 
pretty woman with blond roots next to him; she was floating in mid air; with the glow 
covering her entire body. 

Tony Tony held his head, but his fingers couldn’t close over one side of it. He didn’t 
really know what was going on, but he thought he could remember almost dying.  

He looked at his hands; they were the same hands he remembered; wrinkled and a 
little callused. So he had been dying and now he wasn’t dead; he decided to leave 
the glowing alone until he could be sure what it was. 

Then he realised that he wasn’t entirely alone among the conscious; there was a 
young girl lying off the road; she was playing with a butterfly. It was Lucy, he 
remembered. He stood completely still for a moment, and then walked towards her; 
he was a reporter, and he had a few questions which needed answers. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Twenty Seven 

In which people lift heavy things 

 

Louise Green stood on the top of the E.M.L tower. She had a good view from where 
she was standing, which was good  since it would take her a few hours to cast the 
spell and she didn’t want to screw it up by missing. 

Some of the faster students were already struggling up the stairs with the equipment 
she needed. “What are we trying to do, Professor?” one of them asked. 

Louise smiled, “Engage a little family tension” she said. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Twenty Eight 
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In which our hero invents a new mountain sport 

 

Greg was incredibly thankful that Crazy Sven had remembered to keep the seat 
belts in the car; by his estimate his life had been saved about three times in the last 
few seconds by them.  

“Little flying crotch is being persistent” said Crazy Sven, as he swerved out of the way 
of a piece of exploding scenery. 

Greg watched the sun, it was past midday, and he was running out of time. He 
wasn’t really worried about the man from yesterday hitting them right then; he was 
far too angry for that, but Greg worried that they had to get away from him soon; if 
he started to calm down then they might be in trouble. 

He looked up to see the man holding a pillar of lightning again. He braced himself 
as it rolled onto the road and blew them off into the countryside. Greg waited for 
Crazy Sven to set the car right again, but he kept driving. “Hey, Crazy Sven” he 
asked, “Where are you taking us?” 

Crazy Sven pointed to a huge ravine up ahead. Greg looked at it; his heart stopping 
mid beat. “Uh, he can fly” Greg reminded him, “I don’t think we can lose him that 
way” 

Crazy Sven laughed, “This is, how you say, shortcut ya? To get you there faster.” 

Greg thought about the places he wanted to go; the bottom of what looked very 
much like the Grand Canyon didn’t figure very high on the list.  

He looked up to see what the flying man thought about this development; he was 
looking thoughtful, and then he raised his hand again. A single beam of solid white 
light exploded from his hand and stretched up to the sky, and then it arced down 
with a hissing noise like a guillotine. 

Greg suddenly was aware of a rushing noise. He looked to the left and saw half of 
the taxi rolling away, with Crazy Sven in it. “Ride it down!” Crazy Sven yelled, 
“GoatSmellingCrotch is at the bottom!” 

Then he was gone, and Greg was in midair. 

Then, quite suddenly, he was on the ground again; granted it was ground that was 
sloped almost to the point of being vertical, but it was still ground. Greg’s legs had 
started moving again, but they weren’t moving fast or well; so he was balancing in a 
car split cleanly down the centreline, with legs that weren’t really a lot of use. 

The ride was getting rougher, and Greg knew that he wasn’t safe. He could hear 
rumbling behind him; like an avalanche. He shifted his weight to the right and tried 
to steer the runaway thing, but this made him fall over. Cursing the world, Greg 
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skidded the rest of the way down the canyon walls; vibrating his head against the 
door. 

Then the rumbling died down, and he wasn’t moving anymore. Greg could hear 
running. He tried to pull himself out of the taxi, but before he could manage it 
someone strong grabbed him and lifted him out. Greg focused on the face of his 
rescuer, “Gileppi?!” he said. 

“Greg? What has happened to you?”  

Greg remembered for the first time in a little while that he was covered in blood and 
had a hole through his stomach. “I had an accident,” he said, “Listen; I need to get 
to Transylvania, as fast as possible” 

Gileppi shook his head, “Greg” he said, “I’m afraid that you are in serious need of 
medical attention” 

Greg grabbed Gileppi’s head, and turned it to where a glowing star was 
investigating a second landslide further down the canyon. “If I stay here” he said, 
keeping his voice as calm and serious as he could, “I will die. I need to get to 
Transylvania, before the sun goes down”. 

