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Treguard wasn't happy. At all. He couldn't believe that his assistants had actually managed to do something so stupid. In his opinion, they were lucky to be alive. They now stood and glared at the three of them, who were lined up like troupers against the far brick wall. Pacing in front of them, they could hear him breathing like an anteater with a knot in its snout. Kully thought this was quite funny and started to giggle, but Treguard whirled around and began to shout, and she soon wiped the smirk off her face. 

"I hope to the gods that you know EXACTLY how disappointed I am with ALL OF YOU." He roared. They tried not to look him in the eye. 


"WHAT ON EARTH WERE YOU THINKING!" 


"We thought it might help..." said Pickle feebly. Treguard was practically growling at him. 


"Help? HELP?!" He clenched his fists. "FAR FROM IT! What sort of an impression do you think you have given my newest assistant?" 


"It was actually his idea." Muttered Kully. "And we thought it sounded quite good..." She tailed off, but everyone was already staring at the one who had kept quiet so far.

"Why are you all looking at me?" whinged Majida. "I have nothing to do with this! Those two elves should be punished for what they did, er, what was it again?"

"I'm sure they WILL get their comeuppence," he spat, "in any case there's nothing anyone can do now." 
 
"There must be something!" cried Pickle. "There must be some way of reversing it!" 
 
"I'm afraid not, Pickle," spoke Treguard wearily. "We'll just have to fortify the castle defences and hope for the best. If that doesn't do, at least we can escape into the dungeon - it's certainly not as dangerous!"

"And anyway, I am a girl!" Majida threw the remark in Kully's direction, along with a stare that could have frosted over a hundred summers. "And yes, I come back. I reealise Treguard, hee never pay mee for all my work heere! And I consult Dungeon Code and eet say ee cannot deesmees mee without good reeason. I do nothing wrong, so I come back. Ees more entertaining than seeteeng in bottle anyway." 
 
Treguard sighed. Having three assistants wasn't what he'd planned at all. Those old days in the castle by himself weren't quite so lonely after all, he concluded: they were a time of peace and being his own master he'd never enjoyed since. A wicked grin passed his lips as he momentarily considered ridding himself of the three of them once the current crisis was over. 
 
"But what should we do now, Master?" Pickle had seen the glimmer of wickdeness on Treguard's face, and knew it was best to quickly divert his Master's thought. 
 
"Oh," Treguard mused. "I suppose in this unfamiliar instance we must seek advice." He activated the magic mirror with a brief gesture. "Hordriss? Hordriss, are you there?"

"Who calls?" came the deep booming voice. 

Treguard began to answer Hordriss, but stopped. Now that he looked at him closely, there was clearly something... different about Hordriss. He wasn't his usual self in some way. Shaking his head to clear it, he dismissed the thought and began to explain to him what had happened.

"It's me, Treguard." answered the Dungeonmaster. 
"I was hoping I would get to talk to you. Are you alone?" 
"No." Treguard gestured at the three miserable helpers behind him. Hordriss saw them and his eyes darkened immediately. They all shivered at his expression. 
"Oooooh..." cowered Kully. "...and we thought Master was upset..."

"Very well. It shall have to do. One shall give you audience in your castle, Treguard, for One knows that our communications are being intercepted." 
 
"Revelanti!" As far as Treguard could tell, the word was uttered both before and after Hordriss appeared in the antechamber. Hordriss had always had a flair for such details, although the red and white smoke that now billowed around the room was rather too elaborate an addition for Treguard's liking. The difference in the mage's visage was now more evident: below his delicately preened hair was a furrowed brow, and the weight of years hung upon him. 
 
"Esteemed Dungeon Master. One is heartened to be part of your counsel in this circumstance. One of course is aware of what has taken place." He shot a piercing glance at the three assistants who had been slowly backing away towards the wall. "And this matter bears on One personally. For thanks to the actions of your adolescents, here, it appears One's own daughter is in grave danger."  

"Huh!" muttered Majida, "no change there!"  


Treguard looked at her sharply and she went and sat down by the new viewscreen (a ring-shaped thing raised at an angle off the ground with an arced sofa around one side).

He sighed. "You know what this means. The only way to rescue Sidriss now is to send another team through the Dungeon to the Black Tower of Goth, where thanks to you three Lord Fear has her." 
 
"But, master!" started Pickle, getting up from his crouched position by the fireplace. "They would never make it out - " 
 
Treguard silenced the elf with a wave of his hand. "Lord Fear's technomagic is far too powerful to fight from here. You know that as well as I do." 
 
"Master!" This time it was Kully. "We can't send any more teams through the dungeon without the Summoning Stone! 
 
Treguard sighed again. "We already have enough." His three assistants glanced at each other as they realised what he was thinking. "Four to make up a team. Three advisors and one dungeoneer, but the question remains - who shall be the one to quest through the dungeon?" He turned and stared at Majida, who shifted uncomfortably. 
 
"Wait." Hordriss spoke in his deep voice from behind Treguard, placing his hand on Treguard's shoulder. "I think an experienced Dungeon Master would have the best chance, don't you...?" 
 
Treguard spun round to him, unbelieving...

"I hope you're...you're not suggesting...me?" Treguard tried to look dignified but failed miserably. "Oh, come now Hordriss - I'm much too old..." 


"I'm older than you and I live in there!" noted Hordriss. Treguard sighed. He was obviously beaten before he started to argue, and knew it. He would have to agree. 


"Very well..." 


The two elves and the genie all broke into applause with big grins on their faces. Treguard whipped his head around to look at them but before he could catch them they had stopped clapping and were staring at various parts of the room as if nothing had happened. 


"Gods! And I have to trust you three to get me through there safely..." 


Treguard, for once, looked almost sulky. The assistants, however, looked ecstatic. 


"Call your advisors - oh dear, they're already here! Fine, on with the knapsack!" 

Pickle swung the strap around Treguard's shoulders. 


"And the Helmet of Justice! Are you sure you want to go through with this? THOUGHT SO!" Kully cried before Treguard could reply and rammed the helm onto his head until all you could see was his black and grey stripey beard. Majida stepped forwards. 


"And now you must take ze firrst steps eento ze dungeons where everything is blah blah blah eelusion...farewell and fair chanze!" 


Majida gave Treeguard a huge shove from behind, and he staggered through the purple fog that was the portal.

"Where am I, then?" Treguard asked huffily, stumbling about. 


"Ees a dwarvish tunnel for small people!" cried Majida. 
 
   The tunnel itself was very long, trailing off into the distance. The only exit was about twenty meters ahead on the left-hand wall. Suddenly, the lights started to go out, starting with the ones in the distance but gradually the darkness started to move towards Treguard. Unaware of this, he continued to moan. 


"I mean, I don't see why I have to risk my life again, especially considering what almost happened last time," he ranted. 


"Treguard!" cried Majida. 


"I mean, the odds of mastering the dungeon ONCE are low enough," 


"Treguard!" cried Kully. 


"But the chances of doing it TWICE are simply ridiculous!" 


"Master!!!" screamed Pickle. 


"What is it, idiot elf?" Treguard snorted. 


"RUN FOR IT!!!" shouted all three. The darkness was approaching faster and was almost level with the only exit. Treguard realised he was in danger and surged forward, finding the door. 


"This is a left-hand door!" he cried. 


"TAKE IT ANYWAY!!" they screamed. He did so, narrowly avoiding a large black claw that came out of the darkness.

Staggering through the portal and into the next chamber, Treguard was exhausted. Years of sitting in his chair by the fire had taken their toll, and now after a brief trot through the tunnels he found himself struggling to take one breath after another, and angrier than ever at his assistants. Yes, it would be a new start on his own after this was over, he thought. 
 
"Master, you're in some kind of clue room, we think. There's a table in front of you, can you see it?" He couldn't. But if dungeoneers could bend the rules by tilting their heads backward to see further, so could he.  


"Yes, I see it now Pickle, I'll go and see what's on it." 


"Take the pineapple, and tell us what else is on it." Kully smiled at the other two after beating them to offer the usual instruction to the dungeoneer. 
 
Just as Treguard was replacing the straps of the knapsack after putting the food inside, however, the room shifted, and he heard a laugh both rich and strangely cold. 
 
"Turn and face me intruder, for I am The Brangwen She, and none passes here without first pleasing me." Treguard thought the wall monsters had all passed into the Sleep of Time. Evidently now it was not so. 
 
"Much is there to learn and see, but nought before my riddles three. Truth do I seek. Here is my first."
"What is the room with no walls?" she asked.

Treguard was getting impatient: “Come on team, what is our answer?” The others sat in silence. Finally Pickle ventured a guess. “A glade?” 
 
“Falsehood,” was the call from the wall, “Mushroom was the Truth I sought. Here is my second. I spend my years running the Race of Time. But if you were in a race and passed the person in second place, what position would you gain?” 


Kully immediately jumped up. “You’d be first! First!” 


“Falsehood,” was again the response, “Only Second would you be. First was not the Truth I sought”. The lips of the creature raised in a strange distorted smile. It was many a year since She had fed upon human flesh: now perhaps, the chance was again at hand. 


“Here is my Third and Last. I can contain many things. To do me is to repress or hide. But if you had a lot of me you would be courageous indeed. What am I?” 


The silence laid heavily on the antechamber. Treguard, clearly averse to the prospect of being eaten,  was shouting at his assistants to think more carefully. The answer, however, was not in their grasp. Panic set in, and they began to quarrel.  


“Reeddles ees too deefeecult. And elves, they shout out seelly answers. Eef Treguard ees eeaten, then Dungeon ees surelee deeestroyed, and castle and all. I have eenough of theese games. I leeave thees world and go back een…” 

Suddenly a wave of understanding passed across her face: 


“Bottle!” 


“Truth accepted. One is the score. I tell little more. Your Quest is to Awaken the Antithesis of that Horror which you have allowed to re-emerge in these halls, and thus commence the Final Battle between Good and Evil. No more than One had you True, so no more I teach you. And now, I hear the Sleep of Time calling once more…” 

"Ooh! Theeese wall monsters are very scary!" whimpered Majida. "Ees just like that Brollachan!" 


"Similar, Majida," said Treguard shakily, "but this particularly category of monster is even more dangerous because it actually knows things!" 


"Just like a Blocker with attitude!" cried Pickle. 
 
"What ees Blocker?" asked Majida. Treguard rolled his eyes (making him feel giddy due to the darkness of the helmet) and turned back to the table.

"What's on the table, Treguard?" asked Kully. 


"There is a key, a ruby and a potion labelled 'Sinister'" he said. 


"But where ees scroll?" cried Majida. 


"There aren't any in the old realm," said Pickle. 


"So what has happened to the new one?" asked Majida indignantly. 


"Hopefully we can find out," called Treguard, "but for now, what items do you think I should take? I've been here too long, you know!"

"Couldn't you take all three items?" Kully suggested. Treguard rolled his eyes again, and nearly fell over. 


"Kully, if you haven't noticed, I only have TWO hands." 


"You could put the key in your mouth?" Pressed Pickle, remembering when he had been in the same position. 


"No no - I daren't risk that creature coming back." said Treguard hurriedly. "No doubt she is watching our actions as we speak." 


"Take the Key and the Potion, then - they seem more useful than anything else." 
Treguard and Majida were apprehensive at Kully's suggestion. He studied the bottle from under his helm. 


"Sinister? That doesn't sound very reassuring to me." 


"What would you suggest then, Master." asked Pickle slyly, knowing that Treguard would be stumped. He was right. 


"Perhaps we should take those items then...Yes. Yes - I have an idea for any setbacks." 


But he wouldn't tell them what it was. 


Treguard picked up the key and the bottle, and asked them which way to go next. 
"There ees dorr strraight ahead off you." Said Majida. "Walk forrwards." 


Treguard did as he was told and disappeared through the black doorway. 

Before the new room came into focus, the advisors heard a long, loud scream, followed by a long loud yell that sounded suspiciously like Treguard.

The next room came into focus, and the assistants immediately saw what had made Treguard yell. 
 
"Oh... uh... it..." Kully stuttered. Majida and Pickle just gaped at the viewscreen. 
Kully continued. "It... it... it's... it's... it's me!" 


She certainly seemed to be right. There was a Kully in the chamber in front of Treguard, and a Kully sitting in the advisors' space. They were exactly identical. 
 
Pickle looked from the Kully next to him, to the Kully in the Dungeon, to the Kully next to him, to the Kully in the Dungeon... 


...the Kully next to him, the Kully in the dungeon, the Kully next to him, the Kully in the dungeon... 


...theKullynexttohimtheKullyinthedungeontheKullynexttohimtheKullyinthedu ngeontheKullynexttohimtheKullyinthedungeontheKullynexttohimtheKullyinthe dungeon... 
 
Pickle screamed. 
 
"What sorcery is this?" screamed Treguard. "Kully, why are you in the dungeon?!" 


"But I'm not!" screamed the real Kully. "This Kully is not... not... not Kully!" 


Majida looked almost as confused as Treguard felt. 


"How can it not be Kully?" asked Treguard. 
 
There was a very long silence. 
 
Pickle clapped his hands, breaking the silence. "Master," he said quietly, "has it said anything idiotic yet?" 


"No..." 


"Then it's not Kully, is it?" 


Treguard and the assistants all cheered and clapped. As this sound, the fake Kully began to speak. Treguard, Pickle and Majida listened intently to its words. They sounded almost robotic... 
 
(Kully, on the other hand, was still puzzling over what Pickle had said... and then said slowly - to herself - "Hold on... was he just making fun of me...?")

"The daughter sits no more, stands no more, speaks no more, is no more, but sees, hears and knows." 


Treguard puzzled under his helmet, while the advisors stared at the Kully on the screen. She was creepy, almost lifeless as she spoke, gazing blankly at nothing. The fake Kully's bottom lip shook as though in fear, and her face paled. 


"She know's, sees and hears in the depths of another level..." 


Another voice was speaking, exactly in time with the Kully on the screen, with the exact words and in the same tone. Pickle and Majida turned and looked at Kully, then at each other in horror. 


"...she fades, wishes, but knows you will be too late. If only you had the key that isn't." Finished the two Kully's in synchrony.  


"Pickle? I heard two voices! What's going on?" called Treguard. 


"Kully?" Pickle touched her shoulder gently. Kully's eyes rolled back and she fell rearwards off the bench in a dead faint. Majida looked at the screen as she helped Pickle pull Kully back into a sitting position. 


Fake Kully was gone.

Pickle continued to aid Kully while Majida guided Treguard to the food on the floor to his right: it was a lemon, and grimacing as he put it in the knapsack, Treguard knew he'd be ill in the morning. Whilst her body was still limp, Kully was slowly regaining some kind of consciousness of her surroundings.  
 
With a bitter taste lingering in his mouth, Treguard was becoming angry again, and he started shouting at the walls around him. "Lord Fear, this is against the rules! Harming advisors is strictly forbidden." He listened carefully, but received no response. Treguard understood a little of Fear's mind, and knew it was out of character for such a stunt not to be followed by some childish boast in person. The more he thought about it, the stranger it seemed. Such psychological devilry had never been one of Lord Fear's favourite weapons: his was the technomagic of machines, saws, and steel, not the subtle manipulation of the mind. But if not Lord Fear's work, then what? Or who? 
 
Majida had been thinking on it too, and if not reasoning as well as Treguard, had jumped to the same conclusion: "Eet ees something to do weeth one wee seee before when wee take sword from-" 
 
"Don't say any more, Majida!" Treguard's voice was firm. "Do not mention the name. You do not know the power it possesses. Of you three, only Pickle knows of old the Evil about which we speak. And he has more sense- now, at least- than to utter its name. Already I feel the shadows stirring. Things are moving quicker than I anticipated." He stopped himself, and took on a warmer tone: "I know this is hard for all of you. You disturbed something that should have stayed bound forever." The look on his face now was one of regret. "I should have taken more care to ensure He could never re-emerge. But, as ever, Time Turned, the next Season began and I trusted to Hope that it should not be so. I was indeed angry that you reawoke this peril, but the fault shall always lie with me." 
 
"Master, we must move on. Evil cannot win so easily, never it can't! There may still be time- mayhap this message was not one sent by Him, but instead as a warning. We must trust to Truth and Justice, as you always told me, Master. And the only way is onward!" 
 
A wry smile touched Treguard's face. Pickle at least was finally showing some sign of maturity. It had taken long enough. "Very well then, which way do you want me to go?"        

"Therre ees dorr to left and right of you...and therre ees frightknight over right dorr. Left then, I theenk?" 


Pickle agreed, but was a bit too preoccupied trying to keep Kully in a sitting postion - she kept flopping backwards. Majida began to guide Treguard, who went willingly, towards the door. Just before he disappeared into the blackness, Kully spoke again. 


"Treguard - I knew what was happening..." 


Treguard stopped. 


"What do you mean, Kully?" 


"Yes - what do you mean, seely elf?" said Majida suspiciously, and a bit miffed at having her advising chance interrupted. Kully continued. 


"I didn't feel like my mind was being taken over by anyone - I just...knew the words." 


"How?" asked Pickle. He was starting to think maybe he wasn't going mad, then Majida piped up. 


"Eet ees magic - when you speak words, I also have deja-vu feeling..." 


Pickle and Kully looked up sharply. 


"That's almost it." Said Kully, now fully recovered. "I had a strange feeling, I'd heard those words before - a very long time ago." 


"Well, if you three remember later on where you heard it, let me know immediately. In themeantime - take me into the next room!" said Treguard, and they turned back to the screen pondering. 


WHOOOOSH... 


Treguard appeared in the next room, and the first thing they noticed, amongst many other things in the room, was one of Lord Fear's floating orbs, very much like the one in his Fear Stick, or the one he was trapped in once. 


The light in it was out, and the fog had floated to the bottom of the orb and sat there like a dormant liquid. It looked dead, yet it still floated.

   "What in the world....?" muttered Treguard. 


"It looks like some kind of recepticle, master," said Pickle. 


"You're right, Pickle," Treguard replied. "Maybe someone's trapped in it." 


"I don't know," said Majida uneasily, "it could be dangerous!" 


"We're in danger already, Majida," snapped Treguard and immediately began stumbling around. 


"What are you doing?" asked Kully. 


"I'm looking for an Anode of Power," Treguard called. "That's the only thing that can neutralise one of these things." 


"How do you know there's one there?" asked Pickle. 


"Rules of the dungeon, idiot elf!" replied Treguard. "There must always be an opportunity to overcome an obstacle - the means to do so are either always present with or preceed the problem." 


 
   After a few minutes of fumbling, Treguard emerged from a pile of debris with an Anode. 


"See?" he said smugly. 


"Well done, master!" cried Pickle. 


"Do you think we should risk it, though?" asked Kully. 


"I agree!" said Majida nervously. 


"As I've said before; many actions are possible in the dungeon, many more are plausible but what's unforgivable is inaction and indecision!" Treguard boomed. He then promptly rolled the Anode into the field. 


 
   There was a brilliant flash of light and everyone was temporarily blinded (apart from Treguard who, of course, was protected). When everyone's vision was restored the first thing that Treguard heard was a gasp from Majida. 


"What is it?" he cried. 


"It's me, Treguard, you sanctimonious fool!" shouted Lord Fear. 


 
   He was lying on the ground where the field had been. His face was charred and his clothes were torn. 


"He's on the ground Treguard!" cried Kully. 


"I can just see him," replied Treguard. "Well, Lord Fear, would you mind explaining what's going on?"

"I might ask the same of you," came the response. "I mean, old thing, you're getting on a bit to be traversing the dungeon." He quickly corrected himself: "My dungeon, Treguard." 
 
"I don't think you're in any position to threaten in your current state, Lord Fear. And you know the rules, I've freed you, so the least you must owe me is some information. Tell us what happened." 
 
"Very well, old fruit. No need to get your beard in such a twist." He grinned at Treguard, but hadn't managed to incite the Dungeon Master this time, so continued. "I was minding my own business, as I do," he said, trying to perfect a look of innocence, but failing dismally, "When who should walk in the Black Tower but little Sidriss. I couldn't believe my luck. All I'd need to do would be booby-trap her and send her back to daddy, and I'd have one toasted Hordriss to enjoy. And gloat over, I'm sure I would have gloated a bit. Just a little, Treguard, you know me." No-one was rising to his bait today. This was no fun at all, he concluded, so proceeded to tell the rest of the tale: "There was something a little bit strange about the little brat, though. I know she's not the brightest thing out there, but she stumbled in like a walking corpse. I thought it might be the after-effects of some of the other little traps I've laden her with to trick the old fool, but when she spoke, I knew something was really amiss..." 

"Thees ees getting stupeed." Commented Majida huffily. Pickle and Kully both turned to her and went "SSSHHHHH". 


Lord Fear continued once more. "I was hoping..." he said, looking purposefully at the advisors through the screen. "...that you lot could tell me what the heck is going on, since you caused this mess. There was something wrong with that little brat Sidriss, and i don't have a clue what it was. She didn't quail before me. Damn it - she didn't even acknowledge I was there!!!" Lord Fear calmed down a bit. "She did speak, but she didn't appear to be speaking to anyone in particular - just chuntering away to herself, the daft little cow..." 


"What did she say, Fear?" asked Treguard. The advisors listened intently.

"I'd tell you if you'd stop interrupting me, old thing. There's no need to keep prompting me- I'm not one of your silly human brats, you know." Still no response: making Treguard angry was getting harder than it used to be, he thought. "She muttered all sorts of nonsense. The end of the world, everlasting darkness, the usual. Something about a sword being disturbed while the old fool still sleeps. I supposed she meant Hordriss, but now I'm not so sure. And the voice-" 
 
"What about it?" 
 
"It wasn't her's. It was like a maniac: I was almost jealous for a moment. And laughing, like I'd never heard before. No-one laughs in my presence. Except when I'm being ever so clever and funny, of course, then everyone laughs if they value their pitiful lives." 
 
"Get to the point, Fear." 
 
"Well, I was getting mighty fed up with the intrusion. I decided to stop the chattering by putting a SILENT spell on the creature. But-" 
 
"It didn't work?" Treguard already knew the answer. 
 
"No. Whoever it was just took the letters of the spell and crumbled them. Lissard just ran straight out, the stinking little tadpole. Then she- it- whatever- turned on me..."
  

"She turned on you?" said Treguard in suprise 
 
"Yes...her eyes started to glow a crimson red and then I was suddenly captured in that infernal device you just released me from" Fear replied, "once I was inside there Sidress appeared different, evil you might say" 
 
"Eveel?", remarked Majida, "Seeeidres ees Eveel?" 
 
"Shut up and let me finish" scowled Lord Fear. Majida visibly looked suprised. 
 
Fear continued, "She didn't LOOK like Sidress, her demeanour and her clothing were different" 
 
This caught Treguard's curiosity. "Oh? How so?" he inquired. 
 
"She was dressed all in black, with what looked like a hat on her head, the hat was very distinctive, it had what appeared to be two large horns on top but entwined with gold.", Fear replied, "She stood full of confidence, almost regally bordering on arrogance, evilness shone through her face" 
 
The assistants didn't know how to take this but Treguard knew exactly who Fear was describing. His shoulders sagged and with a sigh of despair he muttered one word: 
 
"Morghana"

"Who ees Morghana?" asked Majida nervously.

 
"Yes, master, who?" asked Pickle. 


"I'm a little curious myself," said Fear. 
 
"A particularly nasty individual," spat Treguard. "She would torture and kill dungeoneers for sport." 
 
"Sounds like my kind of woman," crooned Fear. "I'm sure that if she knew who I was then she would never have tried to destroy me." He stood up. 
 
"Well, it's been fun, old thing, but you're on my patch now, so I think it's time I did some weeding!" Lord Fear raised his hand, readying a fireball. 


"Treguard, the potion!" cried Kully. 


"I'm trying!" Treguard shouted back. It was no use, though. The cork was stuck fast. Lord Fear cackled in delight and threw his hand forward. 
 
Nothing happened. 
 
He tried again. 
 
Nothing happened. 
 
"Damn it!" he screamed. "That infernal woman has drained me!" He tried to teleport but to no avail. 


"Well, Lord Fear," said Treguard smugly, "it looks like you've been outclassed." 


"Shut up! Shut up!" Fear screamed, flinging his hand back and forth trying to muster up some power. It was no use. 


"What am I going to do?" he cried. "I'm completely powerless and defenceless!" 


"There's only one thing you can do, Lord Fear," replied Treguard. 


"What's that?" Fear replied. 


"You'll have to come with me."

"AGAIN?" Lord Fear stamped his foot, looking decidedly childish. Kully started to giggle. 


"And YOU can shut up!" he roared, flinging non-existent fireballs in the advisors' direction.

After a good deal of effort, Lord Fear decided that it was best for him to join Treguard. They made for the exit and were thrown along a tunnel into a large stone room. 


"Where am I?" asked Treguard. 


"Master, there's a Wellway!" exclaimed Pickle. 


"What ees Wellway?" asked Majida. 


"Our ticket to level two, that's what," replied Treguard. 


"How does eet work?" she asked. 


"All you have to do is climb in," said Pickle. 


"What?!" shrieked Fear, "you actually expect me to climb into that smelly old thing? It smells almost as bad a Sylvester Hands." 


"Oh, stop complaining," muttered Treguard and shoved him in the direction of the well. 


 
Before they could reach it, however, a big burly guard came swaggering in. 


"Eeeeuuuuggghhhh!" the guard spat. Treguard and Fear spun round. 


"Who ees that?!" shrieked Majida. 


"That's Fatilla the Hun!" cried Pickle. 


"Not again," breathed Treguard. 


 
"Not one step further, if you please!" belched Fatilla, "or else you will be blipped and then blopped!" 


Lord Fear drew himself up to his full height. 


"How DARE you! You decrepit pollutant..." 


Treguard kicked Fear, who promptly gasped in pain - a sensation totally new to him. 


"Perhaps we can come to some sort of arrangement?" Treguard said drippily. 
"Uuuurrrrrhhhhmmmm....what you got, then?" Fatilla asked. Treguard held up the SINISTER potion. 


"Beer!" he said. 


"Beer?" Fatilla asked stupidly. 


"The finest beer in the dungeon!" Treguard cried. 


"It looks more like a SINI....ow!" Fear jumped, kicked again my Treguard. He then caught on. 


"Oh....oh, yes, my dribbling friend!" Fear exclaimed, "you've never tasted anything like it!" 


"And if you let us pass, it's yours," Treguard said. 


"Well, I dunno," Fatilla said uneasily. "You see I'm employed by old Bone-Face down there," he said, gesturing to the well, "and if he catches you down on the third level or something, and wrings the truth out of you, well, it's more than my job's worth." 


"We're not going to level three, you bonehead," spat Fear. 


"Aren't you?" asked Fatilla. 


"No! We're off to the market in level two, after which we'll be straight back home." 


"Oh, well that's alright then!" Fatilla cried cheerfully and grabbed the bottle from Treguard's hand. He had the cork out and swigged the lot within ten seconds. 


"Scram!" whispered Fear to Treguard. "That stuff is nothing if not rapid!" 


 
   So, Treguard and Fear made for the Wellway and, with a lot of distainful letching, climbed in. If they had stayed a bit longer, they would have seen Fatilla changing into a giant hand. A giant left hand. That really is sinister!

"TREEGUAARRD!!" was the sound to greet the Dungeon Master and Lord Fear to Level Two. "How dare you just drop into my domain compltely unannounced!" the commanding female voice shouted. 
 
"Oh no" groaned Treguard, "I thought the dungeon had freed me from her years ago" Treguard stood up and "looked" in the direction of the voice. 
 
"I assume we should stay standing exactly where we are Lilleth?" 
 
The Advisers looked at each other and mouthed "Lilleth?" in puzzlement.

"Master, who's Lillith?" asked Pickle. Treguard, anxious not to cause more offence to the lady in question (knowing full well she could hear every word not only by him but by his advisors) told them. 


"A most powerful lady," he said, "gracious with her guests on all occasions..." 
"Don't you even think about it, Treguard!" snapped Lillith. Lord Fear took the advantage. 


"Greetings, your Ladyship!" he crooned. "I have brought you a prisoner!" 


"You what?!" exploaded Treguard, furious at this betrayal. Lillith lilted. 


"Marvellous!" she breathed. "This meddlesome Dungeon Master has irritated me for the last time!" 


"Me, too," muttered Fear. 


"Bring him!" Lillith barked. Fear went towards Treguard, and promptly backed away when Treguard scowled at him. 


"Oh, Dragon's Breath!" Lillith scoffed, "I'll do it myself!" and promptly snapped her fingers. In a flash, Treguard vanished and reappeared next to Lillith tied up. 


"You have pleased me, stranger," gushed Lillith to Fear, "so I think I might let you pass," and gestured to the serpent's mouth. 


"Thank you, my lady!" crooned Fear and with a series of slimey bows started to make his way to the exit. 


"But maybe on second thoughts..." Lillith said wistfully and waved her hand. The causeway crumbled away, along with a very surprised and rather impressed Lord Fear. 


"You evil old cow!" he screamed as he fell into the darkness. 


"And now!" cried Lillith, turning to Treguard, "it is time for Lillith's revenge!" 