Gileppi looked at the star through narrowed eyes, “Very well,” he said, “Come with 
me, I know who can help” 

 

Scene One hundred and Twenty Nine 

In which things glow 

 

The air around Louise Green was filled with writhing blue shapes; like the textured 
wallpaper of space-time, and the wind around her carried sounds like drum beats. 
All of that was for the audience of course; the spell could easily be done in 
complete silence, but the flashy visuals kept people’s attention, and they didn’t take 
much energy. The important part of the spell was what she was doing with her mind, 
and that was what was causing sweat to run down her brow. 

She was pushing her mind into another plane of existence. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Thirty 

In which there be dragons 

 



184 The Wolf’s Will                                                  
http://becomingabetterwriter.wordpress.com/ 

 

It worried Greg that he was getting so blasé about being shot at with lightning, and 
it worried him even more that Mr. Ian Woon was so blasé about it; the man didn’t 
even look back in order to dodge. Still the flying man chasing them seemed to be 
catching on; he spread his arms wide and started to form a huge ball of white light. 
Greg watched the ball growing, and decided that he didn’t like his chances of 
getting around it. 

He taped Mr. Ian Woon on the shoulder and indicated behind him. Mr. Ian Woon 
turned around and then looked back. “Dude” he said, “That’s nothing.” 

“What?” said Greg, confused, “Can you dodge that?” 

Mr. Ian Woon looked back at the expanding ball, “No way dude, noooooo way” 

“Then why is it nothing?” 

“Dude” said Mr. Ian Woon, indicating at the sky, “check it” 

Greg looked up, and saw a pair of dragons descending on them. Before he could 
feel properly afraid, he saw another pair dropping out of the clouds about a 
kilometre ahead of them, and another pair further than that. It was like looking down 
a giant floating highway made of dragons. 

“Wha?” he asked. 

“Dude,” said Mr. Ian Woon, “We’re friends with the sky trees now.” 

“Wha?” 

Mr. Ian Woon looked over his shoulder, “Hey dude!” he yelled, “Check this!” 

Greg distinctly heard the man chasing them say, “Wha?” right before the first wave 
of air hit them. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Thirty One 

In which huge destruction begins 

 

She could see them now.  

Louise wondered where the flying surfboards had come from. Greg was there too, 
but she ignored him, it important thing was what was chasing him. It looked like it 
was taking everything he had to keep up with the surfboards; Louise wondered if the 
spell would work better if he was distracted, probably not, she thought.  

Her mind had a strong foothold on the other plane, and now she started pulling 
back into her body, dragging the fabric of that reality with her. She was trying to 
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force a hole in reality directly above the angel, and her mind was having the kind of 
effect that a blow torch would have on a shallow pool of water.  

She could feel the barriers between the worlds starting to give; on one side was the 
angel, on the other was someone quite eager to get through. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Thirty Two 

In which there is a family reunion. 

 

The sun was getting low. Tony Tony thought that, when it wasn’t covered with 
gunfire, the country road was quite pleasant.  

He had just finished telling Andrew what he had learnt from Lucy. Andrew kept trying 
to scratch his head, and it was visibly annoying him that he couldn’t. “So what 
you’re telling me, sir” said Andrew, “Is that Lucy was some kind of secret spy sent by 
a shadowy puppet master who has been pulling the strings behind the scenes this 
whole time.” 

“That’s right” 

“And she’s also some sort of invincible vampire god. Sir.” 

“Yep” 

Andrew looked at Lucy; who was crawling in the grass, and trying to hunt a rabbit. 
“She’s an invincible vampire god.” 

“I object to the term God. But yeah that’s right.” 

Andrew studied Tony Tonys face, but Tony Tony knew he looked truthful.  Eventually 
he spoke again, “That’s, sir, I think that’s...” 

But Tony Tony never got to hear what Andrew thought; because at that moment the 
sky split open, and with a sound like trumpets something monstrous lowered itself into 
the world. 

Tony Tony’s eyes suddenly caught the movement of what looked like surfers 
remembering that they couldn’t fly and dropping out of the sky. He took note of 
where they landed, and then turned back to the thing which was lowering itself into 
the world.  

The thing had three wings and three heads; an eagle, a lion, and an ox, and it 
seemed to radiate its own blinding light. 
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Tony Tony suddenly realised that Devlin was there too. He was glowing much 
brighter than before and he seemed to be struggling against something.  

Then, right before his eyes, Devlin split in half.  

One half, a limp human shape, dropped to the ground.  

The other half, which looked like a man’s head with one giant wing growing out of its 
back, soared up to the other thing and joined together with it; it was like playing a 
tape of jelly being smashed in reverse. 

Then, without any warning, the sky snapped shut like a mouse trap.  

Tony Tony and Andrew sat in perfect silence.  