 
Her hands turned into large hissing cobras that advanced on Treguard, who sat rooted to the spot, unable to move. The snakes were upon him, poised to bite. 


 
"STOP!!!" came a deep booming voice. The snakes vanished, along with the rope bounding Treguard. Lillith spun round to confront this latest intruder, who stood on the small portion of causeway that remained. 


"Who are you?" she screamed. 


"I am Hordriss!" he replied grandly. "Reversi!" he boomed and Lord Fear (who was still plummeting at the time) reappeared - standing on the newly-replaced causeway. 


"Right!" screamed Lillith, "it's time to throw out the rubbish!!!"

Lillith gave a wave of her hand, and a shining, floating axe appeared just in front of her. Kully, Pickle and Majida started panicking, as Treguard and Fear were trapped on the other side of the narrow pathway. 
 
Escape seemed impossible. 
 
Hordriss, however was not having any of it... 
 
"Foul woman, I have had enough with this beginner's sorcery...SPELLCASTING - F,R,E,E,Z,E..." 
 
Instantly, Lillith's figure was frozen on the other side, and the axe, no longer being fueled by Lillith's magic, faded to nothingness... 
 
Treguard had a brief notion of what was ocurring - years of watching the events unfold in the comfort of the advisors room had given him enough experience to know when danger had been averted... 
 
"What took you so long...?" Treguard commented dryly as Hordriss untied him. The sorcerer merely grunted as he untied the dungeon master and helped him to his feet. 
 
Pickle and Majida looked to Kully, and they all decided that it be best if they left quickly... 
 
They guide Treguard carefully to the door, and enter the next room of the seemingly size-less dungeons...

  Walking through the serpent's mouth cut into the rockface, Treguard and Fear emerged in a large cave, dimly lit by an unseen torch. In the centre stood two jesters, embroiled in a massive argument. 
 
"How dare you!" cried Folly, "I am deeply insulted!" 


"Aw, keep your bells on you daft brush," shouted Motley. 


"What's going on?" demanded Treguard.

Both jesters stopped in their tracks and looked towards Treguard. 
 
"That stupid little "jester" over there" Motley said gesturing in Folly's direction, "says that I...am...an...amateur compared to him. He says that he is much better, and the original jester of the dungeon" 
 
"Thats because I am!" exclaimed Folly, "I was the original comedy act in the dungeon" 
 
"Ahh but the dungeon got rid of you and replaced you with me...what does that say....has been! It's obvious, the dungeon wanted a top class all round entertainer with finesse, such as my good self" Motley boasted 
 
Treguard stood shaking his....helmet. Lord Fear started to intervene. Treguard heard his movement and said quietly 
 
"no Fear, let these two sort this out for themselves" Fear glowered at Treguard briefly then lowered his arm. 
 
"Fine!", said Folly, "You want insults? I challenge you to a duel of insults" 
 
"Agreed!" said Motley, "and you, I mean the loser, will leave the dungeon" 
 
"Easy peasy" retorted Folly. He looked towards Treguard and Lord Fear, "Looks like we have some judges here as well." 
 
"Oh, and whats in it for us?" demanded Lord Fear 
 
"The winner will help you through this level" said Motley, "although how the dungeon is moving between old and new realm at the moment, we'll probably all get lost anyway" 
 
Treguard and Lord Fear grouchingly accepted to be the judges. Motley and Folly squared up to each other for the battle.

"You may go first!" cried Folly. Motley drew himself up to his full height. 


"You are a slow, silly, stupid, slimy, sub-human, scummy son a sewage sloth!" cried Motley triumphantly. Folly gulped. 


"Oooh, nasty!" exclaimed Treguard.

 
"Not bad at all," said Fear, impressed. "Maybe I'll have the winner as my own personal jester." 


"Beat that!" said Motley. Folly wracked his brains to think of a suitable retort.

"You are the foot licking, boar molesting, blasphemous surf of the Dungeons..."   
"At least I don't wear makeup." Retorted Motley. 


"Well you can tug on your bells all you like - they're not going to get any bigger..." smirked Folly. 


Treguard and Lord Fear gasped at the first jester's words. Motley drew himself up to his full height and stood nose to forehead with Folly, an ugly scowl on his face. 
"Oooooh you asked for it - cor BLIMEY you asked for it..." 


Folly glared into the taller jester's eyes, daring him to say it.

Motley exploded. 


"You mangey, crusty, pustulating, regurgitated, half putrified excuse for a week-old trodden-on dog sh...." 


"Stop it!" barked Treguard. "This has gone quite far enough!" 


The jesters backed down, but still regarded each other with looks of hate that Lord Fear really rather admired. 


"You can BOTH help us through the level," Treguard said. 


"Well, done, Master!" whispered Pickle into the viewer. 


"Oh, you crabby old thing!" ranted Fear. "Couldn't you have let them carry on for a bit longer? It was starting to turn me on..." 


"SILENCE!" shouted Treguard. Everyone hung their heads. 


"Guide me out!" ordered Treguard. Kully shook herself.

 
"Turn a bit to your right," she said. 


"Oh, belt up!" exclaimed Fear, "I'll do it!" and promptly took Treguard by the shoulders and made for the exit cut into the rockface, followed closely by Motley and Folly. 


 
They emerged in a castle courtyard. Folly looked around totally perplexed. He didn't know this place existed. Motley pounced on that at once. 


"I bet we're all glad to have your expertise on this place, Fol!" he cried. 


"I won't tell you again," snapped Treguard. Motley shut up. 


"Really, you two are acting like..." 


"Master!" cried Pickle. 


"What is it?"

 
"People are coming! I can sense them." 


 
   Sure enough, two people staggered in. One was tied up by a large rope. The other was dressed in a filthy brown smock. It was Sylvester Hands - and he had a prisoner. 


"Now, don't make any noises," he snivelled, unaware of the people in the courtyard with him, "or I'll have to get the goblins. We're off to see Lord Fear, you know. He's ever so nice..." 


"Hands!" barked Fear. He spun round to see Fear, Treguard, Motley and Folly all staring at him. 


"Oooh! Your Lordships!" he cried. Then, his expression of surprise turned into one of confusion. 


"What's 'ee doing here, your Poshness?" he asked. 


"None of your business, Hands," said Fear acidly. 


"Who's your prisoner, Sylvester?" asked Treguard. 


"I'm Mellisandre!" cried the person in the rope. 


"Let her go at once!" demanded Treguard. 


"Oh, yeah?" said Hands nastily, and got out his catapult. 


"Let her go, Hands," ordered Fear. Hands was confused. 


"Let her go, your Royal Flush?" he asked softly. 


"NOW!" screamed Fear. He wasn't taking any chances. The only way he could beat the ones responsible for stripping him of his powers was to muster an army, and that meant winning people over - not easily achieved by tieing them up. 


 
Then, Treguard made a mistake. 


"The sooner you get your powers back, the sooner you can get rid of this filthy creature," he whispered. Unfortunately, Hands overheard. 


"You ain't got no powers?" Hands asked uneasily. 


"Rubbish, man!" cried Fear, glaring at Treguard. Hands, however, was not fooled (for once in his life). He kept his catapult trained on them. 


"This is getting a bit interesting, innit?" he sneered. 


"You burk, Treguard," hissed Fear. 
 
Hands had Treguard, Fear, Folly, Motley and Mellisandre cornered.

Hands reached into his pocket and pulled out a small red stone that glowed so brightly it looked orange. He placed it in his catapult and targeted them. 


"Who shall I do first, then?" he sneered. After a moment's thought, he had made his mind up. 


"Bye-bye, your Lordships!" he cried and pulled the catapult back, ready to fire.  
"Who gave him that damned thing?" hissed Treguard at Fear. 


"I did, Treguard," spat Fear. They looked at each other. Fear had been drained of all his powers. Perhaps the principal was extended.... 
 
Hands fired.

The catapult swung forwards, but got wrapped around itself, leaving the stone to fall to the floor. Hands swore loudly. 


"Gimme one minute, yer Lordship..." He bent down to retrieve it, his fingers closing over its brightness before any of them could get there first...

Mellisandre saw her chance. Still tied up, she lunged herself towards Hands with all her strength. Caught off guard, Hands fell to the ground. Mellisandre pinned on top of him. He punched her and she cried out and rolled to the side. Hands scrambled to his feet but Treguard had run over. He punched hands twice and he was laid out on the floor, moaning. 
 
"Well done, Master!" cried Pickle, impressed. Everyone clapped. 


"Quite the boxer, aren't we?" teased Fear. Treguard untied Mellisandre. 


"Oh, thankyou, Dungeon Master," she gasped. Looking around, she was suddenly confused. 


"What's going on?" she asked.

She looked at Treguard. "And where's the Helmet of Justice?"

"A new declaration from the Powers that Be," replied Treguard. "The Helmet is obsolete now."

"If that is the case" snapped Lord Fear, "then why have you been traipsing across half of the dungeon wearing the accursed thing?" 
 
Treguard looked around as if he'd lost something. 
 
"My good assistants were really looking forward to taking on the role of my advisors, I didn't want to disappoint them." 
 
Lord Fear kicked the fallen Sylvester Hands, who rolled over and moaned loudly. 
 
"And when, exactly, did you remove the helmet? You were certainly wearing it a moment ago, and I don't see it lying around here anywhere." 
 
For a brief moment, Treguard looked uncertain. For another brief moment he looked puzzled, perplexed, and then confused, before finally settling on a look of plain bewilderment. 
 
"I don't seem to remember." 
 
 
Meanwhile, Pickle, Majida and Kully found themselves staring at where an image of the dungeon used to be.

Pickle, Majida and Kully were trying to figure out what was going on when a huge thud came from the entrance opposite the dungeon door. 


"What was that?" cried Pickle, as alert as a fox. Another thud came, coupled with manical, gutteral laughter. Kully bravely went to investigate. Majida cowered. 


"Thees ees scary! Ees has never happened before!" she cried. Kully came running back. 


"Someone's trying to get in!" she shouted. Another thud came. The laughter got louder. 


"The door's breaking off!" screamed Pickle. 


"We have to get out of here!" cried Kully. 


"Where do we go?" warbled Majida. 


"There's only one escape," murmered Pickle, gazing at the Dungeon Door. 


"You don't mean...?" gasped Majida. 


"Yes, Majida," said Pickle, "into the Dungeon." 


 
Another huge thud came and the laughter was almost on top of them. The door was almost off its hinges and would not withstand another attack. Majida, Pickle and Kully ran through the dungeon door just as the other entrance was blasted open. 


 
After a while the dust settled. Standing in the centre of the ante-chamber stood a tall, deathly figure, dressed in black. He strode over to the dysfunctional view-screen. With a wave of his hand he conjured up an image of Treguard and crew. 
 
They all looked up when the voice came. Treguard went white in the face. 
 
"Welcome to Mogdred's Dungeon," he boomed, and broke out into peals of hideous laughter.

"Oh for my sake - who let that in?" sneered Fear. Treguard shot him a look that words can't describe, and Lord Fear fell silent except for his loud, irritated breathing. 


"Look upon Mogdred and QUAIL!" roared Mogdred, and laughed his gutteral laugh again. Fear sighed. 


"Gods! He's worse than ME!" Treguard shot him another look, and this time Fear got the picture. Mellisandre and Motely were cowering in each other's arms. 


"Treguard!" she squeaked. "What do we do?" 


"Gather all our equipment and bodies and move on as quickly as possible! We've no time to lose! It will be harder for him to locate us in level 2!" 


"On the contrary, Dungeon Master." Snarled Mogdred. "I should think, thanks to your badly guarded castle and convenient viewing screen, I can tell exactly where you are in a matter of about...oh...lets say...15 minutes of you getting there. That should give you time to panic and me to have a small amount of fun.

" 
Treguard was angry. "And what can you do, exactly? This is all an illusion! Nothing in here can do us harm that will extend to the outside world." 


"That's where you are wrong, Dungeon Master." 


A sheet of light split open before them, and dulled into a magical viewing screen. It showed Mogdred in the antechamber, hands on hips and grinning at them. 


"Are you missing something, Treguard?" 


"No, I...oh dear." Treguard realised the peril they were in. Mogdred held up the Helmet of Justice. 


"This is the source of your protection whilst you are in the dungeons, Treguard. Without it, as long as you know everything is an illusion, you have no problems. Now here this - the Helm is in my hands and I may manipulate it as I please...I can rid the dungeons of illusion! Live in peril, dungeon dwellers, for what is left of your time..." 


With a loud guffaw Mogdred disappeared with the screen. Lord Fear turned to Treguard angrily. 


"NOW LOOK WHAT YOU'VE DONE!" 


 
In the level one clue room, Pickle, Kully and Majida stared around the room. It seemed much bigger from the inside.

"I hate this," whispered Pickle, gazing at the table (covered with a fresh batch of objects). "I'd much rather be in the forest." 


"Shut your mouth and let's exameeen table!" hissed Majida. The three moved up to it. 
 
Meanwhile, Treguard and crew had sent Hands on his way and proceeded on; stumbled into a set of dwarf tunnels. As there were so many of them, things were rather crouded. It didn't help when ANOTHER band of people, moving in the opposite direction, strode straight into them. Treguard, who was in front, bore the brunt of it, and winced. 


"Watch where you're going!" he cried. 


"I'm so sorry," replied Brother Mace, "my somewhat rounded personage is not particularly suited to this degree of cameraderie!" 
 
The other group consisted of Brother Mace, Brother Strange, Cedric the Mad Monk, Scarkill, Lissard, Marta, Romanha, Grimaldine, Hordriss, Gumboil and, right at the back, Gibbett, the elusive level two guard. 
 
"Stop messing about in front!" screamed Cedric, who seemed even more agitated than normal. 


"Patience, Cedric," boomed Strange. Mace turned back to Treguard and crew. 
"I wouldn't go the way we have just come, if I were you, Dungeon Master," he said. "Something rather large is lurking back there." 


"I can't STAND them things!" whimpered Cedric. "Especially when they're THAT size!" 


"And one must not expend any more magic than one must," declared Hordriss. 
"Nor I," said Grimaldine. "At least, not without a goodly number of Arken stones." 
 
A peal of Mogdred's unmistakable laughter rang out in the tunnels, and the distant sound of a goblin horn rang out. 


"He's caught up with us!" hissed Motley, cowering at the back of Treguard's group, hiding behind Folly, who was, in turn, trying to hide behind him. 
"Who has?" asked Mace. 


"Mogdred!" cried Treguard. 


"Who Mog..." began Lissard. 


"SHUTUP!" screamed Fear, who was beginning to feel out of his depth. 
"What are you doing here, your Fearship, er, Lordship?" asked Scarkill. 


"Yes, tell us what's going on, Master," hissed Lissard. 


"There's no time for any of that," barked Treguard. 
 
"There's only one thing that I can think of to buy us some time," announced Treguard. 


"What?" shouted Marta. "I don't like spiders, either!" 


"We must split up into groups. Mogdred won't be able to track all of us at once." 


"What do we do once we get in these groups?" asked Strange. 


"FIND MY DAUGHTER!" cried Hordriss, clearly distressed. 
 
And so, everyone paired off and went off down a different tunnel, save for the one leading back to Ariadne's lair. Mogdred indeed could not track everyone at once and began to get angry. 
 
Meanwhile, Pickle, Majida and Kully were examining the objects on the table way back in the Level One clue room. 
 
And somewhere else, three sorceresses had decided to pool their own resources...

Treguard had paired up with Lord Fear figuring that together they had the best shot at defeating Mogdred. They entered what appeared to be a dwarf tunnel that at least seemed like it should be part of Level Two. 
 
"So, are you going to tell me what your amazingly stupid assistants have done then?" demanded Fear. 
 
Treguard sighed and looked at him. 
 
"In the time before I had any assistants, before you came to the dungeon there was a power that was deadly to us all, Mogdred" 
 
"Yes I gathered that, tell me something I don't know!" snorted Fear 
 
Treguard glowered at Fear and continued 
 
"For every force of evil there is a good of equal measure such as ourselves. Back in the old days Mogdred had such a balance, Merlin. They battled for many seasons until eventually Merlin caught Mogdred in an ingenius trap. Mogdred was lured into a special room in the dungeon, one that was never affected by phase shift, it remained constant." 
 
"hmmm", pondered Fear, "how on earth would such a powerful force of evil be tricked so easily?" 
 
"By the ultimate sacrifice" said Treguard, "Merlin challenged Mogdred to a "final duel". Mogdred agreed and appeared for the challenge. However he did not realise that Merlin had cast a spell that changed the appearance of the room, indeed he even managed to change the aura of the room to fool Mogdred. Mogdred appeared and Merlin's plan was to seal the room off the dungeon forever by influencing the phase shift to cut all access to the room. It worked, more than worked as most recognisable traces of the old phase disappeared with them, leaving us with what we have, or had now" 
 
Lord Fear raised a quizzical eyebrow as if to say "oh yes, tell me more" 
 
"It seems that this has stopped working though because my "intrepid" assistants found it when exploring the first rooms of Level One. It appears that curiosity got the better of them because now Mogdred is free, the dungeon is in chaos and very unstable as it cannot cope with the two realms at once, everything is getting mixed up if you will, breaking down at worst." 
 
"so how do we fix in Dungeon 'Master'?" asked Fear, mocking Treguard slightly. 
 
"We can only hope that Merlin escaped the room and we can find him before its too late" replied Treguard. 
 
"And where do you think we can find......what's going on?" exclaming Fear 
 
Indeed something was going on, the corridor was losing its usual red hue and becoming more grey and dank. 
 
"I don't know" replied a perplexed Treguard. Suddenly a strange buzzing sound could be heard ahead of them 
 
"what the devil is that?" Treguard said as a vertical blade came careering down the corridor at them. Suddenly Mogdred could be heard laughing 
 
"Welcome to Mogdred's very own corridor of blades. Deadlier than the original, its certainly a cut above the rest....or should I say through......bwahahahahahahaha" Mogdred's voice boomed throughout the corridor. 
 
Behind the centre blade, two additional blades appeared...

Meanwhile, Cedric and Gumboil were walking down their own tunnel, arguing as usual. 


"Still a fan of the old Dungeon Juice, eh, Gumboil?" teased Cedric. 


"Aw, shurrup, you pesky monk!" snapped Gumboil. Suddenly, Cedric stopped dead. 


"What's that?" he barked. Gumboil looked around. 


"What's what?" he asked wearily. 


"THAT, you stupid Dog's Bottom!" he shouted, pointing to some objects on a barrel at the end of that section of tunnel. They went up to it and examined them. 


"INVISIBILITY," read Cedric slowly from the label of a potion. 


"Hey! And a gold bar!" cried Gumboil triumphantly. 


"And a torch," muttered Cedric. 


"What do you think we should take?" asked Gumboil reticently. Cedric decided to take charge. 


"We'll have the potion and the gold," he announced, grabbing them. 


"What about the torch?" asked Gumboil nervously. 


"Well, you'd better pray that you've ate enough carrots, eh, Pig's Bladder!" scoffed Cedric, and promptly marched on down the tunnel, followed by Gumboil. 
 
Elsewhere,  Pickle, Majida and Kully were deciding which objects to take for themselves. 


"I think the red gem and the key," said Kully. 


"What about thee dagger?" asked Majida. 


"No weapons, Majida!" blurted Pickle. 


"OK, keep your freckles on!" sniffed Majida. They took the objects. 


"Erm, isn't someone supposed to stop us?" asked Kully. "A certain kind of monster, for example?" 


"That's a point," said Pickle nervously. The wall remained still. There was no sign of any manifestation. 


"Well, at least we have no riddles to solve!" announced Majida. "Come on, we should get out of here soon!" 
 
And so, having taken their objects, and strangely received no visit from any wall monster, the three left the room. 
 
Meanwhile, Treguard and Lord Fear were trying desperately to stay alive...

"This is all your fault!" roared Fear in angst, shoving Treguard roughly. Unfortunately, being Fear, he didn't think ahead and shoved Treguard directly towards the centre blade. 


Treguard fell rearwards, arms windmilling...

At the last moment, Treguard grabbed the flat of the blade, just inside the point where the razor-sharp saw-teeth began. He held on for dear life, carried backwards by the fast-moving blade, and kicked himself backwards and sideways from the wall, landing painfully. 
 
Meanwhile, as has already been hinted, an improbably alliance was being forged between Greystagg, Maldame and Aesandre...

"One finds this whole thing irksome!" barked Maldame. 


"You can complain all you want but an alliance is the only way we can adequately defend ourselves," replied Aesandre. 


"As inconvenient as it may be to some," murmered Greystagg. Maldame huffed. 
"Oh, very well," she spat. "What should be do?" 


"An army is already mustered and is currently moving through level two," said Aesandre. "May I suggest that we give them some assistance? As things currently stand, they stand little or no chance of making it to level three without our help." 
"The thought of actually HELPING Lord Fear," spat Greystagg. 


"Nevertheless, the more foes the Dark One has the more his influence will be divided," said Aesandre. 


"May I suggest we conduct our little operation in a relatively safer place?" Maldame asked. 


"Where did you have in mind?" asked Aesandre. 


"Marblehead!" grinned Maldame. 
 
Meanwhile, Mellisandre and Gibbet were wandering down a tunnel of their own. She sighed. 


"What's the matter?" he asked. 


"You haven't said more than two words in over an hour!" she cried. "I can't stand it!" 


"What's there to talk about?" he snapped. 


"Plenty!" she replied. 


"Like what?" he sneered. Mellisandre paused. 


"Uhm, well," she began but before she could finish, Gibbet had seen something and was bounding down the tunnel fast. It was all Mellisandre could do to keep up. 


In a large T-junction a figure was suspended in mid-air, bathed in a green glow. 


"Sidress!" breathed Mellisandre. 


"She's unconscious," said Gibbett and looked at Mellisandre rather sheepishly. 


"What should we do?" he asked. Mellisandre knew immediately. 


"Malefact! Malefact! Malefact!" she cried. 

There was a blinding flash and blue smoke filled the small area they were all crowded into. 


"Who...eh-heh...who dares...khah khah!" Hordriss flapped his arms around, trying to find a place where he wouldn't choke. "What is the...eh-hah...meaning of bringing one into this...stuffy...small...khah!" 


They all flapped their arms until the smoke had cleared, Hordriss looked quite embarrassed at his bungled entrance. He turned to reprimand Gibbet and Mellisandre but stopped, mouth hanging open as he saw what was suspended in the air behind them. 


"Sidriss! My dear Sidriss!" 


Hordriss grabbed for her ankle to use a re-awakening spell on her, which required contact, but his hand passed right through Sidriss' leg. Mellisandre and Gibbet looked puzzled, but a look of pure venom was in Hordriss' eyes. 


"What on earth is wrong with the poor dear?" Cried Mellisandre. Gibbet just scratched his head.  


"She looks like a ghost, almost." 


Hordriss turned briefly to them, but didn't look into their eyes. "Nearly correct, Gibbet. This is not Sidriss...not all of her, anyhow. This is but her soul, captured here. This is the spot where she was apprehended." His voice was full of sorrow. "This mean that Sidriss is wandering the levels somewhere, a phantom, if you will. Most likely thinking she is still alive..." 


Melly gasped. "Sidriss? She's dead?" 


"Not quite. Mellisandre. We have until fifteen O'Clock strikes to bring her lost body-spirit back to her soul, or she will be lost from us forever. It will be hard, for this is not the work of Mogdred alone." 


Gibbet was confused. "Not only him? But who? Why?" 


Hordriss gazed into his daughter's soul's eyes, his face black as thunder. 
"Damn your mother, Sidriss."

Back in the corridor of blades things were not going at all well. Although Treguard and Lord Fear had dodged several sets of blades they now looked in awe at what was ahead, well in the distance. 
 
"A complete blade blocking....the...entire...corridor" stammered Lord Fear, "how in Marblehead do we get past that?" 
 
Treguard took stock of the situation. They'd not yet come across any items or spells in Level Two and looking at the blade, there was really no hope for them. Suddenly he saw a brief flash in front of him. He strained to see what was going on and saw a lump of charcoal that seemed to shimmer as if it contained magic. A look of revelation and joy appeared on his face. He ran to the coal and picked it up and started to draw with it on the wall. 
 
"Treguard what in blazes are you doing? We're about to get sliced for lunch and you take to doing doodles? Have you finally lost your mind?" mocked (and exclaimed) Fear. 
 
"This coal is magic," started Treguard, "We are in Level Two which was Merlin's domain in the old phase." 
 
"Your Merlin has a very odd way of helping out" scoffed Fear obviously understanding his meaning, "so what are you doing with it?" 
 
"Once a quest involved a dungeoneer having to draw a wellway to continue, I'm betting this is the same thing..so I am drawing a portal" 
 
"Well you'd better hurry up, the blade is getting a bit close for comfort" said Fear noticing the corridor conveyer was accelerating. 
 
Treguard continued to make the portal, not even noticing the approaching blade. 
 
"COME ON!!!" shouted Fear as the blade got within 10 metres of them. If they didn't get out of there then, they never would. 
 
"Done" exclaimed Treguard. He grabbed hold of Fear and the pair of them fell through the portal just as blade skidded past where they had been standing seconds before.

Scarkill and Lissard were traipsing through a tunnel of their own - and had emerged in a large sewer. The walls were cracked and caked in slime. It looked disused. Lissard smiled - this was his preferred choice of environment. Scarkill, however, was not impressed and was retching due to the overpowering stench of the place. 


"This is very un-lovely!" he spluttered. "I don't know how you stand it!" 


"I think it's quite charming!" said Lissard in his usual snake-like tone. 
 
Eventually, they found a boat moored at a jetty on a vast lake of green goo. Scarkill got in and began to row. Lissard, naturally amphibious, jumped into the lake. He had reached the other side before Scarkill was even halfway. Eventually, he caught up, tieing the boat to the side. 


"Where is this, anyway?" breathed Scarkill. 


"The Sewers of Goth," replied Lissard. "Or what's left of them, at least." 
 
Unbeknown to them, however, something was watching them, having decided that they would make a really rather nice dinner...

“Feed me...for I hunger so...flesh is quick...knowledge is substantial...lasting...do not run...why do you run...yet another question...shall feed...” 
 
The creature was submerged, face up on the bottom of the slimy sewer river, and was following below the boat they were rowing in. Thinking, it chuntered a little more to itself. 
 
”How...why...when...what...what is this here...do they seek the She...the She who glows green...and takes others...I may ask them...I may not...I should like to...the She took one in the tunnels...the girl...the child...why all the movement...the commotion...so many people in the dungeons...almost as many as in Cornwall...why do I know this name...I know not of this Cornwall...why do I remember it so...the child...the She...those above me...where do they go...I shall ask...I shall ask many questions..”. 
 
It moved towards the boat and peered up through the bottom of it. It listened.

"Lord Fear ain't too 'appy is 'e?" muttered Skarkill, unaware of the giant blue face under his feet. "Ye'd think 'e'd got summat against this...this...Mogdred." 


Lissard contemplated, also unaware. "I heard of thisss Mogdred...many yearsss ago." 


"Don' care." sniffed Skarkill. "'E's best left to 'is own devices if you ask me." 


"You heard the Lordnesss - thisss sssorcer isss dangerousss." 


"What is the source of this danger?" droaned a voice from below, questioningly. 
Lissard and Skarkill looked down, and both jumped backwards with a yelp. The Brollochan, presumed lost since it went on the run from Lord Fear a season ago, was staring dormantly at them from the bottom of the boat.

Skarkill and Lissard almost fell out of the boat. 
 
"Whatsssss that doing here?" shouted Lissard 
 
"It's stupid remember", whispered Skarkill "We can tell im anythin an be fine" 
 
"Please answer my question" said the Brollochan. 
 
"ne how", continued Skarkill, "ee may be useful for us, I rekon we can tell im whats goin on" 
 
Lissard looked doubtful but grudgingly agreed, it was better than being eaten. Skarkill and Lissard told the Brollochan about Mogdred and what was going on in the dungeon, but they didn't expect the reaction they got from it. 
 
"So this Mogdred is powerful....perhaps he will give me my knowledge back" it said. 
 
"Don' count on it" said Skarkill, "His lordship got rid of that a long time ago". 
 
A booming laugh made the pair jump again, it was Mogdred. 
 
"Amateur magicks! Brollochan, I can indeed return your knowledge....if you serve me. I've been looking for you for some time now and thanks to these bumbling idiots I have found you.." 
 
If the Brollochan was human it would have been smiling by now. 
 
"My knowledge? I was told you were evil. No evil entity would do something so....nice" the Brollachan said. 
 
"Did they tell you I was evil?" said Mogdred shocked, "I am one of the most respected denizens of the dungeon. I will give you your knowledge back...and much more, but as I said, I would wish you to serve me as repayment" 
 
The Brollochan thought about it and then agreed. 
 
"The first task I require of you is to feed, feed on these wretched creatures that led me to you" commanded Mogdred. 
 
Knowledge seeping back into it, the Brollochan lifted itself out of the water and prepared to eat. What seemed to be an look of anticipation with maybe the hint of a smile appeared on the Brollochan's "face". Lissard and Skarkill froze in fear of both the scenario of being eaten alive....and the realisation that Mogdred had been true to his word about the giving more, he'd given the Brollochan emotions. 
 