Lucy stood up in front of them, “Oooooo,” she said, “Make it do that again.” 

 

Scene One Hundred and Thirty Three 

In which people pay attention 

 

Louise Green straightened up and dabbed her brow. Done, she thought, until the 
next time. She turned to her gathered students; who were listening respectfully to 
her26. “Alright” she said, “Make your notes and then go in for dinner; class dismissed.” 

 

Scene One Hundred and Thirty Four 

In which the gentle hippies are left behind 

 

“Can he fly a helicopter?” Greg asked; up till now he had had very little faith in 
Andrew’s ability to pilot aircraft. 

“He flew all the way here” said Tony Tony. 

Greg didn’t think that that was much of a credit; he had seen the helicopter 
juddering as it had come it, but then he supposed that he could only expect so 
much from  something held together by orange light. He made a note to ask about 
the light later, but for now he had bigger problems. “The sun’s almost down,” he 
said, “If he can fly then let’s get him airborne.” 

                                                 
26 Apart from one pair at the back who were working out how to make pigeons explode 
whenever they touched the color red 



187 The Wolf’s Will                                                  
http://becomingabetterwriter.wordpress.com/ 

 

The helicopter juddered its way into the sky and flew as fast as it could manage in 
the only direction which mattered to Greg right now. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Thirty Five 

In which a character finally decides that she doesn’t care what her mother thinks 

 

Charlotte couldn’t move her legs; the fuzzy orange light seemed to prevent that, but 
some men with long hair and strange accents were happy to carry her to where 
Devlin was. 

Devlin was floating about three feet off the ground, and he was almost totally 
covered by the light. For some reason one of his hands seemed to have escaped 
damage, and it was the only part of him she could touch. She took his hand in hers 
and started stroking it. She had only come back to consciousness a few seconds 
ago, and she knew that he couldn’t feel her, but stoking his hand made her feel 
better. 

She leaned over and whispered in his ear. “No more fighting,” she said, “You don’t 
need my mother’s approval, you’ve got mine”. She tried to kiss him, but she couldn’t 
get through the orange light, so she sat there, holding his hand, and watching the 
sun go down. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Thirty Six 

In which speed is granted by bowel knotting terror 

 

Darkness was spreading across the land, but they were nearly there.  Greg didn’t 
take his eyes off Redhall as they approached. 

“There’s nowhere to land” Tony Tony observed. 

Greg looked at his watch; they literally had less than two minutes to be inside. “Keep 
flying,” he told Andrew. 

Something whizzed past them, and then a lot of somethings.  

“We’re being shot at!” Tony Tony yelled. 

 Greg thought it was redundant to yell that. “Keep flying” he told Andrew. 

More of the bullets were finding their mark.  
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They were punching through the fuselage with a sound like rain falling on a tin roof. 
One of the bullets clipped the leg which wasn’t covered in armour. “Keep flying” He 
said again. 

With a clipping noise their tail rotor flew away and left them, but they were saved 
from the deadly tail spin by some sort of artillery shell tearing away the main rotor. 
“Keep flying” he said, no longer with any clear idea how that could be done. 

The helicopter smashed into the roof of Redhall, and Greg dropped nimbly into the 
chair set aside for him around the table. “Hello,” he said, to the stunned room, “I do 
hope I’m not too late.” 

 

Scene One hundred and Thirty Seven 

In which reporter senses were tingling 

 

Clare was giving orders again. She realised with a shock that it came naturally to her 
now.  

She didn’t actually think that her orders were helping much; there hadn’t been any 
traffic along the road so far, so it probably didn’t matter if all the recovering people 
were lined up in the shade, but something she had noticed was that people 
seemed to get on better when they had orders to follow. 

Clare didn’t know how all of this was going to turn out, but apparently Greg and 
Tony Tony had gone off to finish their crazy mission, and that meant that there had 
to be someone here to stop everyone from giving in to panic. 

I don’t know how all this is going to end, Clare thought, but I don’t think I’m going to 
be fired when I get back; after all someone has to write the story about the 
invincible vampire god. 

 

Scene One hundred and Thirty Eight 

In which we find out if Lord Redfox was as clever as he was rumoured to be. 

 

Somewhere in the house a clock finished tolling out the hour.  

“No, Mr Greg” said Mr Brown; the family solicitor. “Your timing is impeccable. Let’s 
begin.” 
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Greg smiled and gave the thumbs up to the helicopter stuck in the roof. Through the 
windshield he saw Tony Tony and Andrew gave it back. He looked at the damage 
to the roof, and hoped that the house was part of his inheritance; otherwise he 
could really end up paying for that. 