The Brollochan began to edge towards the boat....

"Wait!" cried Lissard. "How can you trust him?" 


"Yeah!" shouted Scarkill. "How will you know it was your own knowledge that he gave back? If at all!" 
 
Scarkill was quite pleased with himself for that flash of deduction. 
 
"It is still my best chance of regaining knowledge," droned the Brollochan and continued to move towards them. Mogdred laughed.
 

Suddenly there was a blinding flash, and the Brollachan stalled, seemingly wanting to know why there had been a flash. 

 
"Mogdred! Pack it in, you fool!" 


There was another flash and the pair in the boat took the risk of looking up to see what was going on. Modgred was now flinging fireballs up towards the ceiling, which, on closer inspection, had a balcony just below it. Leaning over the balcony, hurling green bolts at Mogdred, was Fear - chanting whilst gripping Treguard's wrist and firing the bolts from Treguard's hand. 


"How dare you!" roared Mogdred. "You shall get your come-uppance, I shall see to that." 


A loud crack later, Mogdred was gone. Fear slapped his hands togather as if brushing off dust, and leaned further over the balcony. 


"Master?" droaned the Brollochan. A small smile crept to Lord Fear's lips. 


"Yes..." he muttered, surveying the scene below him. "This is most satisfactory." 
Treguard grabbed Fear by the sleeve and waved his hand briefly. The sewers turned upside down and they found themselves on a little jetty but a few meters from the boat. The Brollochan swan through the green murk, pulling the boat to the jetty after it. 


"You are not associated with this Mogdred, my old Master? Please tell me, for there is only one thing that is worse than ignorance, and that is confusion..." it drawled. 


"Less of the 'old', supersulk." snapped Fear. "In rescuing both you and my hopeless minions here I have endangered us all - we are NOT in Mogdred's good books." 


"Oh good - you noticed your huge mistake." said Treguard acidly. "I wondered whether you had a death-wish or if you really were as ignorant as you seem. You have also broken one f the laws of the dungeons - it is highly illegal to spellcast using the hand of another!" 


Fear glared at him with a stare to rival Treguard's own. 


"I suppose I'm right in assuming you wouldn't rescue your own assistants, old one?" 


Treguard saw what he meant - perhaps Fear wasn't quite as heartless as he had presumed. Or maybe it was a cover-up for the fact that he liked having things to boss around. 


"Fair point, Fear." He said, wanting to keep the tone less than sour for the time being. "I think we should move towards Mount Fear - I have a feeling there is something amiss there..." 


"What makesss you sssay that?" hissed Lissard. 


Treguard pointed upwards. Through a porthole in the roof of the sewers a red glow was seeping in, most brightly from the direction of Lord Fear's old domain.  


"The She..." groaned the Brollochan.

"What she?" asked Scarkill nervously. 
"Just as things couldn't get any worse," muttered Treguard. 
 
The red glow had by now filled the area. The walls shook. The Brollochan looked nervous. A second wall monster appeared in the wall, it's features emerging from the rock. 


"I am the Brangwen-She!" its voice said, rattling off the walls. 


"What the ruddy hell is that?!" cried Scarkill. 


"We haven't robbed you, Brangwen!" shouted Treguard. 


"I have not come to test you!" cried Brangwen. "I have come to offer my services!"

"Ah..." said treguard. "This is the She you speak of!" 


The Brollochan's face changed ever so slightly, and in Brollochan terms was clearly an 'oh-for-gods-sake' look. "No...no...this is not the She. This is the Brangwen-She - I learnt this in my travels - we are aquainted with one another...the She, however..." 


"What?" yelled Lord Fear impatiently. "What is this She?" 


"The She looks mortal, but is powerful...the She has taken her own child..." 


"Whatssss that?" cut in Lissard, pointing towards the far end of the jetty. They all turn (those that had necks, anyhow) in time to see a white-grey, transparent figure disappear through the portal. A flutter of skirts was all they saw, and nothing more. The sound of a young girl's voice sobbed through the echoing blackness and faded away. 


"What the devil was that?" exclaimed Treguard. 


"Another useless poltergiest, if I am correct..." stated the Brangwen-She.  


"Good, good." Lord Fear turned away. "Absolutely nothing to worry about, then."

Meanwhile, Mellisandre, Gibbett and Hordriss were trying to help Sidriss. 


 
"Who is her mother, Hordriss?" asked Mellisandre. 


"Her name is Morghana," said Hordriss through clenched teeth. "A powerful and malicious sorceress, who I had the misfortune of getting involved with." 
 
"How come you were hitched up with a wrong-un like that?" asked Gibbett. Hordriss shuffled about. 


"I used to be rather nasty myself," he said slowly. "It was when I saw that Sidriss started to become evil too that I realised I was witnessing the corruption of an innocence. I realised that I didn't want to see that happen - especially not to any child of mine. That was the turning point for me, and for her." 
 
"I take it that Morghana did not take kindly to that," said Mellisandre dryly. 


"I sent Sidriss away," replied Hordriss. "I didn't want her to have to confront her mother. She was nowhere near powerful enough." He spoke with a tear in his eye, gazing upon Sidriss's suspended body. "She still isn't." 


"It was only when she was trapped in Merlin's trap chamber, along with Mogdred, that I allowed her to join me." 


"And now this happens," said Gibbett. Hordriss glared at him. 


"Indeed it does," he said sharply. 
 
"So, what should we do?" asked Mellisandre.

 
"It is clear that Morghana is still inhabiting Sidriss's body," said Hordriss. 
"But she isn't moving!" cried Mellisandre. 


"She is in a state of transience," said Hordriss. "Morghana is traversing the dungeon, but is still rooted in Sidriss's body. Most sorcerers do that." 


"How do we save her?" asked Gibbett. 


"We must find Sidriss's soul quickly, exorsise Morghana and possess Sidriss's body with her soul." 


"How do we do that?!" cried Mellisandre. Hordriss thought for a while. 


"I shall give everyone a BAG spell," he announced. "If anyone comes across Sidriss's soul, they should use it and then call me." 
 
Hordriss closed his eyes. Suddenly, everyone across the dungeon had a scroll appear before them. 
 
"What is that?" asked Brother Mace. 


"It says "'Use BAG to capture Sidriss's soul, then call Malefact three times!'" said Brother Strange. 


"A spell, I presume," said Mace. 


"Indeed," replied Strange.

Having been summoned away, Hordriss had left Grimaldine on his own. He was now traipsing through a long, dark tunnel, wondering when it would end. 
 
He began to hear a noise in the distance. Squinting ahead, he could see the faint colours starting to change and the walls contort. All of a sudden, the far end of the tunnel began to rip itself up, flying away into nothingness. The destruction began moving down the tunnel towards him. 
 
"Perhaps it is time to leave," he said to himself and promptly turned and ran. Looking over his shoulder, he could see the destruction was catching him up. A gale began to blow through the tunnel towards the wake. He found it more and more difficult to keep up the pace. Concentrating intensely, he cast a charm to get in contact with Hordriss. 
 
"What are you doing, Hordriss?" asked Mellisandre to Hordriss, who was sprinkling purple powder in a circle around Sidriss. 


"I am preparing a powerful locking charm," he replied. "It will hopefully keep Sidriss, or at least her body, here while we look for her soul. Should Morghana regain consciousness she won't stay here for long. I think that....." he trailed off. 
"What's up?" asked Gibbett. Hordriss raised a hand. From it, he projected an image onto the wall. It was Grimaldine, running from the wake - until a large wall stopped him, accompanied by a peal of Mogdred's laughter. Grimaldine began to spellcast an ESCAPE spell but the wake caught up with him, and he was flung into nothingness without a trace. The image on the wall wavered, and then died out like a candle starved of oxygen. 


"What happened?!" screamed Mellisandre. 


"Level Two," muttered Hordriss. 


"What about Level Two?" demanded Gibbett. 
 
"It is....disintegrating."

"We have to get off this level," urged Gibbett. 


"But we can't leave Sidress!" cried Mellisandre. Hordriss thought for a moment, and then waved his hand to conjure up a small bottle. It had a label on it which read "PRESERVATIVE". He placed it underneath Sidress's body. There was a brief sound of sucking air, and then a loud pop. Sidress's body had shrunk and was in the bottle. Hordriss picked the bottle up, and put it in his pocket. 


"Let's hope Morghana hasn't noticed," he muttered. 


"What's that?" cried Mellisandre. Everyone listened. There was a faint noise from far away. Gibbett realised first what it was. 


"It's the wake!" he cried. "We have to leave now!" 


So, Hordriss, Mellisandre and Gibbett began to run down the tunnel, desparately looking for a path that might lead to Level Three. 
 
 
Treguard and Fear had finished reading Hordriss' scroll. They looked at each other. 


"Do you think that was Sidriss' soul that we saw?" asked Treguard. 


"Could have been, me old salt," replied Fear. 


"Then we'd better get after it!" Treguard announced. 


"Why should we?" asked Scarkill. 


"Because I have an issue to resolve with Morghana!" bellowed Fear. 


"What's wrong with the Brollochan?" asked Lissard. Everyone turned and looked. 

The Brollochan had a strange expression on its face. 


"Stop sulking!" barked Fear. 


"Something has happened," said the Brollochan slowly. "Something terrible." 


"What?" asked Scarkill. 


"I do not know," the creature replied. 


"We're wasting time!" cried Fear. "Everybody; follow that soul!" 


So, everyone took off after Sidriss' soul.

Meanwhile back in Level One, Pickle, Majida and Kully had found their way to the wellway room. 
 
"Eees looks dark eeen there" moaned Majida looking down the well, "are you sure thees will take us to Leveel two?. Normally ees always been lift" she said looking at Pickle. 
 
"Yes, these wellways were the original routes in the old realm". 
 
"Well I'm not climbing down there" said Kully. Suddenly a deafening roar was heard followed by a coarse shout 
 
"SHAAT UP FESTUS!!" the voice commanded. The voice belonged to an old woman who the trio could now see. The old woman saw them, "oh hello dearies, have you come to see old Mrs Grimwold?" 
 
"No we ees trying to get to Leveel two" Majida replied 
 
"ooooh, level two eh? Well just climb down that well there and that'll take you.....oooh I don't think you can do that" she looked at the wellway with a strange look. 
 
The three looked at the wellway to see that a strange multicoloured glow was eminating from the once dark hole accompanied by an increasing rumble. 
 
"oooh that doesn't look good at all, looks like you can't get to Level two at all...I'd say its not even there anymore from that glow" she continued 
 
"She's right," said Pickle, "I've seen this glow before, its a 180 degree phase shift, the end of the dungeon...but usually it affects everything all at once, not just one level." He turned to face Mrs Grimwold. "Do you know any other way we can get away from here? Maybe straight to Level three?" 
 
"Yeees there eeees a short cut, we need to find zee corridor of blades" Majida spurted in enthusiam. 
 
"No dearies, theres no corridor here, but I tell you what, tell me how to get out of here so me and me Festus came be safe and I'll show you another way to Level Three" Mrs Grimwold offered. 
 
The three thought it over together and agreed, telling her where to go. In return Mrs Grimwold gave the trio some mints and told them to go through the other door in the room. 
 
The trio went through the door and  walked out onto a dragons' back. 
 
"Smirkenoff!" exclaimed Pickle and Majida.

"What do you want?" asked Smirkenoff lazily. 


"We have to get to Level Three!" cried Pickle. 


"No can do, I'm afraid," said Smirkenoff flatly. 


"Why not?!" demanded Majida. 


"Too far. Level Two is the best I can do." 


"There is no Level Two!" said Kully. "Something's happened to it." 


That got Smirkenoff's attention. 


"Romanha?" he asked nervously. 


"We don't know," replied Pickle softly. Smirkenoff shook himself. 


"Well, I suppose it will have to be Level Three," he said. "Rather unusual, but then today's a rather unusual day." 


"You got that right," replied Majida. 


 
Smirkenoff took off. It was a long journey, and with three passengers instead of one, Smirkenoff was exhausted by the time they arrived at their destination. 
"Where are we?" asked Pickle. 


"This is thee Tower of Linghorn!" cried Majida. 


"Are you alright, Smirkenoff?" asked Kully. 


"No," panted Smirkenoff. 


"Would a Dragonmint or three help?" asked Pickle.  


"It's a start," gasped the dragon. They placed the mints in the saddle pouch, and disembarked, leaving Smirkenoff to catch his breath. 


 
Linghorn looked derelict. Neglected. It looked like no-one had lived there for years. Decades, almost. Kully shivered. 


"I know," whispered Majida. "Eet is very creepy." 


 
Unbeknown to them, three sorceresses were watching them from the Tower of Marblehead. 


"Visitors already!" crooned Maldame. 


"They should not be here," remarked Aesandre. "They can be anywhere but here." 


"Aesandre, have you lowered the temperature?" asked Greystagg, shivering and irritated.

Smirkenoff was still panting when another dragon landed in front of him. He almost didn't notice, but when he did he was startled - he'd not seen another dragon for a very long time. 


"Who are you?" asked Smirkenoff. 


"My name's Owen," replied the dragon. 


 
 
Elsewhere, Folly and Motley had wandered into a system of caves. 


"I don't like this at all!" whispered Folly. 


"Well, we won't be here for long," muttered Motley. Folly looked around, and then up at the cave ceiling. He saw about fifty poisonous bats clinging to the stalagtites and yelped. Motley looked up. 


"Don't make any noises, you berk!" Motley spat. 


"I'm sorry!" whimpered Folly. "It's just that I don't happen to like those things." 


 
A goblin horn sounded. The bats, startled, immediately took flight. For a terrifying thirty seconds, the cave was alive with venomous bats. Motley and Folly covered their faces. When the bats had all flown away, they checked themselves over and were relieved to find that they had not been bitten. The goblin horn sounded again. 


"Oh, no!" shrieked Folly. 


"We have to get moving!" announced Motley.  


 
The two jesters marched through the caves and into a corridor. The horn sounded again, much closer this time. 


"The right-hand door, quickly!" ordered Motley. They ran towards it, only to jump back in fright at the sight of three goblins emerging from it. 


"The left-hand door!" cried Folly. They spun around only to be faced with more goblins. 
 
In a matter of seconds they were completely surrounded. 
 
"We're done for!" screamed Folly. Motley gulped. 


"I wish I'd learnt Goblinese," he muttered. And then something happened that made them quiver with fright. A hobgoblin emerged from the darkness and marched to the front of the army of goblins surrounding the jesters. It looked at them. They looked at it. Then, the hobgoblin did something quite unexpected - it beckoned the jesters to follow. Folly and Motley looked at each other. 


"It wants us to follow!" whispered Motley. 


"Why can't they just put us out of our misery?!" whimpered Folly. 
 
The jesters followed the hobgoblin, flanked by the thirty goblins who trapped them. They were led through a system of dark caverns until they arrived at a huge cave. It stretched out for hundreds of meters in all directions. Colourful minerals shone with the fluorescent light of algae on the rock next to them. 
 
The jesters were led to the centre of the cave. The goblins formed a circle around them. The hobgoblin turned and faced them. 


"We need your help," said the hobgoblin.

The two jesters' mouths fell open in synchrony, making them look rather amusing. They both looked at each other, and turned back to the hobgoblin. 


"Wha...?" They both stuttered. 


The goblin also appeared rather amused at the sight.

Kully, Majida and Pickle crept through the courtyard immediately before them. Something had most definately happened to Linghorn - every few steps they were having to pick their way through rubble or remains of the once proud statues and towers. 


"Why ees all broken?" lilted Majida. "There are few places as rueened as dees!" 
"And the floors all dirty." Said Kully, gazing between her feet. Pulling her rag out of her pocket, she rubbed at the groud to see what the dust was. A small hole appeared, and grew as she rubbed it away. 


"This si no time for clearing up, Kully!" said Pickle in frustration. Kully kept rubbing, and her eyes widened in surprise. 


"This floor isn't dirty! This dirt is the floor!" 


"What are you talking of, seely elf?" Majida shook her head, but before she could say any more, the hole Kully had rubbed into the ground deepened, cracked open and split apart, sending them tumbling into some place between level one and the depths of level three. A place watched by three cunning females with a task to complete.

Marta and Romahna had entered a tavern. 


"Where is this?" asked Romanha. 


"This 'ere is the Mad Cow," replied Marta. 


"Hey! Is also the Crazed Heifer!" someone called out in an Italian accent. 
"Who are you?" demanded Romanha. 


"I am the Famous Ridolfo!" he cried, grabbing his lute and strumming it. The lute was in need of tuning. 


"Oooh! Don't you play that thing well!" gushed Marta. Romanha was having none of it. 


"Never mind all that!" she snapped. "We're looking for Sidriss' soul." 


Ridolfo flinched. 


"Hey, I'm not getting mixed up with her!" he said. "I no wanna be a fisherman again!" 


"Move it!" barked Romanha. Ridolfa did as he was told. The three left the inn amid stares from the surrounding folk. 


"The trouble with them lot," spoke an old man, "is they don't know how to relax," and promptly vanished, along with everyone else. 


 
Meanwhile, Treguard, Lord Fear, Scarkill and Lissard had cornered Sidriss' soul. 
"Go on, Treguard!" cried Fear. 


"Spellcasting B A G!" boomed Treguard. A large bag appeared and captured the faint, ghost-like image of Sidriss. 


"Now summon that pompous old fool, Hordriss," ordered Fear. 


"Wait!" cried Scarkill, staring at the wall. "Look, your Fearship!" 


Everyone turned and looked at the sewer wall. It was...phasing. The colours were all wrong and seemed to be changing. Before long the entire sewer was pulsing with colour. 


"What's going on, Lordness?" breathed Lissard. 


"How should I know? You stupid reptile," spat Fear. 


"Perhaps we'd better leave," said Treguard quietly. They continued on their way along the sewer. Before long, they came to a large portal. 


"What's in here?" asked Treguard. 


"It used to be the quest chamber," replied Fear. "It isn't any more, though. I moved them all to Marblehead." 


"Let's go in, then," said Scarkill. 


 
They walked through. Suddenly, they were confronted with a rush of air and for several terrifying seconds were thrashing about wildly in the dark, their feet not even touching the ground. When the wind died down, Lord Fear took a deep breath. 


"This isn't Goth," he murmered. 


"Where is it, then, your Fearship?" asked Scarkill. 


"This is Marblehead," replied Fear. He was right, too. And not only was it Marblehead, it was the Marblehead quest chamber. 


"How can this be possible?" demanded Fear. 


"Well, since the quest objects are a constant in the dungeon, their temporal location must be linked to their physical location," said Treguard. "But since the reality of the dungeon is not a constant, and since the dungeon is going haywire, it must be..." 


"Ha!" cried Fear, interrupting Treguard. 


"What is it, your Lordness?" asked Lissard. Lord Fear had shot across the room and picked up a ring. 


"Phobic design!" he shrieked, putting it on. There was a flash of light. 


"I have my powers back!" he cried, overjoyed. 


"Terrific," murmered Treguard. 


"Excuse me, won't you, old thing?" crooned Fear, and snapped his fingers. 

Sylvester Hands appeared in the middle of the room. 


"Ooh! What was that?" he rasped. He turned and saw Fear. 


"Ah! There you are!" he announced, and grabbed his catapult. "No mistakes this time!" 


Lord Fear snapped his fingers and Hand's catapult turned into a snake. He screamed and dropped it on the floor, where it slithered away to hide under a barrel. 


"You...you got your powers back?" he whispered. 


"You bet!" cried Fear. 


"Do you mean all this time he was powerless?" whispered Scarkill to Treguard, clearly disgusted. 


"I'm afraid so," replied Treguard. 


"Rats," hissed Lissard. 


"I'm gonna make you sorry you ever drew breath!" screamed Fear. Hands cowered. 


"I'm sorry, your Fearshipness!" he whimpered. 


"There's no time for this," announced Treguard. "We have to call Hordriss." 


"You're right," sighed Fear. "I'll kill you later, Hands. Morghana is top of my list at the moment. That evil cow is gonna regret zapping MY powers!" 


 
"Malefact, Malefact, Malefact!" cried Treguard. Hordriss appeared. Looking around, he realised what had happened, and snapped his fingers to summon Mellisandre and Gibbett, too. 


"What's this? A reunion party?" asked Fear sarcastically. 


"Silence, Fear!" barked Hordriss. "For your information, Level Two is disintegrating." 


"That explains the strange behaviour in Goth," breathed Treguard. 


"Goth disintegrated?" asked Hordriss. 


"No, but it was phasing," replied Treguard. "As if it was only half-there." 


"That makes sense," said Hordriss. "Goth has also been Level Three in the past. Only the Level Two part of it disintegrated." 


"I'm confused," murmered Scarkill. 


"Shut up, Scarkill!" snapped Fear. "Well, do what you have to do, then!" he ordered. 


"Have you the bag?" asked Hordriss. 


"I do," replied Treguard. 


"Then it is time," replied Hordriss. He reached into his pocket and withdrew the bottle with Sidriss/Morghana. 


"Hurry! Before Morghana finds out!" urged Treguard.

Little did they know, though, that only a few rooms away, oblivious to it all, were Aesandre, Maldame and Greystagg. They were watching as Pickle, Majida and Kully emerged in a forest. 


"Dunkley Wood, I believe," sneered Aesandre. "They have approximately fifteen minutes before Level Two disintegrates completely!" 


"Is this entirely necessary?" asked Greystagg wearily. 


"Don't be a fool!" hissed Maldame. "You've seen the bones. You know that they are the ones that ensure the survival of Lord Fear. Without them, the Powers that Be will still win." 


"Yes, but there are many more casualties other than Lord Fear," said Greystagg. "There must be another way." 


"There isn't!" cried Aesandre. "Those three letting Mogdred and Morghana out of the Phase Trap gave us our first proper chance of toppling Fear! We cannnot afford not to take advantage of it!" 


"Oh, very well," sighed Greystagg. They watched as Pickle, Majida and Kully scrambled to their feet and realised where they were. 


 
"We have to get out!" screamed Kully. 


"This way!" ordered Pickle. 


A booming voice enveloped the entire wood. 


"My, my! Three tasty tid-bits! Won't someone be pleased?" came the voice, followed by a peal of hideous laughter. 


"Oh, no, LOOK!" cried Majida. They looked up and saw a giant cobweb suspended over the branches of the trees. They heard a rustling in the distance. 


"Guess who's come to supper!" the voice cackled.

Hordriss uncorked the bottle and Sidriss's body emerged from it in a puff of smoke. 


"First, we must exorcise Morghana," Hordriss announced. He closed his eyes and began an incantation. 


"I hope this works," whispered Treguard. 


 
Suddenly, Sidriss's eyes opened. They burned red. With a wave of her hand, Hordriss was knocked off his feet and sent flying into the far wall. He crumpled, groaning before passing out. Sidriss advanced upon him. Mellisandre screamed and hid behind Gibbett, who promptly hid behind her. 


"How long has it been, Hordriss?" Morghana spoke through Sidriss. She sent a bolt of lightning into Hordriss, who shook violently and screamed in agony. Even Lord Fear was taken aback by the ferocity of the attack. 


"Stop!" boomed Treguard. Morghana spun around and looked Treguard right in the eye. 


"And you!" she hissed. "You have the BAG! Give it to me." 


"Never," said Treguard. Morghana looked at him with an expression of pure hate. 
"Then you shall die," she said softly. 


 
In another part of Marblehead, Greystagg twitched. 


"What's that?" she asked. 


"What's what?" replied Maldame. 


"Someone is here," spat Aesandre. 


"I can feel it now," shivered Greystagg. Aesandre waved her hand along the viewscreen. An image of Sidriss with Lord Fear, Treguard, Scarkill, Lissard, Mellisandre, Gibbett and an unconscious Hordriss blurred into existence. 
"It is happening already!" cried Aesandre. 


 
The three sorceresses joined hands and pointed to the high ceiling. A wave of energy rippled through the chamber and seemed to solidify. A force field. 
"We can now begin the final phase," announced Aesandre. "Mogdred!" she boomed into the viewscreen. 
 
Mogdred's image appeared. He looked up from the viewer in Treguard's antechamber. 


"All is ready," Aesandre boomed. Mogdred cackled. 


"Then I shall see you all soon!" he cooed. "For now, though, it's party time!" 


 
Mogdred waved his hand over the viewer to see Sidriss/Morghana, Treguard, Fear, Scarkill, Lissard, Mellisandre, Gibbett and Hordriss. He seemed to distort himself, bending over, contorting. He dived into the viewer, leaving behind a fireball that engulfed Treguard's antechamber. Within seconds, it was a charred wreck. 
 
Meanwhile, back in Marblehead, Sidriss/Morghana was moving in for the kill.

Pickle, Majida and Kully had closed their eyes, wincing at the prospect of being bled dry by a giant arachnid. They had already got stuck on a giant cobweb. Suddenly, a dozen goblin horns sounded. They opened their eyes.  
"What the..." began Kully. 
 
A hoard of goblins, hobgolins, and....Motley and Folly had emerged from the trees. The goblins began working on the cobweb trying to free its captives. 


"Right, madam!" began Motley, boldly standing in front of Ariadne. "You are so ugly that you makes toadstools feel gorgeous!" 


Folly helped too. 


"Ariande!" he announced, "the haemerrhoid on legs!" 


"The eight-legged goblin pat!" cried Motley. A couple of goblins looked at him. 
"No offence, mates," gulped Motley. The goblins went back to what they were doing. 


"The massive sh..." began Folly. 


"That's done it!" cried Motley, as Ariadne skulked off, humiliated and unable to stand any more abuse. 


"Well done!" gasped Pickle, freed from the cobweb. 


"An alliance weeeth Goblins!" said Majida incredulously. 


"Now we must hurry!" urged Motley. "Level Two is, as they say, coming apart at the seams!" 


"I never knew goblins read the bones," said Folly, shaking his head. 


"Come on, everyone!" boomed Motley. "I know a short cut!" 


 
So, the band of goblins, with Pickle, Majida, Kully, Motley and Folly ran off down a dirt track. Behind them, a deserted clearing began to shimmer in multiple colours.

"Well, madam," boomed Fear to Morghana/Sidriss, "it's been fun and I can't say I'm not a little turned on by all this, but you really have to go!" 
 
Fear flexed his hand, instructing his Phobic ring to power-up. He reached back and tried to summon a fireball.  


"Take THAT!" he cried. Nothing happened. He gulped. 


"Something wrong?" cooed Morghana sweetly. She flicked her wrist and Fear was engulfed in a wave of green energy. He convulsed in agony. The green faded away and he collapsed onto the floor. 


 
"This is unbearable!" cried Greystagg. 


"Oh, be quiet!" barked Maldame, who had been blocking Fear's ring with snaps of her fingers. 


"We have been through this already!" snapped Aesandre. 


"This is not right," said Greystagg softly. 


"Who cares about what's right?!" screamed Maldame. "The fact is that Fear is about to become Dungeon Dust!" 


 
Morghana had turned her attention to Treguard. 


"And you, warder," she spat, "have always been nothing less than an irritation!" 
She threw an energy field at him. He was flung across the room, mortally wounded. She advanced upon him. 


"Die, Dungeon Master!" she screamed. Suddenly, she was engulfed by a red glow. She shrieked, thrashing wildly. For a split second, there were two people there - Sidriss and Morghana. Then, there was an explosion of light. Sidriss's body was left lying on the ground, and the echo of a scream was left rattling around the castle. Hordriss, exhausted by that major expenditure of energy, passed out completely. 


"Treguard," whispered Fear, struggling for breath. Treguard slowly opened his eyes. 


"What is it?" he rasped. 


"The spell," Fear replied. "Dispell it! Morghana is gone." 


"Dispell; G A B," Treguard gasped, barely making it through the incantation. The whispy image of Sidriss appeared. It hovered for a moment before moving over to her body, and settling inside. 


 
Sidriss's eyes opened. She moaned. Scarkill went over and picked her up. She looked at him and shuddered. 


"Don't worry, miss," he said softly. "No goblins today." 


"I think we've done it!" whispered Lissard. "We've won!" 


"Is it safe now?" whispered Hands, who had been hiding behind some barrels. 
 
"Such fools!" laughed Maldame. "They have no idea!" 


"I'm putting an end to this right now!" barked Greystagg. She turned around, and shot power bolts at the forcefield around the viewing chamber. Suddenly, she stopped, a look of horror on her face. She was frozen. 


"She was getting quite irritating!" snorted Aesandre. 


"Now all we do is sit back and watch!" cried Maldame. "In a few moments, Lord Fear will be just a distant memory!"

Aesandre stepped back and viewed the chaos on the viewscreen.  "Once Lord Fear has been disposed of", she said, "I will deal with that old fool Mogdred.  His powers are in no way as formidable as mine.  And once I've defeated him, I shall take my rightful place as ruler of the dungeon", she said haughtily. 
 
Maldame spun round on hearing this.  "You?" she spat.  "Your power is extremely limited compared to Mogdred's!  And if you don't mind me saying so, my powers supercede your own!  If anyone takes over from Mogdred, it'll be me!" 
 
Aesandre turned sharply towards Maldame, drew her hand back and fired an energy ball at her.  It struck Maldame hard and she staggered back a few steps, her breath knocked out of her.  When she recovered, there was a raging fire in her eyes.  "You'll pay for that!" she shrieked, and in return she fired an energy ball at Aesandre.   
 