Mr Brown was opening the reading of the will by reading Lord Redfox’s full title. This 
was taking a little while. Greg had never realised how many small countries had 
seen fit to name his uncle a national protector. 

He decided to fill in the time by looking around the table and seeing who else had 
made it.  

There was a tall cultured looking man, who looked amused to see him; Greg didn’t 
think he had ever seen him before.  

There was also a ferocious looking woman in an elegant blue dress which swept to 
the floor; she looked angry beyond all belief to see him; maybe she had wanted the 
house.  

Finally there was a man in a suit which didn’t fit very well because of the two 
bulletproof vests he was wearing underneath it. He looked utterly terrified and Greg 
noticed that his eyes kept flicking back and forth to keep all their hands in sight.  

Greg knew that his uncle had had a reputation as a very clever man; he wondered 
whether he had seen this coming. If a werewolf wanted to control where his money 
went after death then he had to be careful about who he thought was strong 
enough to make it to the reading. Greg realised that his part of the game was over; 
it was time to see the move that his uncle had made years ago, and to find out if his 
uncle was as clever as his reputation held. 

Greg took a cup of tea from the butler. He realised that all the other people had tea 
in front of them as well, but none of them had drunk any. Greg thought about this; it 
was considered in very bad taste to kill another guest, but that really only applied if 
you did so in a way that could be traced. Greg decided to leave his tea as well. 

Mr. Brown finished reading his uncles titles and started on the important part of the 
will. The table was suddenly giving him their full and undivided attention; out of the 
corner of the eye he saw that even the kitchen staff had poked their heads around 
the kitchen door. 

“I, Lord Redfox of Redhall, being of sound mind and body.” Greg leaned in and 
listened carefully; this was it!.“Leave my total and undivided fortune and estates, 
along with my titles and my recommendation as alpha, to my loyal butler, 
Yellowbird” 

There was complete silence around the table, broken only by the sound of a tea 
tray being dropped.  
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Then Tony Tony started to laugh. 

 

Scene One Hundred and Thirty Nine 

In which the book comes to an end 

 

Yellowbird had moved the old comfy armchair to Lord Redfox’s office; his office, he 
reminded himself. It was his office, and he was Lord Yellowbird. He tried to stand up 
straight, imagining himself tall and aristocratic, but it didn’t work; it just didn’t feel 
right. 

He sighed and collapsed back into the chair. What on earth could the master have 
been thinking of? He wondered; the gods know I’m not cut out to rule. He rubbed 
his face, and wished that the master had been in the habit of keeping whiskey in his 
desk draws.  

I’m not an alpha, he thought to himself, and that was true; a person couldn’t 
become an alpha by being left the position; one became an alpha by claiming it, 
and not being killed by those who objected.  

The worst part of it, from Yellowbird’s opinion, was that no one was dismissing him out 
of hand; all the great power blocs were just watching him to see what he would to. 
Lord Redfox had been the greatest alpha in years, and Yellowbird was the poor 
bugger who had to follow him. 

There was a knock at the door. Yellowbird straightened up as best he could; he had 
the feeling that appearance would be very important soon. “Enter” he said. 

Mr Johnson walked in the door and bowed deeply. “Good evening, my lord” he 
said. 

Yellowbird almost returned the bow, but caught himself just in time and just gave a 
small nod. 

Mr Johnson placed a sheet of paper on the desk. “It’s the latest report, my lord; I’ll 
leave you to think” and with that he backed out of the room. 

Yellowbird nodded him out of the room; like he had seen Lord Redfox do for him, 
and when he was gone he relaxed back into the chair.  

He didn’t remember hiring Mr Johnson, and he didn’t have any idea where he had 
come from, but he had shown up this morning and had been extremely helpful all 
day. Since everyone apart from Lord Redfox’s nephew and his friends had gone 
home last night, he was grateful for any help he could get, and the fact that his 
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highly efficient new secretary was a potential spy was actually fairly low on his list of 
worries. 

He looked at the report. There were some groups in Serbia which were trying to get 
the trade in Dryad skins going again; apparently they made good bases for 
gardens. Yellowbird looked at the report in disgust, someone should do something 
about that, he thought; and then he remembered that that someone was him. 

He sighed; it was deep and heartfelt. He felt like he was picking up a torch, which 
was very heavy, and which he wouldn’t be able to put down for a very long time. 

There would be time to rest later, he decided, there was the issue of the groups in 
Serbia for now. He leaned back in the chair, and thought about what Lord Redfox 
would have done. 

And life went on. 