It missed.  Instead of hitting it's intended target, it hit the side of the belfry, thus knocking out their protective force field.   
 
"Idiot!  Look what you've done", screamed the ice sorceress at her rival. 
"Me?", Maldame replied angrily, "it was you who started this!  You, with your illusions of grandeur, thinking you can really beat Mogdred and myself!" 


"Oh, look who's talking!" screamed Aesandre, "You have less power than an earthworm!" 
 
Suddenly there was a blinding flash near to where the forcefield had been, and out of this flash appeared a group of people.  But this wasn't just any old group of people.  It consisted of Heggatty, Peggatty, Mildread, Mrs Goody and Lillith.  The Witches Alliance!  They all rushed into where Aesandre and Maldame were in an intense catfight, punching, slapping, scratching and pulling each other's hair.  They were so mad at each other that they didn't notice the motley group of witches rush into the room.  They stared in amusement at what was happening. 
 
Lillith noticed the frozen figure of Greystagg, standing silently in the corner of the room.  She went over to it and observed that her face was frozen in a shocked expression.  Lillith looked at the statue with concern, stood back a little from it, drew her hand back and fired an energy ball at the frozen Witch Queen. 
 
Greystagg stirred into life, coughing and spluttering.  Although she had been frozen for the last while, she had observed everything that had happened.  She looked at Lillith and smiled.  


"Thank you Lillith," she said gratefully. 


 "What are sisters for?" crooned Lillith.

Pickle, Majida, Kully, Motley, Folly and the goblins were running as fast as they could through the forest but the destruction was catching them up. 


"We'll never get off this level!" cried Kully. Everyone was starting to despair. 

Suddenly, two dragons swooped out of the sky and into the distance, landing several hundred meters away. 


"That was Smirkenorf!" cried Pickle. 


"But who was the other one?" asked Majida, panting. 


"Let's find out!" shouted Kully. 


 
After running flat out, they arrived at a large clearing. 


"Get on!" ordered Smirkenorf. 


"Oh, thankyou!" gasped Pickle. 


"Quickly!" urged Owen, "there is no time to lose!" 


"Who are you, by the way?" asked Kully. 


"My name's Owen. Get on!!!" 


 
Everyone clambered onto the dragons' backs. Some of the goblins had to climb onto their feet. It took a while for the dragons to take off, as they were so weighed down. Off they went, though, just as the wake was catching up. 


"That was close!" breathed Majida. 
 
 
Meanwhile, back in Marblehead, Treguard and Hordriss were being attended to by Mellisandre and Gibbett. 


"Talk to me, Treguard!" cried Mellisandre. It was no use, though. He was almost dead. 


"Lord Fear, can't you do something?" she screamed. 


Lord Fear huffed. 


"This goes against my principals, but I'll try," he muttered. "Let's hope my ring decides to work this time." 


 
He extended his arm. Fortunately, since Aesandre and Maldame were currently rather busy with a group of riled witches, no-one blocked the ring's power. 

Treguard and Hordriss glowed brightly for a moment, and then all was well. They opened their eyes. 


"I suppose I should thank you, Lord Fear," whispered Treguard, who staggered to his feet, aided by Mellisandre. 


"It's not too late to switch sides, you know," spoke Hordriss. 


"You old fool!" shrieked Fear. "I am giving you lot thirty seconds to get out of my tower, for old time's sake! Then, we're going to continue where we left off, before some meddling old crone stole my powers!" 


"Father?" called Sidriss weakly. 


"I'm here, Sidriss," replied Hordriss, rushing over to help his daughter. 

"Everything's all right now." 


 
"Everything is very far from alright, my old friend!" came a deep, sinister voice. 
 
All the torches on the wall suddenly started to burn with green flame. A deep, dark shadow grey out of the far wall, and out of it stepped Mogdred. 


"Oh, rats," muttered Fear. "I forgot about him." 
 
 
"Ambition is a very dangerous thing," boomed Greystagg to Maldame and Aesandre, who were suspended in mid-air, wailing. 


"Let us go!" screached Maldame. 


"What shall we do with them?" asked Mildread coyly. 


"I got some potions to test out!" laughed Mistress Goody. 


"What about some fireballs, eh?" giggled Peggerty. 


"You and your fireballs!" sighed Heggerty. 


"No," said Greystagg flatly. "Something quick and simple." 


She snapped her fingers. Aesandre and Maldame vanished. 


"Where'd you send them to, eh?" asked Heggerty. 


"I sent them to meet someone," replied Greystagg, smiling. 


 
Aesandre and Maldame materialised in a large pit. Looking around, they saw the hideous image of a large pooka moving towards them, hungry for energy. They tried to banish it. They tried energy bolts. Nothing worked. Needless to say, the pooka had its fill of nourishment that day. 


 
 
Smirkenorf and Owen landed outside Marblehead, totally exhausted. Their passengers disembarked. 


"Come on!" cried Pickle. "We have to save Treguard! He doesn't know what's happening!" 


A huge peal of hideous laughter rang out from the entire tower. It rattled along the walls and made the bars on the dungeon doors rattle. Above the tower, black storm clouds were gathering. 


"Mogdred!" gasped Majida. 


"If you want my opinion," remarked Smirkenorf, "they're all done for."

People had started to arrive at Marblehead. They were congregating at the main entrance. However, a huge iron portcullis stood between them and the dark door into the tower. 


"How did you lot get here?" cried Cedric. 


"A lot of luck," replied Kully. 


"Anyone have any ideas how to get in?" asked Gumboil. 


Everyone shook their heads. 


"Wait!" cried Majida. "I know!" 


"What?" asked everyone. 


"One team who got here before used a green gem. Maldame gave eet to them. She said that doors opened for it." 


"How do we get hold of it?" demanded Cedric. 


"I don't know," sighed Majida. 


"Well, that's a big help! Dog's Bottom!" 


"Don't talk to her like that!" shouted Pickle. 


"Ah, shuttup you miserable pig's bladder!" 


"Look!" cried Kully. 


Everyone spun around and saw an army of people moving towards them, headed by Brother Mace. 


"Look who we found!" he cried. 


 
The croud consisted of Brother Mace, Brother Strange, Gretel, Romanha, Marta, Ridolfo, Snapper Jack, Velda, Elita, Olaf, Bumptious the Miner, McGrew, a cloaked Boatman, the Gatemaster, Julius Scaramonger, Ah Wok, Rothberry the Apothecary, Sir Hugh de Witless, Honesty Bartrum, Gundrada, Raptor, Fidget, Stiletta, Gwendoline and two giants - one with a large moustache, and one with horns. 
 


"We can't get past this door!" cried Pickle. 


"Well, we've brought along some friends who can help with that," replied Mace. 


 
Suddenly, eleven wall monsters appeared around the portcullis; Granitas, Olgarth, Igneous, Golgarach, Brangwen, Dooris, Doorkis, Dooreen, two blockers and the Brollochan. 


"Brangwen and I were able to convert them to our cause," droned Brollochan. 
 
The monsters moved towards each other. With a flash of light, they were gone. In their place, there was a single giant wall monster - an amalgam. It rammed itself into the portcullis, ripping it in two. With a cheer, everyone ran for the entrance. 
 
Meanwhile, in the high turret, Mogdred was summoning his energy bolts. 


"Do something, your Lordships!" screached Hands. 


"There's nothing I can do," muttered Fear. Mogdred cackled.

"Let's get out of here," muttered Lillith, and summoned a portal back to her domain in Level One. 


"Wait!" cried Greystagg. "We must help Treguard." 


"That meddling Dungeon Master?" screached Lillith. "What for?" 


"Would you be happy to have Mogdred in charge?" cried Greystagg. Lillith muttered something under her breath. 


"I'll leave the portal here," she said. "We shall in all probability be needing to make a quick exit." 
 


"What are you going to do to us?" cried Scarkill nervously. 


"I haven't decided yet," crooned Mogdred. "It will not, however, be pleasent!" 


He hesitated, seemingly distracted by something. He then turned back hurridly. 


"Perhaps I shall leave you to a few of my friends, for now," he said malevolently. 

With a wave of his hand, he conjured up a Catacombite, a pooka, a stormgeist, a Cavern wraith and a Skeletron. The door behind Lissard opened. 


"Run!" screamed Mogdred, laughing. Treguard, Fear, Mellisandre, Gibbett, Hands, Scarkill and Lissard turned and ran as fast as they could out of the room, followed by the monsters. 


 
Mogdred turned. Greystagg, Lillith and the witches materialised in front of him. 


"So!" murmered Mogdred, "betrayal." 


"Your presence in this phase is destroying the dungeon," Lillith barked. 
"Marvellous, isn't it?" cried Mogdred. 


 
"Everybody split up!" gasped Treguard, as they came to a junction of corridors. Fortunately, there were more of them than there were monsters. After a while, Treguard realised that he wasn't being pursued. He smiled, a plan formulating in his head. He raced as fast as he could towards a room he knew contained an object that could turn the tables in his favour. 
 
The room was quite small and shabby-looking. That was all part of the act, of course. It disguised the real power inside it. Treguard noticed a sword on the wall. Grinning, he took it. Written on the handle was "WYRMSLAYER". 


"That's useful," he muttered. After looking around, he saw what he wanted. It was a small, wooden box. With a deep breath, he opened it. The huge sound of a horn rang out. Not a goblin horn - something a lot more ominous. 


"The first blast," breathed Treguard. "Mogdred will not survive this." 


 
Mogdred looked up, recognising the sound. He snarled. 


"I shall deal with you, later," he snapped at the witches, and disappeared. 


 
"What was that?" gasped Pickle. 


"That was the first blast!" cried Olaf. "When the third blast sounds the dungeon will disintegrate!" 


"Permanently?!!" screamed Kully. 


"No," replied Velda. "It will reform for the next phase, but almost everything will be obliterated. The next phase will be totally unlike this one." 


"That means we'll be destroyed, too!" cried Brother Strange, dismayed. 


"Mogdred, too," replied Elita. "That's probably why it's happening." 


"How long do we have?" asked Gundrada nervously. 


"No more than fifteen minutes," replied Velda softly. "Then everything will be destroyed."

Treguard stood frozen to the spot, unable to quite comprehend what he was doing, he was ending this phase of the dungeon with himself and his assistants inside it.A cold breeze rattled through the chamber followed by a bolt of lightning. 
 
"Very courageous of you Treguard, but very fool hardy" said a voice Treguard recognised immediately. 
 
"Sometimes we have to make the ultimate sacrifice for the greater good Merlin" he replied 
 
"You are the Dungeon master, the Dungeon needs you. If you sacrifice yourself now, it will be unprotected, the opposition will run rampant. I cannot allow you to do this" Merlin argued 
 
Treguard moved to argue his point but Merlin was having none of it. 
 
"Spellcasting F R E E Z E".  The horn, in the box had been moving to sound again but suddenly stopped. 
 
"What are you doing?" exclaimed Treguard 
 
"I'm giving you a chance to get everyone out of the dungeon before it disintegrates", replied Merlin, "unfortunately my magic is not as powerful as it once was, I cannot stop the horn for long. Go, get out of here, I will take care of Mogdred" 
 
"But Merlin...." started Treguard 
 
"No buts Dungeon Master, Mogdred is my problem and I will take care of him, survival and the preservation of the Dungeons' inhabitants is yours. Go now, if all is successful I hope that we shall one day fight side by side once again" Merlin argued 
 
Treguard looked at Merlin fondly and smiled, "Very well, thank you. Good luck to you Merlin" 
 
"And to you too Treguard" Merlin replied 
 
And with WRYMSLAYER in his hand Treguard bolted out of the chamber to find everyone.

Just as the army was entering the tower, Sylvester Hands ran out, speeding right past them screaming. He was followed closely by a Skeletron. 


"I say!" cried Gundrada. "I don't know what that thing is but I'd like to chop it up!" 


"Eet is called a Skeletron," Majida told her. 


"Not that thing!" shrieked Gundrada, "I mean that dirty thing that smells like Pooka poo!" 


"That's Sylvester Hands," chuckled Mace. 


"And he's finally getting his come-uppence," laughed Gwendoline. 


 
Then, Scarkill ran past them, too - followed by a giant Pooka. 


"HELP!" he screamed. 


"I'd rather watch!" laughed Elita. 


"We'd better help them," said McGrew. "They probably know this place a lot better than us." 


"I suppose you're right," huffed Gundrada. 


"OK," sniffed Elita. 
 


Gundrada went off after the Skeletron. She found it advancing upon Hands. She drew her sword and hacked the thing into bits. 


"Ooh! Thanks!" leered Hands. "Who are you?" 


"I am Gundrada, the Sword Mistress!" she replied grandly, "and I'll thank you to take your filthy hands off me!" 


 
Elita, meanwhile, had tracked down the Pooka. 


"Get lost, you tower of ugliness!" she screamed. "You can't scare me when I scare you!" 


It worked, surprisingly enough. The Pooka decided it would be better off gobbling animals in the forest - at least they couldn't nag you to death. It vanished. 


"We need a guide," snapped Elita. 


"You've got it!" gasped Scarkill. 


 
Meanwhile, a large Catacombite was making life rather unpleasent for Lissard. Despite his dexterity, he was eventually cornered. He flinched, expecting a gruesome death. 


"Spellcasting F R E E Z E R!" came a deep, booming voice. The Catacombite stood rooted to the spot, unmoving. Lissard opened his eyes. Behind the Catacombite stood Hordriss and Sidriss. He gasped with relief. 


"Come quickly!" urged Hordriss. "There is very little time!" 


 
Elsewhere still, Mogdred had tracked down Treguard. 


"You are a fool!" he screamed. 


"It's the only way to stop you, Mogdred," replied Treguard. 


"You'll all be destroyed, too!" Mogdred cried, with a touch of fear in his voice. 


"We were destroyed years ago, Mogdred," snapped Treguard. "The only reason everyone has come back is because the dungeon is malfunctioning!" 


"What about you, then?" breathed Mogdred. "You are not part of the dungeon! You were never destroyed originally! But you will be!" 


"That is a price I am willing to pay," said Treguard softly. 


"Where is the box?!" screamed Mogdred. Treguard said nothing. 


"If you don't tell me, I will make you feel pain you never thought possible!" 

Mogdred hissed. Treguard remained unmoved. Mogdred raised his hands, summoning all the energy he had. 


 
Just as Mogdred was about to release his bolts of power, someone grabbed his hands. He misfired, hitting the ceiling. The whole tower shook. 


"It is time," said Merlin. "We cannot put off the inevitable any longer." 


"I refuse!" screamed Mogdred, struggling to get away but failing. The two began to spark. A green and blue hazy veil of energy enveloped them. 


"Run, Dungeon Master!" cried Merlin. Treguard turned and made off down the corridor as fast as he could. Above him, he heard the sound of crumbling. The entire tower of Marblehead was coming apart. Masonry began to fall.

"What's happening to the tower?" cried Stiletta. 


"It's coming apart," muttered Strange. 


"But Treguard's still in there!" cried Majida. 


"Is anyone else in there?" asked Kully. 


"Yeah," gasped Scarkill, running up. "Hordriss, Sidriss, Gibbett, Mellisandre and Lord Fear." 


"Oh, no!" cried Gretel. 


"We have to get them out of there!" announced Mace. 


 
Suddenly, the Cavern Wraith emerged from a wall and floated towards them. 


"What is that thing?" hissed Velda. 


"A Cavern Wraith!" cried Olaf. 


"Just as I thought!" boomed Bumptious, "I'm sure there's a rule about them things somewhere!" and began to inspect his rule book. 


"Spellcasting A V A U N T!" cried Cedric. A bolt of green lightning appeared as if from nowhere and enveloped the ghost. In a flash, it was gone. 


"Ruddy things," muttered Scarkill. 


"Come on!" urged McGrew, drawing his sword. 


"Yes!" cried Gundrada, doing the same, "I'm not about to let some sneaky sorceror ruin my quest!" 


"What is your quest, by the way?" asked Pickle. Gundrada turned to him. 


"Since you ask," she replied, "I have been looking for a rather nifty little artefact called the Reach Wand." 


 
"Enough talk!" cried Cedric and raced inside. He turned a corner to be confronted by a line of Miremen patrolling the entrance. 


"Where'd they come from?!" he screached. 


"No idea," replied Mace, running up. 


"Look!" cried Elita, pointing towards a horn on a table, on the other side of the line of Miremen. 


"If I'm not mistaken," said Stiletta, "that's a Horn of Beckoning. Blow that, and those Miremen will home in on it." 


"What we need is a decoy," said Gumboil, "but how do we get hold of that horn to blow it?" 


"With this!" boomed Cedric triumphantly, holding up the potion of INVISIBILITY. 
"I told you we needed it!" he cried cheerfully. 


"Well done!" said everyone. Cedric drank the potion, and make ready to run... 


 
In the seemingly endless tunnels, Treguard bumped into Gibbett, who was carrying an unconcious Mellisandre. Her head was bleeding. 


"What happened?" asked Treguard. 


"A chunk of concrete from the ceiling," replied Gibbett shakily. 


"Let's go," announced Treguard, trying not to let it affect him. They continued down the corridor as fast as they could. 


 
Meanwhile, the witches had reconvened in the belfry, next to the portal. 


"There is nothing more that can be done," sighed Greystagg. 


"There must be something we can do!" cried Mildread. 


"Like what?" snapped Lillith. 


"Point taken," replied Mildread softly. And so, the witches walked through the portal, back to Lillith's lair. The door disintegrated after the last of them had passed through. They knew what was happening and couldn't do anything about it. They decided to enjoy the short time they had left before everything phased out.

Cedric raced towards the miremen, who all turned and looked at him for a moment with bemused looks on their faces. One of them snarled something in a gurgling tone and they all moved towards the still visible Cedric. 


"Ya! BOO!" he called, and raced away from both the group and the miremen. The beasts hobbled after him in short quick steps, goggling madly in their own language, and the rest of the group advanced while their backs were turned.  
Slowly, Cedric was turning invisible. When he was fully gone, he needed to be able to get back through the door with the rest of them before the Miremen could return. 


By now Cedric was nothing more than a blur...

Cedric grabbed the Horn of Beckoning from the table. He ran through the courtyards and stopped when he came to a wall. He blew with all his might. The Miremen, already mobilised, began plodding towards the sound. Cedric dropped the horn on the ground, which continued to sound (it was an automatic horn) and started to race back. 
 
"Come on!" cried Mace as the group entered the tower amid falling rubble. Gretel screached as a large chunk of it narrowly missed her. Suddenly, they all heard a cry. 


"That was Cedric!" grumbled Gumboil. "He's in trouble." 
 
Sure enough, Cedric had been trying to edge his way past the Miremen as they plodded across the courtyard towards the horn. Still invisible, he accidentally bumped into one of them, who instinctively grabbed him. The potion was wearing off fast, and the other Miremen set upon him. 


"Away from him!" shouted Mace, running up, his quarterstaff twirling rapidly. 

McGrew and Gundrada followed, swords drawn. The ensuing battle was over quite quickly, leaving dead Miremen strewn all over the ground. Cedric lay next to two of them, moaning softly. 


"He's in a bad way," muttered Mace. "Spellcasting M E D I C I N E." 


With a flash of light, Cedric was up on his feet and looking around, dazed. 


"What happened?" he asked shakily. 


"No time to explain," replied McGrew, "let's move!" 


They ran off to join the others, who had already entered the tower. 
 
The second blast then sounded. 


 
Lord Fear was racing around the corridors aimlessly. 


"How could you not remember the way out of your own tower?" he shouted to himself. 
 
In the distance, he saw some figures moving towards him. They were Pickle, Majida and Kully. 


"You!" he breathed. 


"Having trouble?" grinned Pickle. Lord Fear raised his ring ready to fire, but changed his mind. 


"Were this any other day," he spat. 


 
Suddenly, Pickle saw a large chunk of rubble fall from the high-vaulted ceiling, directly above Lord Fear. 


"Look out!" he cried, hurling himself towards Fear. He pushed him out of the way, and the block fell on him instead. Lord Fear lay on the ground, shaking. 


"Pickle!" screamed Majida. She closed her eyes. The block glowed yellow, and rose from on top of Pickle before setting itself down a few meters away on the ground. 


"How did you do that?" asked Kully. 


"I am a genie, you know!" replied Majida indignantly, and rushed to tend to an unconscious and bleeding Pickle. 


 
"If it hadn't been for Pickle, I'd have been crushed," murmered Fear. 


"So that's why those witches didn't want us here!" gasped Kully. 


"Those devious old crones!" spat Fear. He turned to look at Pickle. 


"So many good deeds," he groaned, and lifted his ring. With a glow of green, Pickle was awake, but still injured. 


"Damn this ring!" cried Fear. 


"What's the matter?" asked Kully. 


"It's almost completely discharged," replied Fear. 


"Can't you do something, Majida?" asked Pickle, short of breath. 


"Ees too difficult," murmered Majida. "Eet has been too long for me since I last did magic." 


"I've had it," whimpered Pickle. "I'm done for!" 


"Don't talk like that!" snapped Kully. "You're not done for at all." 


"We should get out of here," announced Majida firmly. "Everybody get on!" 


"Get on what?" asked Fear. 


"This carpet, of course!" cried Majida, pointing to a large rug on the floor. Fear caught on, and sat down on it next to Kully and Pickle. Majida waved her hands, and the carpet took off down the corridor towards the exit.

The magic carpet turned a corner. The exit was at the other end of the corridor - but it was now blocked by rubble. 


"Oh, no!" cried Kully. They landed next to the portal. Majida, Kully and Fear tried to lift the blocks out of the way, but to no avail. 


"This is typical!" gasped Fear. 
 
Just then, Treguard, Gibbett and Mellisandre (the latter still unconscious and being carried by Gibbett) appeared. They saw the blocked exit. 


"Am I glad to see you!" breathed Kully. "Help us clear the door!" 


"What happened to Pickle?" asked Treguard. 


"A crushing blow," sneered Fear, "the same as what seems to have affected Mellisandre." 
 
Treguard stood still for a moment, unable to comprehend Fear's lack of tact. He'd had enough of it. He marched up and punched Fear full in the face. He recoiled, and doubled up on the floor gasping with pain. 


"You'll pay for this!" he hissed, nursing a broken nose. 


"There's no time to get through this door," announced Treguard. "In any case, there's only one exit that can save us from destruction." 


"The Way Out?" asked Pickle weakly. 


"We must hurry," urged Treguard. "Gibbett: put Mellisandre on the carpet, next to Pickle. Let's go!" 
 
And so they all ran off towards (they hoped) the Way Out, with the magic carpet serving as a stretcher for Pickle and Mellisandre. 


"It's next to the Quest Chamber," gasped Fear, still clasping his nose. 
 
Suddenly, they ran headlong into a crowd of people. The same people who were looking for them. 


"There you are!" cried Mace. 


"We've been looking everywhere for you, Camel Heads!" shouted Cedric. "We've got to get out of here!" 


"What happened to you, Lordness?" asked Lissard. 


"Rubble," lied Fear. Scarkill looked at Treguard, whose expression said it all. 
 
Before anyone else could speak, however, Treguard, Pickle, Majida and Kully vanished in a flash of red light. 


"Where'd they go?" asked Gumboil nervously. 


"They've been kidnapped!" cried Gundrada. 


"Who by?" asked McGrew. Everyone shook their heads. 


"Well, there's no time to look for them now," announced Elita. "We should save ourselves." 


"You fools!" hissed Fear. "That was Hordriss! We were trying to find the Way Out. That doddering old fool has saved them and left us here to die!" 


"Where is the Way Out?!" asked Julius Scaramonger desparately. 


"Over there..." began Fear, but before he could finish, huge blocks of rubble began cascading down from the ceiling. In less than twenty seconds the corridor was blocked. 


"Well, that settles it!" cried Mace. "We can't get to the Way Out now. We'll just have to use the main door. There may be another Way Out outside the tower." 
Reluctantly, everyone agreed and made for the exit. 
 
"Blocked!" hissed Velda. 


"Come on, everyone!" cried Mace. "We have to get this rubble shifted!" 
Everyone ran towards the huge pile of rocks and began lifting them away. They strained to move them as fast as they could. 
 
Meanwhile, Treguard, Pickle, Majida and Kully had appeared at the entrance of the Way Out. Before them stood Hordriss and Sidriss. 


"You must leave now," ordered Hordriss. 


"But the others!" cried Majida. 


"They have to remain here, Majida," said Treguard softly. 


"Why?!" screamed Kully. 


"There's no time for explanations!" cried Hordriss, and with a wave of his hand he whisked them onto a large block, inside the large pipe that lead back to the threshold. 


"For what it's worth," said Sidriss, "thank you for saving me." 


"But we can't just let the others die!" cried Pickle, grimacing in pain. 


"They died years ago, Pickle," said Treguard. "In a way, they never lived." 
 
Hordriss waved his hand again, and Pickle and Mellisandre glowed. When the light faded, they were standing, healed. 


"What's happening?" asked Mellisandre weakly. 


"Farewell, Dungeon Master," said Hordriss solomnly. With a final wave of his hand, the block began to move. Hordriss and Sidriss stood and watched it as it began its journey. She held his hand. Pickle, Majida and Kully tried to get off the block, but Treguard held them at bay with WYRMSLAYER. 


"You'll understand someday," he said shakily. 
 
Merlin and Mogdred were still entwined - a vicious storm of blue and green. 
"You'll die too!" screamed Mogdred. 


"With any luck," replied Merlin. "Then the dungeon will survive." 
 
The energy storm then exploaded in a huge flash of white light, first engulfing the chamber it was in, then the entire tower of Marblehead, and then the entire dungeon. Oakley, way back in Level One, gazed at the shimmering sky. 


"Right on time," he said sadly. 
 
Then, the third blast sounded.

The tunnel Treguard, Pickle, Majida and Kully was travelling down was starting to melt away. Looking down, Treguard discovered that they were no longer standing but flying. Suddenly, they found themselves standing in his antechamber, safely out of the dungeon. 


"Look at theese place!" cried Majida. Pickle raced to the viewer and tried to get it working. He succeeded, but the picture was distorted. 


"Root and fen," he murmered. Treguard, Majida and Kully gathered round to watch. 
 
Everyone had managed to escape the tower just as it started to collapse. 
"That was close!" breathed Honesty Bartrum. 


"Look!" cried Gundrada, pointing upwards. The sky was dissolving, breaking up into its component colours, that promptly began raining down on them all. 


"Dragons' droppings," spat Elita. 
 
They all bled away into a mass of colours. Less than a minute later, the writhing masses of colours had blended together into a continuous sea of white. Then, it faded away to black. There was nothing left. 
 
"They've gone," whispered Kully, crying. 


"Thee entire dungeon ees gone," murmered Majida. 


"Will it ever return?" asked Pickle. Treguard gazed at the hearth. The fire had burnt out completely. 


"I don't know," replied Treguard softly. "It could take a year. It could take centuries. It may never reform at all." 


"And none of them will come back?" asked Kully. 


"They may do," replied Treguard. "One thing is certain, though. The next phase, if it comes, will be very different. Even if some of them survive the transition they might not even look the same. The very rules of the game may change." 
 
"I still don't understand why this had to happen!" cried Pickle. 


"The dungeon is not like our reality," replied Treguard. "It is not fixed. What you fail to realise is that the people it contains aren't fixed either. Mogdred tried to extend his presence into later phases. Merlin managed to stop him. When you released them, the dungeon had to shift back to accomodate them. It's the golden rule of any reality - cause and effect are interchangable. Of course, the dungeon couldn't maintain its stability. The only way was to destroy it, before it destroyed itself. If that had happened it would have never returned at all." 
 
"So there is a chance it may reform?" asked Pickle hesitantly. Treguard took another look at the hearth. A tiny flame had started to flicker. 


"Yes," he replied. "In time."

**

Browsing through amongst the grimy stock in an ill-lit old bric-a-brac shop in Chatham a young student came across a battered, damaged copy of T. H. White’s Once and future King. 


Excitement gripped him. 


Could this be a marred, but nonetheless valuable first edition? 


Disappointment followed.  


Opening the cover to the flyleaf he found the unmistakable imprint of a popular massed-produced library edition. 


The student turned over the first page, but there trapped between the well thumbed pages he found two thin sheets of writing paper, yellow brown with age, yet covered with sprawling characters penned in a wavering hand. 
 
INSTRUCTIONS  
 
..take the A5 west from what is now called Llangollen. After five miles you cross a small stream flowing north-south. A mile further, and a deer and sheep track leads off N. into woodland. Follow this path N. and you will find the wreck of an old abandoned mineshaft. You must carry a good rope for the cage and mechanism has long been scavenged for scrap. Drop down into the darkness until your feet find the floor. 


Walk forward. 


You are now on the Old Celtic Path. 


Walk on into darkness until you see the faint glimmerings from the first of the ever-burning torches. Here is the dungeon called Faerie which has never gone from us. 


Rather it is we who have abandoned it…. 
 
The letter was not signed conventionally. Instead, the same wavering hand, as if strengthened by sudden resolve, had slashed twice with the pen, to produce a single, simple letter T. 

